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	1. Chapter 1

**_Author's note:_**

**_Hello fellow readers, and welcome to How To Become a Dragon Chief This is my first attempt at writing a fanfiction. The idea came after reading a couple of fanfictions that had Heather in it. Finally, after Cke1st's enormous support, I decided to write down the idea and publish it. Enjoy the story!_**

**_Disclaimer: How to Train Your Dragon, its characters, plot and universe all belong to DreamWorks Studio and Cressida Cowell._**

Hello. For those wondering who I am, let me introduce myself. My name is Hiccup Horrendous Haddock III, or Hiccup for short. Where I live, I'm also known as Hiccup "the Useless", a title affectionately given by my cousin Snotlout. Yeah, you probably figured by now how our relationship is. I'm also known as Hiccup "The Inventor" by my mentor, Gobber the Belch. I am his blacksmith apprentice, or I was, since I learned everything he could teach me. Somehow I learned in just a couple of years what would have taken a decade to most, and since then I've been more of an assistant there, which, together with my excessive thinking, allowed me to create various kinds of stuffs. Most of which backfired at me.

That, and the usual injuries a blacksmith sustain led me to win a third "title", as Hiccup "the Reckless", given by none other than the healer's apprentice Heather, a raven-haired beautiful girl with the most amazing green eyes I've ever seen, since their green looks like the green of the healthiest trees you could ever find in our forests… well, that's enough about her for now.

Now that you know who I am, it's time to know where I live. This is Berk. It's twelve days North of Hopeless, and a few degrees South of Freezing to Death. It is located solidly on the Meridian of Misery. In a word: sturdy. We Vikings have a sense of comradeship, and most people in my village know and help each other, as it has been for seven generations. Most of the time, when your insides are not freezing, it is a peaceful place. Except for the pest problem. You see, when you think about pests, you might think of rats, or mosquitoes, or other similar kind of pests, but here on Berk we have….

"DRAGONS!"

In a desperate attempt to avoid being burned alive, I slammed the door right after spotting the charging flame towards my house, barely managing to do it. You would think we would have already left here after finding out this problem, but we're Vikings. We have stubbornness issues. After opening the backdoor I saw a dragon flying with a Viking smashing his face with a mace, which kind of proves my point of stubbornness.

I ran through the village while trying to avoid the incoming flying reptiles. As I ran through, I could hear the adults shouting at me things like "WHAT ARE YOU DOING HERE" "GET BACK INSIDE" since well, as I was skinny and lack muscles, being outside on a dragon raid was hardly something safe, or sane to do. I kept running, ignoring the shouts until I was yanked off the ground by a huge hand, briefly before the passage which I was going through was overrun by flames of a passing dragon.

"Hiccup! What is he– what are you doing out here?! Get inside!" I briefly stared at the huge, red bearded man while he shouted at me, before pulling me back to the ground. The man was Stoick the Vast, chief of our tribe. They say when he was a baby he popped a dragon's head right off his shoulders. If I believe that? Of course I do, he was one of the fiercest dragon fighters, and leader we ever had.

After this event, I kept going to my destination, which was the blacksmith. By some kind of twisted luck, I managed to get inside just before a dragon ran through leaving a trail of flames. I started at the huge Viking before me, which grinned before speaking

"Oh, nice of yeh to join the party" he said while busy at the anvil, repairing a warped sword. "I thought you'd have been carried off"

I replied, with my usual dose of sarcasm. I suspected the man actually liked teasing me for he knew I always would make a sarcastic reply: "who me? No, I'm waaay to muscular for their taste. They wouldn't know what to do with all of this" I finished and tried, and failing, to flex my nearly non-existent muscles.

"Well, they do need toothpicks, don't they?" he asked jokingly, before replacing his hammer with one of his tongs. I forgot to mention that he had lost two limbs fighting dragons. One of them was replaced by a wooden peg-leg, while his left arm was replaced by a contraption which allowed him to place various types of tools, ranging from his tongs, to a mug to even a adapted double-head axe. Now he was changing his hammer to a tong to fix the sword.

Meanwhile I ran to open the window, and was met with a pile of broken weapons. I took all of them to the forge and started heating it, so they could be repaired. As I heated it, I looked through the window and saw a dragon blast a house, setting it on fire. Shortly after, a couple of teenagers ran with baskets to put out the fire.

The muscular one, not very tall, with dark hair and a helmet was Snotlout, my cousin as you already know. The big husky one with a small helmet, blond hair was Fishlegs. We used to be friends when we were little (well he, I was just 'littler') but then we grew up and he got distant of me so he could be accepted on their group. Though he was one of them now, I never saw him teasing me when my cousin did it. The two identical twins are Ruffnut and Tuffnut. They are both tall, have very long hair and, although skinny as I am, both of them are quite strong, perhaps because of their constant fighting. And the last one is…

"Astrid…" I said as I sighed. She was like a Valkyrie sent straight from Asgard. She was taller than I, and had a beautiful braided blond hair, with some bangs that covered her left eye. Her eyes… they were a beautiful ocean blue that would melt anyone who looked at it, either for their beauty, or their fierceness.

As I leaned to see them pass through, Gobber yanked me off the window so I would go back to work.

"Gobber, will you please let me out? I need to make my mark" I complained as he set me on the ground again, and then he rolled his eyes.

"Yeh made plenty of 'em. All in the wrong places. And Gods know how Heather get mad at yeh every time yeh make one" he remarked, since every time I "made a mark" I ended up injured and visiting her so I could be patched up. Sometimes I accidentally managed to injure someone else, which then would make me earn a smack in the head from her.

Ignoring all of this, and before he could continue lecturing me I replied: "Please, just a couple of minutes, you won't even notice. I'll kill a dragon and my life will get infinitely better. Hel, I might even get a date killing one."

Gobber snorted and then started listing on his fingers: "yeh can't lift a hammer, can't swing an axe, yeh barely can hold a shield, and can't even throw one o' these" he finished lightly waving a bola, only to be caught by a Viking and then thrown at a flying dragon, plumbing it to the ground.

"I know I can't do these things, but…" I said as I moved near a wooden container "…this will throw it for me" I finished patting the wood, which unfortunately made the box open, to reveal a contraption which resembled a pair of long bows tied together, and launched a bola at the Viking that was waiting on the window for a weapon. Shortly after he hit the ground, unconscious…

"Hiccup, if yeh want to kill a dragon, yeh need to stop bein' all of this" he said to me as he gestured to me with his hand and tong.

"You just gestured to all of me…" I replied sarcastically, knowing very well where the conversation was going. We already had those one too many times, mostly every time I made a mark as he would say.

Sadly, sometimes he fails to notice my sarcasm, now being one of those…" Yes, that's it! Stop bein' all of you!" he replied, rather satisfied that I got what he meant.

In a last attempt to try to prove my worthiness this night, I tried to look intimidating as I spoke: "You, sir, are playing a dangerous game… Keeping this raw- Viking-ness and force contained. There will be consequences!"

Then again, I'm good at being sarcastic, but I've never been at being intimidating. Mainly because of my size. Because of this, he just looked at me as if I had just told him an awful joke and replied bored: "I'll take my chances. Sword. Sharpen. Now" he finished, handling me a dulled sword.

I went to sharpen it, as the battle outside raged on. If one could stop to watch it without getting blasted, they would notice several kinds of dragons raiding.

A Deadly Nadder would surely get me noticed, at the very least. Though very bird-like, this kind of dragon had the hottest fire known to us, along with a tail full of poisonous spikes to throw at first sight. They, like the birds they resembled, were very agile, making them a worthy opponent on a battle.

A Snaptrapper would get Astrid's attention on me. Because of their 4 heads, the dragon almost had no blind spot, and fighting it one-o-one was surely though, as each head would have different tactics of attack. Also, as their name says it, they are more of an ambushing dragon than fighting one, mainly because they can't survive losing more than a head.

A Scauldron would surely get at least Dad happy. These giant sea dragons, though not adapted to walk, could still make some serious damage, by shooting boiling water from their cauldron-like stomach.

A Gronckle is tough. Getting one would surely get me a nice girlfriend. They looked and flied like giant bumblebees, but with a very thick armored skin, and a bludgeon as a tail. They were the main reasons of why every raid we always had tons of swords to fix and sharpen.

A Hideous Zippleback. One word: Exotic. They have two heads, which meant twice the status to anyone who would get one. One of the heads release a flammable gas, and the other make sparks, lighting it up. Because of this, they were very good at making ambushes, or blowing up houses from the inside, rather than the outside.

And at last, the Monstrous Nightmare. Only the very best would get one-on-one with these dragons, Dad being one. They had the nasty habit of lighting themselves on fire, making bolas and conventional nets useless. To capture one either a Viking knocked it out, or would trap it with a metal net. That's why only the best went after them.

As I returned to reality, I noticed the sword was already sharpened. I handled it to Gobber. Before he could say anything a piercing screech was heard through the entire village, coming from the sky itself. Every Viking looked at the sky in panic, and started yelling "NIGHT FURY" "GET DOWN" before ducking. At the same time a giant burst of blue flames erupted at one of the catapult towers, bringing the whole thing down.

The Night Fury, unholy offspring of lighting and death itself. It was the ultimate prize that every Viking could ever dream. As dark as night, no one have ever seen one, and at every raid he shows up, he never steals any food and, most importantly, never misses.

Another catapult was blown by the huge burst of blue flames as Gobber changed his tong to the modified double axe, and before leaving he turned to me. "Man the fort, Hiccup. They sure need me now out there. Stay. Put. There. Yeh know what I mean" and then he left.

Since I was alone at the forge, and every Viking would be ducking or running for cover or retreating, either with the sheep or captured dragons, I knew no one would come to the forge. And since my Mangler (the bola-shooting wooden contraption of earlier) was finally complete, I decided, totally disregarding my safety or Gobber's words, that I would capture it this night.

I took the Mangler with me as I went off the forge to a nearby cliff, where I could get a clear shot. As I went through, I saw Vikings running like headless chickens, some asking "where are you going?" or "Is he nuts? Get back inside!" but I ignored all of it.

As I reached the cliff, I armed and reloaded the Mangler, waiting patiently for the Night Fury to pass my aim. I cautiously watched the skies. Then, after what felt like hours, I noticed some stars blacking out of the skies, only to latter show up again. I immediately knew what that meant, and aimed to it, just waiting for the Night Fury to roam near the cliff. Then his signature screech erupted from the skies, before he hit a unmanned catapult. Immediately after the blast, I aimed and shot in blind faith, hoping that the bola would hit it, while the recoil had thrown me to the ground. As I got up, I heard a panicked roar, which signaled that I had, indeed, hit my target.

"I hit it? YES, I hit it!"I screamed, feeling victorious, and then noticed a small blue dot getting bigger and bigger and closer to me. I stopped just in time my victorious rant to duck before the blue ball of fire, not nearly as big as the last ones, hit the bola launcher and shattered it to pieces. Briefly checking for injuries, I noticed a stack of wood stuck in my leg. I quickly removed it. Weirdly I was not feeling any pain, perhaps because of the adrenaline of the moment, and got up.

"Oh man, still, did anyone see that?" I turned around, only to find no one. But then I felt hot air passing through my head and neck. Rather disappointed, I turned to find myself face-to-face with a Nightmare

"Except you…" I said, deadpanning, before running and screaming like I never had before so I wouldn't be burned alive, or become a Nightmare's supper. After running and screaming a while, the absent pain from the wound became very present, making me scream more from pain, as I still kept running for my life, rather than from terror or having a Nightmare on my heels.

In my last attempt to protect myself, I hid behind a wooden pole with a metal base, before a wall of flames went through it. Luckily I was unharmed from the flames, and after they suddenly stopped, I decided to peek from my right to see if the dragon was still there. Before I could turn left, Stoick flew at my side, getting the Nightmare away from me (which I didn't notice it was nearly touching me) and started to fight it. The dragon tried to flame, but failed, as I heard him mumble "you're all out" and punched its face 3 times before it flew away.

As he came near the pole, which went down because of the flamed base and with it the giant flaming bowl, he looked at me disappointed, as destruction was caused by the bowl. That's because I forgot to tell you one thing…

"Sorry, Dad"

We stood silent, watching some Nadders that were freed by the bowl fly away with lots of sheep. To break the awkward silence, and to avoid thinking of the huge pain in my right leg which was bleeding now, I (stupidly) spoke:

"Ok, but I hit a Night Fury" and was immediately yanked by the back of my coat toward my house, by him. "Come on, it's not like last few times Dad, I really actually hit it. You guys were busy, and I used the Mangler at the cliff to shoot it. He went down near Raven Point, if we only send a search par…"

I never finished trying to reason with me as he abruptly stopped and shouted: "STOP… just stop. Every time you step outside disasters follows. Can't you see I have bigger problems?! Winter is coming, and I have an entire village to feed!"

Seeing the crowd gather near us, and to lighten the mood I spoke: "Well between you and me, the village could do with a little less feeding huh" it obviously was a joke to their weight, since every Viking in the village was big. Not nearly as big as dad or Gobber, but they were big nonetheless. Obviously they didn't take it very well, as many of them held their hands in their stomachs while looking at it.

"This isn't a joke Hiccup, for Odin's beard!" for some reason, he didn't get the joke, so I waited silent for him to finish, before she would get here. "Why can't you follow the simplest orders?"

"I can't stop myself dad! I see a dragon and I just have to kill it! It's who I am, it's who you want me to be…" and my voice trailed off. I was upset that he still didn't see I just wanted his approval.

He saw my face but, before he could say anything, a thunderous shout came from behind me: "HICCUP". 'dah dah dah, I'm dead' was the first though in my mind.

As I turned, I saw Heather before me; with the usual 'very angry and worried' face she had every time I went outside on a raid, or tested one of my inventions.

"Really Hiccup? A Nightmare on your heels? What in Midgard were you thinking?" and before I could reply her so she didn't skin myself alive, the pain on my leg stung like a thousand spears had hit it.(I always tried hard to not show any pain for anyone. At least on this I was a Viking, and for some reason, she was the only one that ever noticed these subtle changes. Either the rest didn't care, or it is because of years being patched up by her)

She saw the subtle change in my expression because of the pain and her expression immediately softened. "don't tell me you got yourself hurt again Hiccup?" she asked in this sweet tone that always disarmed any kind of sarcastic reply I could make as she crossed her arms around her chest. The only answer I could give her now was the truth… "Right leg…" I mumbled and she peeked at it, before running toward me, grabbing my right arm and putting around her shoulder.

"Here, lean on me, your leg is pretty bad, and you shouldn't put pressure on it" she said, the sweet tone completely gone and in its place a very worried on, as I extended my arm around her shoulders. "Come on Heather, it's not that bad" but then she cut me abruptly: "YES IT IS… you'll be lucky if you don't need a cane for the rest of your life Hiccup, now lean." her voice was a mixture of my Dad's commanding tone and her sweet one as she spoke. Seeing this as a signal that I am really messed up, I silently obeyed her.

Before going to the Healer's hut she spoke to dad: "Sir, I'd like if you could finish talking to him later, he really needs to patch up his leg, before it gets worse. He already pushed it too far running from the Nightmare. I really don't know how he did it or how he is not screaming his lungs in pain right now" I thought she said the last part to put some credit for me. Vikings do not show pain as everyone knows, but when she speaks like that it gives me some pride that I can manage the pain.

As I looked to dad, waiting his command to go to the healer, I saw a mixture of pride and worry and mostly confusion in his face. He probably didn't even notice the wound. He took a few seconds to speak "Ok Heather, if it is this bad then go to the healer, we'll finish this talk later. Gobber! Make sure he gets to the healer" as we begun to walk to the healer, Gobber came up behind me and gave a light smack in my head for disobeying his orders back at the forge. As we walked to our destination, we passed by the teens, and Snotlout couldn't pass the chance to humiliate me.

"Great work Useless. I never saw someone mess up so badly" he chuckled. "Yeah, quite the performance. We couldn't do better if we wanted" said Tuffnut and his sister nodded, agreeing with him. Either agreeing, or complimenting the destruction I caused, since they pretty much loved causing mayhem.

"Thank you, thank you, I was trying" I said in an attempt to defend myself. But before we were gone I mumbled "at least now I've got a battle scar…" Immediately Snotlout's smile vanished from his face, as he demanded: "what did you say Useless?" but before he could do anything, Gobber came up and smashed him to the ground.

I briefly glared at Fishlegs and Astrid, the only ones that never teased me. For him I knew his reasons, as for her I had no idea. We used to be friends when we were children, and she even punched Snotlout when he begun teasing me, but then she grew distant with the rest and now hardly acknowledge my existence, only doing so to criticize my actions. The weird thing was when I looked at her, I saw behind her fierce mask some… worry? And… she looked like she was a little sad? Perhaps… no, I just lost too much blood and now I am raving. Yes, definitely raving.

As we arrived to the healer, I spoke to Gobber before he left. There were too many things to repair around the village, and Gobber had to help "I really hit one Gobber. He never listens to me" "runs in the family eh?" he teased me, and I knew what he meant. "And when he does, it is always with a disappointed scowl, like someone spit in his stew."

As Heather let me go to open the door, I buffed my chest, and did my best impression of dad:"Excuse me, barmaid! I I'm afraid you brought me the wrong offspring. I ordered an extra-large boy, with beefy arms, extra guts and glory on the sides. This here, this is a talking fishbone!" he chuckled at my good impersonation.

"Now Hiccup. Yeh're thinking about this all wrong. It is not so much what yeh look like, it's what yeh are that he can't stand" as he said that, and I didn't know if he was trying to help, or just being plain honest. Perhaps it was both. "Thank you for summing that up" I replied sarcastically.

He sighed before speaking again "Look, the point is: stop trying so hard being someone yeh're not." Feeling rather upset, and tired, and defeated I moaned before entering the hut "I just want to be one of you guys…" and then I closed the door. I knew Heather would be upset with me because of my injuries, and the quicker I went with it, the quicker I could go search the Night Fury. So I just went and sat in one of the beds, waiting as she had gone to fetch some bandages and herbs.


	2. Chapter 2

**_Author's note: this chapter might be shorter than the first one as it focuses mainly on the relationship between Hiccup and Heather. as the story progresses, fewer events will happen similarly to the movie. this was my first attempt at entirely deviating from the movie script, so any kind of constructive criticism is very much welcome. Without further ado:_**

After a couple of minutes, she came toward me, holding a lot of bandages and herbs, looking rather upset at me. 'Great, everyone is upset with me today' I thought. She placed these items on a table nearby and took a chair to sit near me and motioned for me to lie down on the bed so she could look at my wounded leg.

I spoke after complying with her silent request: "thank you for giving me some credit back there. At least I can hold pain like a Viking would. At least I'm not a failure to my father on this…" and the will to continue speaking suddenly vanishing.

Heather, while hearing me, sighed after I finished. She was looking at my leg and cleaning it for a moment, before she stood and took some herbs and put into the water to boil it and later apply in my wound. While she waited for the water to boil, she spoke to me: "Hiccup… listen, I did not speak that to give you credit to your father or anyone else. The wound is rather deep, and it is a miracle your muscles didn't tear apart after your stunt. I'll apply some paste and put some bandages on it, but you'll need to use a cane for a while… you know, while it heals, unless you want a matching set with Gobber." The last part was really not surprising. Years getting patched by her and talking to her might have gotten her rubbed with my sarcasm, a little at least.

I looked at her, then at my leg. I knew very well what she meant. Either I wouldn't be able to go find the Night Fury today, or I would have to go with a cane, which meant that if it was alive and loose I wouldn't be able to run from it, or at least try since nobody knew if it was as fast on the ground as it is in the air.

I slowly laid down, the events of today finally catching me up and the adrenaline of both hopefully catching a Night Fury and running from a flaming Nightmare wearing off along with the increased pain as she put some paste on my leg, then wrapped it. After finishing it, she went to wash her hands, and put away the unused bandages, while I slowly drifted off to sleep.

A while later I woke up feeling a soft hand running through my face, a delicate thumb caressing my forehead as her palm laid at my left cheek. For some reason I didn't open my eyes, instead I tried to move myself to be more comfortable. Suddenly the hand was gone from my face and I heard a long yet quiet sigh. I slowly opened my eyes, still feeling sleepy, to find her sitting on the edge of the bed, hands in her lap, and looking rather blankly at the ground. We stood like this for a while, neither finding any reason to break the almost visible silence.

After what felt like hours fear started to rise within me, fear that her blank look meant she was thinking about her parents. She was very young when they came to live in Berk, and shortly after she began her apprenticeship the healer, a little after Gobber had me as his apprentice, a big raid happened and her parents went missing.

Some said they deserted, others said they were burned by the dragons, and a few even thought the dragons carried them away, like they did with my mother. Ever since she has been living with the healer, and though mostly every male teen in Berk would hit on her or ask her for a date, she did not have many friends and that's why she wasn't part of the group that teases me.

Her relation with me, though, was messy to me and was also another reason she didn't join the group. Sometimes she acts like a friend; some as if she was my mother, and sometimes, though rare, she would act like Fishlegs and Astrid do, ignoring me all day. A few times, though, I could have sworn she acted like I was her crush.

So to break the silence I decided to speak: "Heather…? Is something bothering you? You can talk to me, you know that, and after all, we're alone here" I gestured to the hut, while she looked at me surprised; I blinked twice before realizing what I said. Quickly I tried to correct myself: "No! no, no, no, no" I slapped my head at my stupidity "not um… like that you know.. I just meant that… that no one will bother you…" I spoke, heavily stammering due to my embarrassment.

She laughed a little at Hiccup's desperation, holding a light blush on her cheeks that the boy missed, before finally replying: "I know Hiccup; I understood what you meant before. You can relax. It's just that…" she trailed off for a few seconds, probably trying to sort into words what was going on inside her head. "that I don't get why you act like that, Reckless"

'ok, so she spoke the title she gave me, so that means I messed up badly this time and was upset with me big time.' Was the first thought that crossed Hiccup's mind that moment.

She then looked me in the eyes, like a mother would do after her child did something wrong. Because of her green eyes, I'd feel sometimes like it was Mom looking at me, that is, if she was here. She disappeared the same night her parents did, perhaps that's why we find comfort with one another talking.

She spoke again, in her sweet tone "you act like you have nothing to lose, that proving to your father and the village you're a Viking is more important than your own safety; or act like nobody cares about you, that no one would miss you if you were gone. Gobber cares about you; to him you're like the son he never had. I care about you, you're the only real friend I have here, the only one that somewhat understands, the only one that hears me when I need to talk, the only one that I do not need to show a mask of pretty smiles and little lies. You really got me worried today. Had not Stoick caught the Nightmare in time, or I had seen your wound, I don't know what could have happened…" her voice broke as tears started to mount in her eyes…

She hugged herself and closed her eyes so she wouldn't cry… so I wouldn't see her cry. I sat up and embraced her in a gentle hug, which she briefly resisted, before giving in and sobering quietly in my shoulders. I tried to sooth her, guilt pilling up in my heart as she was crying mostly because of me. Because my relentless quest to bring down the mighty dragon today cost me greatly. "Shh… It's okay, I'm here, I'm here. They didn't take me away, they never will. I won't let them do it" I said gently as I patted her back, assuring her that I'd never leave.

"P-promise me… t-that you won't do anything like that again. Please, promise it to me" she nearly begged as she regained her breath and ended the hug to look at me, tears still falling through the cheeks of her beautiful face. Defeated, both from guilt, and from the scene before me, I complied with her "I promise. If it makes you feel better I promise." She seemed to be calmed as I promised.

Trying to lighten the mood, I changed the subject "So, any idea how long I'll be here before I can walk again?" I needed to know, even though I promised her to be more careful, I'd still search for the Night Fury. If I really tangled it, it wouldn't be long before the dragon starved to death, and both I wanted to kill it myself and didn't want it to die like that. There is no worse or more painful death than from starvation.

She looked at me, as if she knew why I had asked such a thing, and then answered: "Well, you'll sleep here tonight so I can keep a close eye on your wound, and change the bandages. Tomorrow morning you'll be free to go, but I'd like if you use the cane for a couple of days. You stressed your leg enough; we don't need it getting worse. I'll talk to Gobber so while you're recovering he doesn't pile you with work at the forge." she answered. I thanked her as I laid down again, my body begging to sleep. I slowly closed my eyes, the last thing I saw before sleeping was Heather sitting in the chair looking at me…

I woke up feeling a lot better, the pain almost gone. I yawned as I sat, looking to the window to know what time it was. Seeing the first rays of day coming through the horizon, I got up, wincing a little as pain came from my leg, though not nearly as strong as before. I saw Heather lying in a bed next to mine, half covered in a fur blanket.

I slowly went there, adjusting it so she wouldn't feel colder until she awakes, then grabbed the cane she placed at the table where the bandages were earlier, wrote a note, left her some cooked breakfast and silently left the hut. Cane in one hand, notebook on another and my favorite knife with me, I went to pursue the trapped dragon. Since winter was near, and the cane would surely slow me down, I went to search for it immediately, as time was precious. Daylight only remained for a few hours on winter. My destination: Raven's Point.

Heather woke up feeling a little tired. She stood for hours looking for Hiccup; to be sure he had a peaceful sleep. She honestly didn't know how he coped with the pain he must have felt. As she felt tired, she took a moment to open her eyes, instead focusing on the incredible smell. She smelt cooked stew and fish, so she thought Hiccup woke up earlier than her and made breakfast, which wasn't surprising for her. Living years without a mother, and a chief as a father, Hiccup was mostly alone inside his house when not in the forge, or in the healer's hut; so he self-taught lots of things, from reading to cooking. She opened her eyes, expecting to find Hiccup near the table, but got disappointed as the scrawny red-haired boy was not in sight. Looking to the bed he slept, the disappointment changed to worry as she neither saw him or his cane. She took a moment to notice a letter hanging near the table she used yesterday, written by him.

_Heather_

_I hope you rested well, though I think you'll wake up tired for looking for me until later at night. I do, although, thank you a lot for the kind action. Seriously you didn't need to do it, you already did plenty yesterday. I decided to go to the forest walk a little so I could get used to the cane. Don't worry, I remember the promise I made you._

_Also to repay your kindness yesterday, I decided to make you some breakfast. I might not be a great cook, but I think I managed to cook something eatable, hope you enjoy it._

_See you later_

_Hiccup the 'Reckless'_

Once she finished reading the note, she held it close to her, a smile creeping on her face. 'Even after that idiot nearly got himself killed last raid, he still took the trouble and time to do something for her, and without even waking her up' she fondly thought. Her smile only left her face because of one thought that came to her mind: 'I really hope he keeps his promise'


	3. Chapter 3

**_AN: I'm delighted about the positive response Hiccup and heather's friendship has received. As I have already planned most of this story, I can surely tell you that this won't be the last time you see the friendship these two have (or motherly Heather). Also, as the story progresses, less and less it will events will be like the movie. Reviews are much appreciated, especially regarding. Anyway, here's another chapter._**

Meanwhile…

Hiccup spent all day learning how to walk properly with a cane, so he would not stress too much his wounded leg, while also searching at Raven Point for the elusive dragon. Learning how to walk with it resulted in not so few face encounters with the ground, but after what felt the 100th fall, he managed to walk properly. The only downside was having to stop so he could properly write on his sketchbook.

As midday passed, he sighed and marked another "X" in his improvised map of Raven Point made in his notebook, and then in a brief moment of anger, he scribbled at it before snapping it shut.

"Oh the Gods must reeeally hate me. Some people lose their knife or their mug or even their socks. No, not me! I manage to lose an entire dragon. An entire. Trapped. Dragon!" I decided to take my frustration in a tree branch hanging in my way, slapping it. To add insult to injury, the branch slapped me back, giving myself a small cut below the eye.

I stopped, finally looking at my surroundings. The tree to which the branch belonged was cut in half, one still standing while the other bending toward the ground. Also near the tree was a trail of plowed earth toward the small hill up ahead. It was like something came out of the sky and was abruptly forced to stop.

A thought suddenly crept inside my head. 'This is it, the Night Fury did this'. Without thinking, or remembering I was easy pray with this cane, or that the only thing I had was my dagger, I followed the trail until I saw a big black shape lying in a clearing ahead of the hill.

In a moment of terror, I desperately lay down on the ground, perhaps a little too fast and too harsh considering my leg started to hurt again. I took some deep breaths both to calm myself and ease the pain and, after some seconds, I peeked out of the hill to look at the black shape, still unmoving since my first sighting.

I soon took my dagger and gripped it, torn between amazement that I found what I came looking for and terror that it might be a trap and I'll end up dead, thus breaking my promise to Heather. I slowly crept to the nearby boulder, since running was out of option, and I might need it in case the dragon tries to attack me.

I peeked again, hoping that the dragon hadn't moved since I covered behind the boulder. Luckily, the black dragon was lying still, as if it was unconscious or even dead. I warily approached it trying to be silent, but failing miserably because of the cane.

Feeling victorious for not only my invention finally working, but also managing to catch the legendary dragon no Viking has ever seen, I boldly stepped closer, examining how its wings were tangled in the bolas, how it had a pair of fins just where his tail begun, and another pair at the end of it. Looking closer I noticed some scales shed next to it and blood. One of the tail fins had been served, probably when the dragon had hit the ground, or that tree.

"I did it…" I mumbled, still not entirely believing this isn't a dream. "Oh, yes. YES, this fixes everything! Yes, finally! I have brought down this mighty beast" I spoke out loud as I placed the foot of my bad leg on it. As instantly as my foot was on it, it was off it, as I threw myself at the boulder, startled and scared by the sudden shrug of the dragon at my touch.

Breathing hard, I watched as the Night Fury regained its conscious, taking deep breaths. I stood up and held my knife in front of me, trying to determinate where to strike so he would meet his end. For some odd reason I felt like the dragon was watching me, so I slowly turned my gaze to its head, finding green eyes looking at me, and I looking at it.

We held each other's gaze for a few seconds. I was stunned; since I could be sure I found in his gaze a mix of fear and apprehension. 'NO, he's playing with you. Dragons have no emotions!' I thought to myself when I looked away.

"I'm gonna kill you dragon, then… then I'll cut your heart and give it to my father, you hear me?!" but he simply stared at me… "I'm a Viking" I mumbled, and then with a louder voice I said "I'M A VIKING" I would never admit it, but it was more to myself than to the dragon. The dragon which was still staring at me both of fear and pleading so I would end this sadistic game. "I'm sorry, but this is for the best. Your death will not be in vain."

I closed my eyes, so I would not see his gaze anymore. I heard him moan as if he accepted his fate and heard a thud; he probably laid his head while waiting for death. I started lowering my knife to his chest, where I thought his heart was, but each second I lowered it, my arms trembled more, while a part of myself whispered louder and louder inside my head 'don't do it! Don't do it!'

When my knife finally made contact with his skin, I heard a sound between a shriek and a moan, indicating that the dragon was feeling pain. That moment my eyes flew wide open and I removed the blade from his chest, the wound an inch or two deep. I instantly removed it dropped it at my side, as if holding it would curse me.

I sat before him, defeated, as I could not kill a dragon. I felt my leg shoot out pain as I had dropped my cane in this little act, and my gaze felt on his tailfins. 'Tailfin remember? Your invention nailed off half of it' my mind reminded me. "I did this…" and this time I did not feel victorious or proud.

I felt guilty, as waves of guilt shot through me like spears. I sat there for a while, wondering what to do, while the Night Fury shot quick glances at me, breathing quickly and shortly, as if it was afraid that if I saw him looking at me I would torture him more, or because he almost had his heart cut off from him.

So then I decided I would fix my mistake. I stood and took the cane, and managed to find some leaves to put in his chest wound and on his served tailfin, so it would stop bleeding. I knew the basic of healing leaves, since Heather taught me so, whenever Snotlout bullied and left me in the forest, I wouldn't come home in such a bad shape. I also knew a bleeding wound near his heart could kill him, making the action of not fully stabbing him pointless.

He eyed me suspiciously and curiously as I placed the leaves on his chest wound. He winced, but after a while relaxed, probably not feeling anything anymore as the blood stopped pouring out of it. I was going to place some at his tail but as I looked at it, it had almost stopped bleeding. This wasn't shocking since dragons healed faster than humans, the dragons at the Kill Ring were proof of it.

I backed away, picking my knife and cane as I was going to leave, and cast him one last glance. He lay still, waiting to meet its end by my hands, or be tortured for amusement as I was supposed to do. 'Such a pathetic sight to behold. The most dangerous dragon known to us lying on the ground defeated.'

So…

In a completely stupid and insane move…

I started cutting its ropes, deciding that if I didn't want to kill it, it shouldn't starve to death because I trapped it. I remember overhearing the healer teaching Heather what happens to the body when it starves to death and since then I always though no one should have such horrible and painful death. Not even the dragon I couldn't kill.

While Hiccup was cutting the ropes, he failed to notice the Night Fury's eyes opening in shock to what he was doing. Too focused on holding the cane with his arm and carefully cutting the rope without hitting the dragon accidentally, he did not see the dragon eyeing him as he would eye a prey.

This only became noticeable when the last rope was cut and the dragon pounced onto him, holding him in his right paw while eyeing him with a mixture of anger, curiosity and other feelings neither could describe. He could only notice the intense glare the dragon shot at him while his paw barely let him breath, as its grip was getting stronger and started cutting through his vest and his skin.

He eyed him before closing his eyes, waiting for its end at the hands of what his stupidity brought him, at the hands of the dragon he did not kill, healed and set free. Instead of excruciating pain and flames passing through him, the only thing he noticed was an ear piercing roar from the dragon that left him temporarily deaf, and his heart jumping out of his chest.

He opened his eyes to see the dragon pounce away, and then noticed something red on his injured leg. He brought up half of his pants to see that his wound opened again when the dragon pinned him at the boulder and started bleeding. Because of this, and the shock of what just happened, he passed out.

The dragon did not run away as one would think, but instead hid behind some branches eyeing the hatchling carefully. How did he know Hiccup wasn't fully grown? Well, he could smell the lack of usual dragon blood in him, indicating he wasn't one of the Vikings that defended their nest when the dragons attacked; he was unusually small and skinny, unlike the big burly Vikings; but what made he sure of that was his actions.

It was unheard of a Viking sparing a trapped dragon, especially wounded, much less healing it, unless it was going to torture him on the stone and metal dome they had in their nest. Yes he did injure him, both with the ropes, and his dagger, but when he thought he had met his end, the dagger was removed, and its place was healing leaves.

It was common knowledge among dragons of healing properties of some leaves, that's one of the reasons every raid nearly every dragon would look like it never had combat, while only a few were unlucky to bear scars of deep cuts. Obviously that was mostly because of their healing properties, but sometimes leaves were used to keep away any infection the wound could get and to heal faster when the cut was deep.

Back to reality, he watched the human look at his leg before passing out. He did not need to see, for he could smell the strong, almost unbearable scent of blood coming from it. He recalled it being there, but almost non-perceptible before, and now he thought any dragon could smell it all the way to the Queen's nest. 'This wound will surely kill him, perhaps even before he awakes' was his first thought, but a few seconds later a second one surprisingly came:

'He did spare you, it is only right that you spare him either' he knew whatever part of him that brought this thought was right. Dragons didn't have many rules, but did have a code of honor. If one dragon was spared in combat by the opponent and without being fatally injured, the spared one could never cause the death of the one who spared, directly or indirectly.

All dragons held high their pride and honor, and backstabbing was the most dishonoring action a dragon could perform. So even though his pride would surely be hurt, he knew that his honor demanded he wouldn't let the hatchling die, at least not because of him and not now. He slowly left his hideout, creeping to the human, eyeing him the same way Hiccup had eyed the dragon when approaching him: carefully so it would not be surprised if it was a trap.

He soon made his way to the passed out Hiccup, and slowly started licking his leg. He did not know if that would help him, but when a dragon was wounded, licking the wound would make it stop bleeding faster. To some species it would indeed also heal faster, while others it only acted as prevention so that the wound wouldn't be infected. He never quite stopped to notice if this was his case though.

At the first lick he reared back a little when the human flinched, but soon continued when he saw it did not awake, even if it mumbled in pain. He only stopped then when he was satisfied that the wound wasn't bleeding anymore, and soon left the area, to fly away. The only thing he did not expect was to be unable to maintain flight after lifting off, crashing one too many times at the trees while going inside the forest.

Hiccup woke up later, when it was almost sunset, the sky a mixture of blue, red and orange, making it a beautiful afternoon to watch at one of the many cliffs Berk had. He almost immediately turned to look at his leg, worried that he bled out too much to make it to the village. But it wasn't bleeding anymore, and was coated in some viscous water like liquid and the skin was also red, indicating it was irritated as if it had been rubbed in a tree.

Too tired and stunned to dwell on that. He slowly stood; his leg was still aching after all, and took his bloodstained dagger and cane. He made his way shortly after to the village, meeting rain on the way. Only one thought came at his little trip to the village: 'well, I guess I broke my promise to Heather, I hope she just doesn't skin me alive'

* * *

><p><strong><em>AN II: I decided to, in this story, go with the theory that Night Fury saliva has indeed healing properties. Also, to anyone who might think Hiccup was OOC. Even though he was hesitant to strike Toothless, he also had another motivation, as the Night Fury shot him before crashing. Let me know on the reviews what you readers thought about the changes in the scene<em>**


	4. Chapter 4

**_AN: sorry for the delay. my classes had just began this week, not to mention this Saturday I went to a concert of one of my favorite bands, hence why I didn't finish this chapter. to make up with you guys, here's more of some Hiccup/Heather moments, not to mention the slightly larger than normal chapter. For those that asked if this would be a Heathercup story (I'm borrowing the term from Cke1st) I don't want to spoil it to you guys. But rest assured that either this or my next HTTYD fanfiction will have them paired! For those that reviewed, favorited and/or are following my story, thank you for your support!_**

**_without further ado, here's the newest chapter:_**

* * *

><p>Back at the hut<p>

Heather was pacing around worried, angry and anxious, as Hiccup was supposed to be back at the hut to get his wound checked before sunset. Also there was the fact that it was raining and he had gone to the woods barely after sunrise. He usually did that when he was not at the forge, after all he did like to be alone and especially away from his bullying cousin, and also to draw; he did this more when he had a discussion with his father, therefore, nearly always after a raid he tried to help and after being patched up by her.

That's what worried her more; that he went to the woods injured, so if he ran into any dangerous animals he would not be able to outrun it like he usually does. She always found that interesting. Though he was skinnier than the other teens and weaker, he was as fast as then, if not faster than some. She stopped pacing around to dwell more into thoughts, only coming back to reality when the door flew open, the source of her thoughts and worry hanging completely wet with a small smile at his face. Though she was pissed at him for his stupidity, she couldn't stop but smile back at him.

"Well, I see your walk took a little longer than planned" she sarcastically said as she motioned him to come inside and sit on the bed so she could apply some bandages to his leg.

"Yeah… I stopped back there and kind of ended up sleeping. I woke up just before sunset" he said casually, though she noticed something was off on him. Either that he was barely limping anymore or that his tone was more like he was lost in thoughts. However she didn't say anything, as if he wanted he would have told her as he usually does.

"So… how was your day?" he spoke, trying to start a conversation after noticing the awkward silence and her observing gaze on him. Too much was racing around his mind, so it was only natural he didn't want to worry about she interrogating him about his day.

"Oh… it was the same as any day after a raid. Helping the healer tend the injured, grabbing some leaves, worrying about a certain Reckless idiot…" she finished teasing with a smile, the smile that always left him uncomfortable, like he was a child caught by his mother doing something wrong, or that made him feel like a fool.

So he did what he thought it was logical to the situation… "I'm sorry…" he lowered his gaze, no longer brave enough to look at those green eyes that looked at him with tenderness.

"It's okay, now let me see how's your leg" he frozen and hesitated for a second, but knew there was no escape. If he didn't let she see it, she would get even more suspicious and ask more questions. If she did see it, she would also ask more questions, though perhaps different from the ones she would if he didn't let it. So, defeated, he laid down while she was lifting up his pants on the wounded leg. When she lifted it, she froze looking at it, first completely worried, then shocked when she observed more carefully his wound

"H-how..? Wha… what happened? How is it already healed? Why it all is irritated and yet the wounds are barely open anymore?" she didn't know if she was questioning herself or him, but after the shock, she turned to look at him, too many emotions to describe.

"Hiccup Horrendous Haddock what did you do at the forest?"

'Da, da, da, I'm dead' was his first thought when he heard his full name being used by her demanding tone. He knew she would skin him alive if he told her of the true purpose of his trip to the woods and his encounter to the dragon. But he also knew that she knew of the healing properties of the dragons, and would probably soon tie two-on-two together if she suspected of his purposes.

So he decided to not entirely lie, since he was not very good at doing that, but also not tell the truth. If Heather knows he was almost crisped by a Night Fury, he could as well kiss goodbye his freedom and privacy. Besides, he had had an idea after having his wound patched that he would have probably tried if searching for a Night Fury wasn't in his schedule.

Settling in telling this idea along with part of the truth, he sat at the bed, not moving his legs, quickly thought his words and begun speaking:

"I-I… I was walking when I found a dragon there…" he saw the look of horror on her face and quickly added what he was talking "no-no! It was sleeping, no need to worry" he took a moment to breathe when that look of horror mostly left her face, in exchange to one of curiosity and thoughtfulness.

So far all he had said was the truth, so he needn't to worry about being caught lying. He waited a few seconds silent and got a nod from her, indicating that she was listening, and perhaps wasn't going to skin him yet. He took another deep breath before continuing…

"I sat hidden in some branches to look at it, maybe figure a way to kill it, when my leg started to ache. I think it was because of the position I was sitting, and then I recalled observing how the dragons at the arena usually lick their wounds after training and a few moments later they would look as shine as new." He missed Heather's face of 'you did something stupid again didn't you?' and continue. He knew that from now he would tell his idea instead of the truth. He took a long breath so he didn't sound or looked nervous under her watchful eyes.

"I thought 'if I could get some of his saliva and apply to my leg would this make it heal faster?' " He took a moment to breath, then continued "Then after I got a couple of leaves I crawled to it and stood there taking some of his saliva with the leaves. When I though I got enough I went as far as I could and applied it. I slept a little after applying it and woke up briefly before it rained." either for pride or to not make her worried more he didn't say anything about it hurting, or passing out.

He sighed inwardly, relieved that his voice didn't sound nervous and that he didn't stutter. Perhaps because what he told had been one of his crazy ideas that he managed to tell her without sounding nervous.

He had figured out, while he was partially lying to her, that the dragon had licked him after he passed out, probably because he knew he caused the wound to open and as some sort of retribution for Hiccup helping heal the wound he did. Another note about Night Furies: they did have healing properties on their saliva.

He looked at her gazing at him. He noticed she didn't seem to be suspicious that he didn't tell the truth, but that didn't mean the silence was any less unnerving. To him, it felt like hours, hours of suffocating silence, before she did something he never thought he would presence neither on this life or the next:

"HICCUP!" she shouted, nearly as loud as dad did last raid. "WHAT THE HEL WERE YOU THINKING?" the finished with another shout and standing up. Never have I seen her like that, nor did I ever think I would see the day she would shout at someone. Guess I really deserved it… to be honest I thought the truth would have yielded similar results.

I couldn't find anything to say, as I felt sad and guilty. Guilty partially because I sort of lied to the only person that would hear me, well Gobber did hear me but not like her I guess, I also felt guilty because I meant it. All of our years of friendship and this had been the first time I ever told her a big lie like this.

Most of the times they were small lies so she wouldn't worry so much about me being bullied or that she wouldn't be saddened about what they spoke of her, just because she was my friend.

Had circumstances been slightly different, I'd have done exactly what I told her, because what I said was true. I didn't want them to have another burden related to me. Still, it was better than the truth. Considering it was quite possible that she would believe in it, I had no doubts she would either skin me alive, salt my skin and then sew it back, or shadow me for the rest of my life.

I closed my eyes, waiting to hear she shout again or to be skinned alive. Since the shock from hearing her shouting, I didn't know what to expect anymore. So it was obvious that I was shocked when a pair of arms surrounded me. I didn't dare to do anything, as I felt this was a dream or surreal.

After a couple of minutes, when she partially parted away from him, not removing entirely her arms from him, he opened his eyes to look at her. She held both her hands at his arms while looking at him, before looking away and placing her hands at her lap.

"I'm sorry…" she said in a low voice, a lone tear traveling around her face. " I'm sorry I shouted at you. I guess I lost it." She paused and took a deep breath, trying to regain her composure "It's just that you broke your promise you know? I'm worried Hiccup, that one day your stunts with dragons will be…" she didn't finish. She didn't dare finishing it, as it pained just the thought of it. She sometimes wondered if he knew how much he meant to her, especially since she saw him as the last bit of family she had on Berk.

But she also needed to say one more thing, because she saw the look of guilty in his eyes when she briefly looked at them, while he cleaned that lone tear across her cheek with his thumb. She needed to say it before he averted his gaze away from her. "Hiccup… you're not a burden. No! Listen to me, please" she said as she saw him ready to argue with her, mouth half open. He closed it and gave her a nod, but still looking like he was ready to say something. "You could never be a burden to me; you're like family to me..." She said smiling, managing to also make him smile.

"And I know Stoick feels the same way, he just have more difficult in expressing it. I know you don't get yourself hurt intentionally." He nodded, silently telling her that no, he didn't get intentionally injured as she sometimes suspected. "That said you're as much of a burden as any other injured Viking that comes here. Do you see them as a burden to us?" he shook his head in answer, as for some reason his voice failed to come out. 'Good, he is listening to me then' she briefly thought.

"Now, do you still see yourself as a burden Hiccup?" her sweet motherly voice was on, and because of that, and all the surprises I had that day (seriously I can't just believe this still was the same day) I just nodded at her. I was feeling incredibly tired and didn't feel like discussing anymore. I finally looked at her again; a small smile on her face, but those eyes betrayed her.

They held guilty, guilty from shouting at me, and perhaps guilty as she thought she was responsible that I felt like a burden to her. So to ease her mind I said what I felt it was right: "It's okay, I forgive you." I offered her a smile and opened my arms, also offering her a hug as proof of my forgiveness. She accepted it and held it for a while, but I couldn't care less how much time it passed, only about her.

She felt a weight lift off from her shoulders as she hugged him, though she didn't feel like she deserved his forgiveness. She was a little horrified that she shouted at him; she never did that before; she was angry at him being reckless two times in a row, and scared that he thought he was a burden because of her. So she held him tightly, showing without words that she was sorry, and a little afraid that if she let him go she would lose him.

Unknown to her, he was also relieved that she accepted the hug. He felt incredibly guilty for partially lying, even though he tried his best to not show it. She misunderstood the guilt he had in his eyes and he was glad for that. He felt like he completely deserved being shouted at, given his incredible stupidity today, so when she accepted his hug, he also felt she forgave his recklessness.

She felt him stroke her back, a smooth and kind stroke indicating he understood what she meant and that she was forgiven. 'He is too forgiving' she thought, unbeknown that he was thinking the same. And it was true. Even when Snotlout bullied him, he never held any grudge at his cousin. She them remembered about his leg and parted away from him, the need to tell him that his insane doing actually gave results being unbearable.

"Hiccup, I have some good news to you." She spoke, entering in her healer mode. "It seems your leg is almost completely healed. The wound is almost closed. You won't need to use the cane for some days anymore, though I'd feel better if you used it to walk to your house. Also the rain seems to have stopped so dry yourself before you catch a cold." She paused momentarily, before remembering there was still one more thing to tell him "Oh, and you father wanted to speak to you" the smile that grew on his face from the news of his leg soon disappeared after she told him Stoick wanted to talk.

She continued, feeling he needed some reassuring: "I'm sure he's not mad, he didn't sound like it when he came here. I'll pass on your leg some paste to ease the irritation and bandage it. If you rest it tonight, tomorrow you'll probably be good as new. Just be sure to drop the cane here before going to the forge or somewhere else" she saw his smile come back, and felt happy that she managed to reassure him.

She passed the paste and bandaged the leg, then stood to help him stand. She helped him walk to the door with the cane in her hand, doing her best so he wouldn't put pressure on the recently healed leg. She opened it and gave the cane to him, and they bid goodnight to each other before he left to his house. She closed the door and soon after she was lying on her bed, she fell asleep, as worrying for him for hours exhausted her, not to mention their discussion.

Hiccup opened the door slowly, not sure if his father had slept waiting for him, he didn't want to make any noise. When he saw him hunching over the fire, his back facing Hiccup, he tried sneaking to his bedroom, hoping to at least rest before his dad talked to him whatever he wanted to.

Somehow Stoick knew Hiccup had arrived in the room, as he called for him. "Hiccup, I want to talk to you." Hiccup supposed his cane must have made a noise that gave away his presence to his father, or maybe the stairs made a creaking noise when he was trying to silently climb it.

"Dad! Uh… I need to talk to you too…" I said, surprised that I as discovered, while I climbed down the stairs. He approached me and clapped his hands, looking a little uncomfortable with whatever he wanted to tell me. So it wasn't really surprising when he did not begin telling me what he wanted, instead trying to hold a conversation before that.

"Son, so how's your leg?" he looked at it, a mix of worry, sadness and disappointment held in his gaze. I was glad that at least he showed concern for my health, instead of just lecturing me again for being reckless. Heather already covered very well that department.

"Well…" I hesitated, not knowing how he would handle the news "Nice actually. Heather said I won't need to use the cane tomorrow anymore. I just need some rest and then I'm good as new" I spoke rather excited. I knew I wouldn't be able to work on the forge if I still had to use the cane, hence why I was excited. Being confined to home without anything to do surely was terrible.

He looked surprised, as he probably recalled what Heather told him on the aftermath of the raid. But to my luck he didn't press the matter, probably because he wanted to tell me something serious. Heather's interrogation had been more than I could withstand for one night, so I was relieved he let this pass.

He shifted his feet a little, now obviously looking uncomfortable before speaking again: "Well, that's nice, very nice to what I need to tell you" I then recalled what I wanted to tell him, my encounter with the Night Fury changing my view, and therefore, my actions toward the dragon-kind. So I took a deep breath, not noticing he did the same, and then we spoke at the same time: "I think it's time for you to learn to fight dragons"/"I don't want to learn to learn to fight dragons"

"What?" we both asked the same time, as we spoke at the same moment, neither did really understand what each other said.

"You first" I was surprised that it was he that said it, as he never listens to anything I want to say. Afraid that what I wanted to tell him would hinder what he wanted to say, I didn't tell it. "No, you first" I replied, after all it didn't seem whatever he wanted to tell me was another lecture. I climbed down the stairs I had started climbing before being discovered, and waited to hear him.

Stoick eyed Hiccup for a second before sighing."You get your wish. Dragon training, you start in the morning" he seemed to smile. "I was worried your leg would keep you from joining the initiation, but it seems you'll be just fine" he spoke in relief. I mentally face palmed, as how unlucky I was at the moment. Let dad change his mind about this when I also changed mine.

* * *

><p><strong><em>AN II: I'll try to maintain my schedule of updating once every week a new chapter, but I hold no promises, as I'm also working on a crossover. I promise, though, that my updates will not take longer than a month. <em>****_As always, reviews are much appreciated_**


	5. Chapter 5

**_AN: I accidentally found the perfect image for this fanfiction! It fits so perfectly, to me at least, that I almost jumped in pure happiness at the moment. Changing the subject, I must thank you all for the support you guys are giving me. I never expected to have 14 followers, 13 reviews and 11 favorites so quickly. And it delights me greatly to see people liked the Heather-Hiccup scenes I wrote. I must admit I'm unsure whether this fic will be a Heathercup fic, as some said they would like for it to be (a word Cke1st used on her two fics, both that I absolutely recommend for those looking for some Hiccup-Heather fluffiness), but I can guarantee you all that there will be a Heathercup fic from me; if not this fic, then my next HTTYD work._**

**_AN II: I found myself facing a slight writer's block, so it might take a little longer to publish more chapters. While I have a good part of the story already written, only in need of some polish, I wish not to publish it all so soon, so when I face a writer's block, like now, you guys won't be waiting too much for a new chapter. Besides, I'm also working on a HTTYD crossover with Frozen, and the first chapter should go up before the end of this month. More info on AN III at the end of the chapter._**

**_without further ado, another chapter:_**

* * *

><p>"Oh, I should have gone first…" I babbled, alarmed. "Because…" 'Because I found the Night Fury and I couldn't kill it, so I set him free. And it almost led me to my death so I want to never face a dragon again' I thought. I could say that, it was the truth after all. 'Yeah sure, tell him that and either you're fed to the Arena dragons or shipped to Outcast Island, think something else' a part of my head recalled. "Because… you know… we have a surplus of dragon-fighting Vikings. But do we have enough bread making-Vikings, or blacksmith Vikings, or perhaps small-home-repair Vikings…"<p>

He, of course, interrupted me "You'll need this" he said as he placed his battleaxe in my hands, almost bringing me down due to its heavy weight. Not that he really noticed it, as usual. It seemed that I had imagined that he actually, for a moment, wanted to hear what I had to say.

Ok, I was getting desperate. Last thing I wanted was another near-death experience with a dragon, even if it was a Terrible Terror. I begun thinking anything I could say to avoid this…

"Dad, what if my leg is not healed enough for dragon training?" I said in a quavering voice, I hoped this would halt him. For a moment, I was hopeful, since he stopped.

He looked at me for a second, seemly thinking about that, before his face showed that he found an answer to that. I found out I was right seconds later: "I'll get Heather and Gobber to come here at the morning to check it. You'll go if she says it's healed, Gobber will make sure of that" he said with resolution, shattering my hope of evading Dragon Training.

'Ok, didn't work, what else? What else?' my mind was nearly in overdrive to find something he'll listen. "I-I don't want to fight dragons" I quavered again, my desperation already becoming evident in my voice and posture.

He laughed, clearly thinking that Hiccup was joking. After all he didn't cause all that destruction because he didn't want to fight dragons, especially destroying half the harbor in the last raid. "Oh, come one, of course you do, otherwise why would you destroy half the village yesterday?" He chuckled, apparently very amused at his son's statement. Hiccup deadpanned at using the destruction as a joke

'Caught in the spot…' I sighed "Rephrase… Dad, I can't kill dragons" he crossed his arms while still laughing "Oh, but you will kill dragons" he said, encouraging me, still thinking every word I spoke was a joke.

"No, I'm pretty extra sure that I won't kill" I was already losing hope that I would avoid this. It looked like Loki was disgracing me for his own amusement.

He suddenly grew grim and serious, the laughter vanishing. "It's time Hiccup. Every Viking does and so will you" he said sternly.

"Can you not hear me?" my voice breaking with fear and desperation.

"This is serious son. When you carry that axe out there, you carry all of us with it. That means you talk like us" – he said while adjusting my hold on the axe – "walk like us" – he again adjusted my posture, this time how I stood – "and think like us." he said pointing to his head, in case I didn't understand it. If I was, say, Snotlout or the Twins who make doors look smarter, I wouldn't get it. But to me it was as clear as water.

He finished with a "No more of… This" while waving and gesturing his hands at me. I, of course, knew what he meant, after all Gobber did the same last day. So I did what I did yesterday after Gobber did that:"You just gestured to all of me" I replied sarcastically, at least Gobber would say it with the intent of cheering me up.

"Good, you got it. Now, do we have a deal?" his expression unchanged with my sarcasm. 'Seriously, why nobody is getting my sarcasm?' I thought angrily before complaining: "this conversation is feeling very one-sided you know?"

"Hiccup" He said, slightly rising his voice. "To be a Viking is to kill dragons. If you don't attend it, I'll have to ship you off as an outcast" he explained using his chiefly tone. Hiccup froze; petrified that his dad would actually ship him off if he didn't go to Dragon Training. Hiccup might be the last piece of Valka Stoick had, but that didn't mean he wanted his son to deny Dragon Training; Stoick wanted him to face the dragons and avenge his mother, just like he himself did.

"It's the way things are son, I can't make you the exception just because you're my son." he explained, and if Hiccup had paid more attention, he would have noticed the slightly defeated tone Stoick used, clearly showing that he didn't agree entirely with the idea either. He only agreed because he trusted Gobber's judgment. "Now, do we have a deal?" he asked, although by his tone he seemed to demand it.

I sighed before giving in… "Deal…" I knew I was deeply going to regret this, that is, if I live long enough to regret it. But at least dying on Berk was better than dying in the middle of the ocean, alone, by the hands of a wild dragon, or pirates, or Outcasts. At least here I would be properly buried, I think.

He, otherwise, seemed to be satisfied. "Good" he took a basket, and walked to get his helmet near the door. "Train hard. We'll be searching one last time for the nest" his tone was encouraging, perhaps to fix the idea inside my head. "I'll be back… probably" he finished before leaving.

"And I'll be here, maybe…"

The next day

I woke up by the sound of the door opening. Coming from it were Gobber and Heather. She had a pack with bandages, probably to place after she removed the ones on my leg. I yawned before sitting on my bed. She was smiling while Gobber looked a little worried, since he knew nothing of what I did yesterday, nor had I seen him to tell him I was infinitely better.

Heather took a chair and placed near my bed, and gestured to me remove my blankets so she could exam the leg. Gobber, meanwhile, just stood behind her, anxious to hear the news about my health.

"Good morning, sorry we woke you" she said smiling; probably thinking I was still tired. But fun thing is: I was actually feeling well rested. I was feeling like I could work all day at the forge, not that I'd. Technically I wished I was completely sore as I'd be after a full-day work at the forge, so I could evade Training. I'd accept anything so I wouldn't be in a tight, closed space facing an enraged dragon.

She pushed up my pants of the injured leg and slowly removed the wrapped bandages around it. I looked at it as she also did. The leg was hardly irritated anymore, and all of the damage it had been done was patched. Even the cuts that were still open yesterday were now all scars. 'A lot of scars, by the way...' I mentally remarked. Last time I recall being so injured was at the beginning of my apprenticeship, when a learned Gobber believed in 'learning on the job'.

I turned to look at her and found she was little surprised, even though she had seen it yesterday after all. Gobber, meanwhile, had his jaw open, and then started closing and opening it, looking like a fish out of water. I wondered badly what the blacksmith could be thinking about right at this moment.

"H-how? What? I saw yehr leg all bloodied after the raid. And those scars look at 'em. They should've taken weeks to heal" Heather chucked a little and so did I. His expression that moment I would never forget. Perhaps I would draw it after they were gone. She looked at me and I looked at her, the silent question understood. I gave her a nod before speaking:

"W-well, I used some dragon saliva on it, and apparently it worked" Gobber still was shocked, though now by what I just said he was also angry, and a tiny little bit worried. Mainly because what I said meant that I went near a dragon, injured and alone. But he, unlike Heather, did not interrogate nor shouted. Instead he just asked the question I expected, and feared, that he would: "From what kind of dragon did you steal some spit?" he asked skeptically, crossing his arms, although there was a slight hint of amusement, given how he phrased the question.

"I… can't really remember…" and then I saw Heather looking at me suspiciously. I subtly shook my head to her, indicating I didn't want to tell him what kind of dragon. Lying to her was bad enough. She, luckily, didn't question the breed when I told her, but I knew Gobber would not buy any breed I knew of. He would probably think it was the Night Fury since it was the only one that I saw this property. Besides, a small lie would be better than a big one.

Also none of the dragons at the Arena that could have would have healed it so quickly. She soon spoke to cover me up, noticing my silence: "What he says it's true, though I highly disregard using it. We don't know the effects it could give, and temporary amnesia apparently could be one" I smiled at her, but she didn't return, I knew she would ask more questions later. I just hope with Training she would be busy enough to ask them, considering I survived it.

He, on the other hand, had terror written at his face, because of the 'unknown effects' Heather just said. I paled a little, and she saw it. Quickly she added up to what she said: "But don't worry. Hiccup shows no sign of poisoning or any other ailments. And also his leg is perfectly fine. The wounds are all closed and his muscles seem to be all healed. A little walking without the cane and he's good to go." And now he looked at me, but relieved.

Color had returned from my face, but soon went away again, remembering what effect the words she just spoke would have on my day. She looked at me, worried and puzzled to why I paled again, while Gobber, smiling, spoke: "Great, so yeh can go to Dragon Training. Yehr father told me 'bout the agreement yeh two had yesterday." He spoke excitedly, completely oblivious of my aversion of going to it.

It was Heather's turn to pale that moment. She, of course would be there, after all someone always got injured at Dragon Training. The healer had taught her how to heal Dragon wounds, the proof the treatment she gave at Hiccup's Nightmare wounds after the raid, so it was obvious she would be the one healing the teens, since the healer wouldn't be available.

Gobber came and put his hand at her shoulder, and with his prosthesis he gestured to me "Well, if that's all then we'll be going. Yeh'll need to exercise yehr leg before training. Can't have yeh tripping everywhere there" he spoke joking, trying to lighten up the mood as always. I mouthed her 'I'll be fine' to try to relief her a little. She nodded, indicating the message was receive, although her posture showed she didn't believe it not even for a second.

She went to put her bandages back at the bag, since she didn't wrap on my leg anymore "Well, since it's all healed, there is no need to bandage it anymore" she said, trying to get over the sudden news. She quickly packed up and, left the house, with Gobber following her, but before he left, he spoke while at the door: "Dragon Training starts midday, don't be late" and then closed the door.

I immediately stood, a little weakly since my body had had gotten slightly used to leaning its right side, but after a couple of slow steps, I sat at my desk, and took my sketchbook. After opening it and taking a charcoal pencil I started drawing Gobber's expression while it still vivid in my head, while also trying to suppress my desperation. After finishing it, I grabbed the axe dad gave me and left the house to stretch my legs, and lean on the axe whenever my leg would give out. I knew I'd do a lot of running at the training, knowing how Gobber's method of teaching was, so I thought that at least I needed both my legs ready for that.

The Dragon Training Arena was rather an exquisite work. It was carved inside the land, all made of stone. All the doors that held the dragons were made of two foots of metal and wood, to prevent them from escaping. Because all the walls were made of stone and carved into the land, the dragons had no way to escape by pounding at it. I walked slowly to the Arena, neither excited to go there nor excited to meet the group that bullied me. Still, I had to go. I (forcedly) had made a deal with dad, and Gobber would report to him once the man returned. Summing it up, I had no choice.

* * *

><p><strong><em>AN III: I wanted the scene between Stoick and Hiccup to be a bit more tensed than the movie shows. let me know if you guys, and ladies, thought i succeeded at doing so.<em>**

**_Besides, regarding my crossover, i'm accepting suggestions for a title. giving titles was never my strong point. Also, a little more of detail to it: It'll be a Runaway Hiccup fanfiction, though i'm sure i managed to write a very different scenario of how Hiccup and Toothless leave Berk before the Nightmare face-off. I wanted an unique scene different from what i've read in every other fanfiction, and I think i managed to do so. For those that might wonder, both Hiccup and Elsa will be 15 when they meet, so yes, it will begin before the main events of the movie. Although i plan to later include them._**

**_As always, suggestions and constructive criticism are always welcome. And if any of you have an idea for a title that you think it's good, feel free to PM me it._**


	6. Chapter 6

**_Sorry to disappoint you all. But this is just an author note. My crossover, How To Let It Go (a title given by R2-M0) has finally been published, and for all of you HTTYD enthusiasts i highly recommend reading the first few chapters. I am giving a unique take on how Hiccup departed instead of the common 'he left without Astrid confronting him' so there's no Frozen content for now. I wanted to picture him as the logical kind of person, who would leave after carefully planning on how to do it. Not only that, but i wanted for him and Astrid to part ways on good terms, so yes there is a heated discussion and some angst moments. Considering not all of you might be into Frozen and/or Frozen-HTTYD crossovers i'll also write here my AN written on the first chapter._**

**_I am also currently working on a one-shot with Kate Carpenter(brilliant author by the way. i recommend reading her fanfiction). If you're wondering whether this one-shot is based on my AU or the movie, i am sorry to disappoint you all, but it is post-movie. So far i don't have a summary for it, but what i can say is that it is centered around the idea that Astrid recalls Hiccup's words before she confronted him, and after the boy has a heated discussion with Stoick, she decides to bring up the subject. Given i haven't seen anyone write a OS regarding this kind of confrontation i decided to give this a shot. there will probably be some Hiccstrid in the end for all of you Hiccstrid lovers' content._**

**_Changing the subject, i am thinking into doing some Heathercup One-shots after finishing writing How to Become a Dragon Chief. Should i decided that this fiction will be a Hiccstrid, the first chapter of those one-shots would be an alternative ending where Hiccup ends up paired up with Heather. Given the response i've had regarding pairing up those two, this idea came up to me so i can write some fluffy romance. My next HTTYD Fanfiction will definitely be a Heathercup one, and the way he departs from Berk is what makes possible for him to fall in love with Heather, but with a more mature kind of romance (not lemons, but given that Hiccup will be on a journey to find his mother, his priority won't be to fool around with Heather once they become a pair.) so i want to know what do you guys think. PM on your thoughts and even ideas, i'll be more than happy to hear them. To the Hiccstrid lovers out there, you guys will hate my guts at how i'll write the confrontation Astrid does to Hiccup on my second HTTYD fanfiction_**

**_PS: for those that know how to manage Photoshop, whoever gets to make me, or find a good image featuring Hiccup from the first movie and Elsa with her coronation dress together in a buddy way, gets to tell me a scenario for me to write. Be it a Heathercup, Hiccstrid or even Hiccelsa. (except for lemons. while i have nothing against those who do write, i myself am not a writer of lemons). On how to send me the image, PM me about this little challenge and i'll reply my email back. For those that don't get their image chosen, you can still tell me your ideas and i'll see if i can include them on my story, or adapt them_**

**_This Note will be deleted once Chapter six get uploaded. We'll see Heather acting as a healer again, and how she copes with Hiccup nearly dying at the hands of the Gronckle._**


	7. Chapter 7

**_AN: hello, welcome back to another chapter of How To Become a Dragon Chief. I apologize for the delay, since I just published a one-shot of my upcoming HTTYD fanfiction that i'll work once the HTTYD 2 movie comes out on DVD. To all of you Heathercup lovers i recommend reading it, since there's a Heathercup scene for you all.(let me know what you guys thought of it. it would help me steer to what direction i want to take the Heathercup romance once i begin writing one-shots of it, after finishing this fiction) Also i fairly recommend (again) reading How To Let It Go if any of you would like to see a distinguished, deeper take on how Hiccup leaves Berk rather than how we see in the movie. The author notes i previously published will be kept on air for any of you who wish to know more about the other works i am currently creating._**

**_As usual, reviews and constructive criticism are always welcome_**

**_Without further ado:_**

* * *

><p>I was behind the teens when Gobber opened the Arena. "Welcome to Dragon Training" he said in a jolly voice, as the teens and I walked inside it. Anyone could see he was as excited as a child when it got his first weapon. "No turning back" I heard Astrid murmur in fierce determination. I wish I could feel determinate and fearless as she was. Knowing Gobber this training would be nowhere near safe, much like our daily lives is not.<p>

"I hope I get some serious burns on my arms. Would be awesome to see them on fire." said Tuffnut, grinning madly. "I'm hoping for some mauling, like on my shoulder or lower back. The blood dripping from it would be epic" his sister piled on with a dreamy face. I would never understand how and why they loved pain or destruction.

"Yeah, it's only fun if you get a scar out of it" Astrid agreed with them. It seems like everyone wanted something painful to happen during training, perhaps with the exception of Fishlegs. But, speaking by experience, there was no fun, or pleasure, in being clawed by a Nightmare, or impaled on the leg by wood debris of my former invention. And from working on the forge I am sure to say that it's not fun at all to see your own arm catch fire.

"Really?" I asked sarcastically in disbelief, and everyone turned to look at me. Astrid seemed like she was pissed because I was denying what she said. "No kidding right? Pain, love of my life, I might as well marry It." sarcasm dripped with my voice so thickly it could almost be stored like water.

Astrid snorted at my sarcasm, clearly not amused, while the other groaned. I could swear I heard Heather stiffen a laugh behind me. "Great, who let him in?" Tuff moaned.

"Let's get started" Gobber shouted, ignoring Tuffnut's question, as he closed the gate we just went through. "The recruit who does best will win the honor of killing his first dragon in front of the entire village. A Nightmare no less." I immediately recalled running from one at the raid and paled a little. Good thing my chances of winning were as big as of winning Astrid's heart.

Snotlout sneered "Hiccup already killed a Night Fury, so does that disqualifies him or what?" almost everyone laughed before I replied him "No, but I believe the scar I won from facing a Nightmare ought to do it" the laughter immediately finished, and I let a small smile creep on my face. Snotloud looked really pissed at my statement, while the Twins looked envious at me. Fishlegs had paled, probably remembering the scene, and Astrid's face was unreadable as she usually did to mask whatever she felt, if she felt anything at all.

Luckily, before Snotloud could say or do anything, Gobber came behind me and shouted "LINE UP" I flinched, since for a moment I was deft of my left ear, and then he leaned on me to whisper "It won't, yeh know, Heather said everything was ok with that scrawny butt of yehrs. It's a nice battle scar by the way." He said encouragingly and then he proceeded to start his lesson.

Hiccup and the teens lined up. He ended up near Fishlegs, which wouldn't be so bad if he didn't mutter constantly dragon statistics. Albeit impressive that he memorized, apparently, the entire book, it could be annoying to hear him constantly talk about dragons, or even the legends about them. Gobber, meanwhile, was near the cages to begin his lesson.

"Behind these doors" he gestured toward them "are the species yeh'll learn how to fight here. There are many more out there but alas we cannot hold them all here. Now, yehr first dragon: The Deadly Nadder…" and Fishlegs begun his muttering "Armor: 16" "The Hideous Zippleback" "Plus 11 Stealth times 2" "the Monstrous Nightmare" "Firepower: 15" "The Snaptrapper" Fishlegs' eyes widened at the mention of the not-so-common 4 heads dragons "Venom: 18" "The Timberjack" he gestured toward a larger cage. Fishlegs jaws hung open at the mention of the gigantic rare dragon, but soon enough he muttered more dragon statics: "30 feet razor-sharp wingspan" Gobber then stood behind a wall of stone.

To the other, it was just stone, but I could faintly see the outlines of what looked like a door made with pure iron and stone to disguise it. Gobber gestured to it and evilly grinning pronounced: "the White Fury" everyone, especially Fishlegs paled at the bare mention of the legendary dragon. It truly was a heroic tale at how the dragon was trapped, and some suggested the dragon had been around, caged, for more than 2 generations of Berk.

Almost nothing was certainly known about this dragon, except that it seemed to have an unnatural hatred toward the Vikings. Some who faced him and lived to tell the tale even spoke of dragons cowering in fear at the mere sight of him flying. Most of the stuff known about him was from legends, hence why the Book of Dragons didn't hold many details about him, other than his appearance.

Fishlegs now was probably whiter than the dragon itself. Just like the Skrill, the White Fury was a Mysterious Class Dragon, thought to be closely related to the Night Fury; hence the name. Since no one ever saw a Night Fury (except for me), there was no way to be sure, but the White Fury was built for extreme speed, had a powerful jaw strength and especially: it could dive bomb making a signature sound similar to the Night Fury and release a crimson red, destructive blast similar to its cousin, albeit slightly less destructive.

After a few seconds watching our reactions, Gobber started maniacally laughing, before Snotlout spoke up: "You're kidding, there is no such dragon as the White Fury. It's just a story parents tell their children so they behave." he tried to dismiss, though it was painfully obvious he didn't believe in what he said. Gobber just ignored, continuing with his laugh, as Fishlegs got enough courage to speak again, replying Snotlout's statement:"Oh there is such dragon. Legend says it's the Night Fury's cousins and has a Speed of 20; also legend says its white scales are so shiny, it can blind a person like looking at the sun" he spoke with enthusiasm, the fear he just felt at merely hearing the dragon's name was long since forgotten.

Finally Gobber stopped laughing to agree with him "Aye, it's true, that's why we built him a dragon arena underneath the ground. We don't need yeh blind or blown to pieces by this dragon's dive bomb. Now, continuing" he said as he started walking around the cages as well "The Terrible Terror""Attack: 8; Venom: 12" and suddenly:"WILL YEH STOP THAT" Gobber shouted at him, losing his patience with Fishlegs' dragon statistics muttering.

"And… the Gronckle" he finished, grinning, while he rested his right arm at the lever of the cage."Jaw strength: 8" Fishlegs whispered to me. I wondered how many times he had read the Book of Dragons to know all of this, or how his brain didn't fry for reading so many times that book.

"Whoa, whoa, whoa" Snotlout shouted desperately, "Aren't you going to teach us anything first?! A tip, battle tactics, anything at all?" "Is the Great Snotlout afraid?" Tuff asked, grinning, to his sister, while Gobber, smirking, adjusted his hand at the lever, before answering his signature teaching phrase:"Absolutely not. I believe in learning on the job" and pushed down the lever.

Just after he did that, the dragon came out bursting at high speed towards us. Everyone ducked as the giant humming bee shot through, crashing at the opposite side of the arena.

"Today's lesson is about survival. If yeh get blasted…" he watched the Gronckle eat some rocks"… yeh're dead! Quick, what's the first thing yehr going to need to keep yehr butts away from the dragon's mouth?" he asked, showing how his 'learning on the job' method worked.

"A doctor?" I sarcastically shouted, glancing at Heather, whom was watching the whole thing from outside the dome, looking at me and shaking her head while smiling. She knew I had the knack of letting a sarcastic remark out on dire situations. Although I thought she would show a little more worry, given my track record to dragon-related situations, instead of seemingly being amused at our desperation, and also mine.

"Plus 5 speed? Plus 10 strength? Plus 20 armor? Plus 100 luck? " Fishlegs worriedly tried to guess. What he meant by that, or how he planned on achieving all of those things within seconds was beyond everyone's knowledge. Naturally, it was Astrid, the great prodigy of Berk, the child that fiercely trained ever since she could hold an axe, who answered right:"A shield" Gobber nodded, and pointed us to a pile of shields that, for some reason, none of us spotted earlier.

Everyone went there to pick one. Gobber instructed "Yehr most important piece of equipment is yehr shield." as he neared me, "If yeh have to make a choice between a sword and a shield, take the shield. A sword is no good if yeh're about to be crisped like a chicken." He finished shoving the shield I was struggling to grab, and pushing me back to action.

It was not surprising what he said. He particularly hated swords, not only because he always had been an axe Viking, but because at every raid we always had to repair dozens of it. Mainly because some stupid Vikings thought it would be useful using a sword against Gronckle armor, which in turn, would barely be scratched by it. Swords, other than for marriage ceremonies, were good against other Vikings; but since it has been decades since someone raided Berk, I wonder why do we still have and make swords.

As it was expected, it didn't take long before the Twins started fighting each other, this time over a shield both wanted. "Take that one. It's got a flower, girls like flowers. This one is meant to the deadliest weapon in the world" Tuff suggested before being slammed by his sister with the shield he had just been holding. As his nose bled, Ruff replied "Oops, now this one has blood of the deadliest weapon on it."

They continued fighting until the Gronckle zeroed on them and shot a fireball that blew against the shield. Except for some wood splinters that got stuck on them, they didn't suffer any serious injuries, much to their weird dismay. "Ruff! Tuff! Yeh're out" beamed Gobber across the arena. They barely had time to come out of their dizziness before the dragon rammed then like a yak would, shoving them hard to the ground. No one bothered to check them out, since they were screaming in ecstasy because of the newly-acquired wounds.

"Those shields are good for another thing: Noise! Make lots of it to throw off a dragon's aim! If it can't aim, it can't crisp yehr butt." Everyone, including me, began bashing our weapons at the metal center of the shield, making lots and lots of noise. Because of that, the Gronckle started shaking its head, apparently confused or disturbed by the clanking. After shaking it off he started zeroing at us, and we sorted across the arena.

"Now" he continued instructing while we avoided the dragon "Every dragon has a shot limit. Knowing it can save yeh if you go toe-to-toe with one of them. How many does a Gronckle have?" "Five?" Snotlout guessed, trying to appear smart but failing horribly. Fishlegs, on the other hand, answered correctly:"No, Six!" His shout got the attention of the Gronckle and soon enough he was shot out, the shield being ripped apart from his arm by the blast of the dragon. "Correct. That's one for each of yeh! Fishlegs, yeh're out!"

The dragon was disturbed again, but this time because of Fishlegs pained scream that haunted the Arena. I gritted my teeth, as I could swear my ears were being stabbed by his voice. I (and probably Heather) only hoped that his arm had not broken, otherwise I would be sure he was the unluckiest trainee i have ever seen. Everyone else, other than the Twins, covered their ears hearing the scream. Luckily his voice seemed to fail, as the stabbing noise soon died down, and the dragon returned his hunt for our heads.

I observed the scene while hiding behind the hack of shields, when then I heard Gobber shouting at me "Hiccup! Get in there. Yeh need to learn how to fight them, not just survive!" I was ready to leave when I had to duck before a fireball hit the wall just inches above from where my head was. I observed as the Gronckle's attention shifted to Snotlout, which was at the moment trying to flirt with Astrid, and as usual, failing to be noticed by her.

I crawled out while the Gronckle shot at Snotlout, blowing his shields to pieces. Astrid had ducked, landing near me, while he was knocked out by the blast. "So, I guess surprisingly it's just you and me" I asked, trying to lighten the tension around the arena. I was in fact surprised I had lasted so far that it was only me and the best Viking of our generation.

I saw her posture grow rigid and her eyes widen. She replied "Nope, just you" before ducking. Before I even knew, the Gronckle shot at me, knocking out my shield from me. Aside from a small burn at my other hand, I was fine. Seeing the Gronckle zeroing at my position, I ran toward the shield as I heard Gobber shout "One shot left" what was weird is that I was supposed to be out, but Gobber didn't call for it.

I only noticed the Gronckle behind me when he singled me out and cornered me against the wall. Heather and Gobber, both with widen eyes and horror all over their faces screamed in unison: "Hiccup" just at the same moment I saw the Gronckle's mouth open and its end lighted up. I closed my eyes and braced for impact, noticing the similarity of the situation with my meeting with the Night Fury.

* * *

><p><strong><em>AN: Aaand cliffhanger. Not really, he will come out alive. I just wanted to end the chapter there because the next one will focus on the Night Fury, and some of you messaged me saying that i was still relying too much on the events of the movie, even though i offer a good point of view for them. Because of this i'm reworking the aftermath of their first day to include a bit of Hiccup and Heather talk.<em>**


	8. Chapter 8

**_AN: Hello again fellow readers. I apologize for the delay in updating this fic, since How To Let It Go got me wrapped up. For those that care, there's also been another reason for the delay: i ended up hospitalized recently. i'm out of there, so my work on this fic can continue. For those wanting to read the OS i've been working with Kate Carpenter i'm afraid you'll have to wait more, since she's also in a bad state, therefore not being able to write much. I hope she gets better soon, and any support shown by you guys to her is very much appreciated from her and me, since she's a dear friend of mine._**

**_ANII: i'll already warn you readers in advance. my studies are intensifying, so my work on all my fics will unfortunately slow down. i'll be able to update before October arrives, but don't expect any updates from the following two weeks to happen. Not to mention that i'll try to focus on the OS so it can be published this month._**

**_And without further ado:_**

A few seconds later I heard a deafening boom and felt something hot pass near my right hand, again, given it was the same one that had been burned slightly just moments ago. I opened my eyes and saw Gobber's hook inside the dragon's mouth, with him tugging the dragon toward its cage. "And that's six; go back to bed yehr overgrown sausage. Yeh've enough of a mess for today. " he yelled at it before punching it in the face and closing the cage.

"Yeh'll get another chance, don't yeh worry." Honestly I couldn't tell if he said that to us or the dragon. He turned to us and walked closer to me "Remember: a dragon will always. Always…" He hoisted me up by my arm and looked me in the eyes as he finished: "…go for the kill". He went to Snotlout and shoved his head with his prosthesis, waking him up.

Heather entered the arena and started treating our wounds. Astrid had just a few scratches, probably from rolling on some wood splinters, while Fishlegs had to wrap his arm as it had been bruised when the shield flew off from it. Snotlout had been given a block of ice to put on his head and the Twins arms were wrapped with bandages after she had removed the splinters of wood that was on it. Needless to say there were ecstatic at being bandaged, to the point where they were already fighting and the bandages dropped on the ground. Heather just sighed and gave up; she knew none of their wounds were too serious so she didn't bother treating it again.

When it was my turn, she placed some oil at my hand, making it hurt and me hiss in pain. I tried to recoil my hand from it, but she surprisingly held strong and cooed: "Shh, it'll make the burn heal faster. You're lucky it won't need to be amputated, you own it to Gobber you know." After a few seconds she had let the oil around the burns, she wrapped it with bandages, impossibly gentle as usual. Astrid may have the looks of a Valkyrie, but I could bet Heather had her hands blessed by Freyja sometimes. If anyone ever doubted her skills as healer then they have never been treated by her before.

After she finished it, she laid a hand on my shoulder, making me look right in her eyes. "You scared me again Reckless. I'm starting to think you like doing this." she said smirking, but my title and her eyes betrayed her. I lowered my gaze to my hand and muttered "I'm sorry" and took a deep breath. I saw her stand up and taking a deep sigh before answering:

"Don't be. We both knew what was expected when we agreed with the idea of you going to Dragon Training. I'll do my best to help you, but… be more careful okay?" she asked softly. It was painfully obvious that, by the tone of her voice, she was very against my presence in the ring, but that she couldn't do anything about it. I nodded in reply and she, satisfied with my answer, took her bag and left the arena. I left it just after she did so and was going toward home, remembering the events of today. I stopped when I remembered something particular: '_a dragon will always, always go for the kill'_ I recalled Gobber's words, and a thought came up. I changed my destination to the woods, where I met the Night Fury.

I reached the same place I found it, and crouched to grab one of the ropes, Gobber's words still ringing at my head. "So why didn't you? And more: why did you save me?" I thought out loud. After all I am living proof that Gobber was wrong. And not only that, but also the dragon had prevented that I died. I looked around the woods, trying to find the path the dragon took when he fled away. After a few seconds gazing at the woods, I was able to find one. There were some woods that apparently had sustained some damage, like something crashed on it.

I followed it until it ended on a rock wall with a large crack. In it there was a cliff to an open area. I went there and stood still, amazed at the sight before me. The cliff led to a cove, perhaps 200-300 feet wide. Its walls were of stone and held high and wide. Inside the cove there was a peaceful pond, while near it there were a couple of trees. I stood there, admiring such sight. 'I could live here, perhaps build a forge. It's peaceful and hidden. I wouldn't be bothered by the villagers or dad's disappointed scowl.'

But…' before I could dwell further on the pros and cons of making a living here I noticed something glinting at sunlight. I looked down and saw a trail of several flat disk-like black objects. I took one in my hand and analyzed, turning it a couple of times. The only ones that had seen or touched dragon scales were those that had killed one, so I knew not how a dragon scale felt like, but the object in my hand was disturbingly similar to the Night Fury's scales from what I remember. The more I looked at it, the more convinced I was that the dragon was near this area.

It was not long before a pitched scream was heard and a huge black shadow shot in front of Hiccup. He instinctively recoiled back, startled at the sudden appearance of a black blur, before watching the dragon scrambling the rock, apparently struggling to grab onto it. The shock from being startled turned to surprise as he fulfilled his objective. He had found the Night Fury once again.

The dragon frustrated, gave up and glided back down awkwardly, only to crash near the pond. Not giving up, it went on a different place to try to climb it, only meeting the same results as his last attempt. When I snatched out of my trance, I quickly took my sketchbook to draw it, inspired by the thought of being the first one to draw a Night Fury and survive. Even though it would be tough to draw the dragon as it was constantly moving, a rough sketch would be more than enough to brighten my day.

Hiccup looked at the dragon, while drawing, and noticed it had shot a fireball onto the ground, apparently angry. "Why don't you just fly straight?" he muttered, wondering why it was still in the cove, but soon enough he noticed again one of the end-tailfins was missing. He erased on his the left end-tailfin, and then noticed the dragon seemly limping toward the pond. It tried to grab some fish, but failed.

They both looked at each other, a pair of forest green eyes gazing at yellowed green ones. Neither eyes had shown fear, or anger, or desire to kill that moment. What each other saw was curiosity toward each other. The dragon was surprised that the hatchling came alone and didn't look threatening as he had been when he first saw him. Hiccup surprised as he saw curiosity in the dragon's eyes instead of hostility, even if the Night Fury seemed a bit wary of his presence. He was even more surprised when he realized that the Night Fury was showing an emotion, something unfitting of a mindless beast.

They held their gaze; Hiccup cocked his head lightly at the site, and was even more surprised to see the dragon copy his movements out of curiosity. They continued looking at each other until a thunder roared across the sky. Hiccup broke the gaze to look up, and shot another glance down at the dragon before leaving. He knew it would soon enough rain, and getting soaked was not something he wished to do.

As the rain poured heavily, all the torches had been lighted out, plunging the village into darkness. The only source of light was the entrance to the Great Hall; the two torches overhanging its entrance protected. Hungry and tired, I climbed the stairs, and by the time I was inside feeling its comfortable heat, I was soaked to the bones.

"Where did Astrid go wrong today?" Hiccup heard Gobber asking. He was unhappy to confirm that the teens were indeed there, but he continued anyway. Hunger and tiredness kept him from going to his house cook something, and there was also the possibility of Heather being there to make him company. As the teens' table came to view, he was disappointed to find that his friend was not in the hall; if she was, she would have been at the empty table near them.

"I mistimed my somersault dive, and it threw my reverse tumble off" she bitterly answered. 'The perfect Viking... always so hard on herself' I thought rather bitterly. It was true, she was always the perfect one and hard on herself, as if being perfect wasn't enough. Though if anyone heard her talking, which was not so often, they would see she was also smart… well smarter than the average Viking.

"Yeah, we noticed" said Tuff. He as probably as lost as his sister about what Astrid just said. Snotlout, on the other hand, tried to cheer up (and flirt again with) her "No, no. you were great. It was so… so… 'Astrid' "she rolled his eyes at the pathetic sight and returned eating the chicken leg she held.

I noticed Gobber had left a plate with a chicken leg on it, probably for me. By now it should be cold, but I didn't care. I was tired and soaked and my stomach was roaring louder than a Thunderdrum, begging to be fed. As I approached the table to grab the plate so I could eat on the empty table near them, Snotlout noticed me and moved over, to presumably prevent that I sat with them. Well, lucky me I was planning on sitting on the empty table as usual.

As I was going toward the empty table, I heard Gobber ask: "now, where did Hiccup go wrong today?" I sighed, 'here it comes' I thought as I sat. Sometimes I wondered if he was naïve to the real meaning of his actions. Or maybe he didn't want to favor me because of my friendship.

"Uh, he showed up?" first went Tuff. "He didn't get eaten" his sister continued. "He was useless, as usual" Snotlout gloated. Everyone was laughing, but it was all cut with Astrid's sharp voice: "He's never where he should be" she finished, matter-of-factly. It seemed that all Astrid could do these days was say something bitter and harsh to me. I sadly wondered where the Astrid I had been friends with had gone all those years ago.

'Suits well' a part of me thought, recalling my unluckiness with the Gronckle. "Thank you for summing that up" I muttered while eating the cold leg. I saw through the corner of my eye Gobber shaking his head lightly as he went to the bookshelf to pick a book, but didn't pay much attention to it. My mind was still on the Night Fury, and how it shockingly showed emotions. 'Does that means they are not the beasts we thought they were?' my mind asked, even though I knew not the answer.

"Yeh have to live and breathe this stuff" Gobber said, holding a book, thus bringing me out of my thoughts. "The Dragon Manual – everything we know about every dragon we know of" he finished, cleaning space on the table before dropping the book on it.

As the book made a thud when it landed, a sudden thought clicked inside Hiccup's mind: 'everything we know about dragons… perhaps there is something about the Night Fury there!' it was rather unlikely to be, considering no one knew how one looked like. But maybe Bork managed to write something about the elusive dragon. It sounds farfetched, but it's something to begin with.

Lighting struck outside and Gobber pronounced while looking at the doors: "No attacks tonight, study up. Don't want yeh lot getting eaten tomorrow." Obviously, the first to complain were the Twins: "Wait" Tuff began, "You mean read?" Ruff continued, "While we're still alive?" it was funny sometimes to consider that they and Fishlegs walked together. While the husky blond was a bookworm, those two had an incredible aversion to books, like if they were poisonous.

Snotlout, on the other hand, slammed the table in frustration. "Why read words when you can kill the stuff the words tell you about?" his gloating really annoyed Hiccup at that moment. Not that he wasn't annoyed, being humiliated both at the arena and at Gobber's meeting had already pushed him on edge. Being tired and soaked could only help so far his patience. Because of that, he responded to Snotlout without getting up or even looking at him, but making sure his voice reached the teens and, especially, him:

"Let me put I'm simple words for your tiny brain: if you don't read it, you don't know how to kill it. If you don't know how to kill it, you'll be killed. If you end up killed, you'll do me, the village and even Odin himself a great favor" his voice ended dripping so much sarcasm that it was venomous like a Nadder's spike to whoever heard it. When he came to reality after being surprised by how much venom and sarcasm he had let go, he turned to look at Gobber and the teens, which all held different faces.

Fishlegs had actually paled at his words, he pitied sometimes how the big teen could be easily scared; Ruff and Tuff were smirking so much that their faces would probably crack if they kept smirking, they were probably doing their best to not laugh at this very moment; Gobber was actually shocked at Hiccup's words and Snotlout looked plainly insulted by his words. Only Astrid held indifference, but he saw her eyes widened a little, as if she didn't expect Hiccup to speak so boldly. 'At least she paid attention to me this time' he thought bitterly, before finishing his chicken leg.

Finally, when Gobber moved to go out of the Hall, Snotlout replied:"Reading is for the weak, like you Useless. I'll go kill stuff" he then left the Hall. Fishlegs, after regaining his colors, excitedly said: "I've read it like 7 times. There's this dragon that buries you for, like, a week and…" but he never finished, as Tuff interrupted him with boredom written all over his face: "There was a tiny little chance that I actually was going to read it but…" "…But now…" his sister finished for him, both leaving the Hall after this. Fishlegs hurriedly got up, nearly knocking the bench he and Snotloud sat before. Gobber was also gone, so there was only Astrid and I left.

I cautiously moved toward the table and the book as well. "So, I guess we'll share then?" I said hopeful. She looked at me, weirdly, for a second, before pushing the book to me. "Read it" was all she said, though this time in a monotonous tone rather than her usual criticizing one. As controlling myself was being hard today, the urge to blurt out a question was stronger than me. A question I had long since wanted to ask her: "Why?" I muttered angrily and hurt.

Astrid froze in her place. She never expected him to talk back to her after that, much less ask her this question. Yes, the question as vague, but she knew well what he meant. She kept frozen in her place until Hiccup continued:"What happened? Why are you like that now?" his tone was so full of disbelief that it actually hurt a little. But she held herself strong, she knew Vikings had no feelings, she knew that Vikings could only be hurt in combat, but the part of her that she always oppressed ever since Hiccup begun his inventions had hurt deeply hearing the question she never wanted to hear.

Seeing Hiccup was rather bold at the moment, she knew she had to answer him that moment. She was already a little surprised at how Hiccup had spoken to Snotlout; after all he was usually sarcastic, but never so venomous when speaking, and now his boldness managed to scare her a little, though she would never admit it. A part of her knew the wimp wouldn't be able to hurt her, but another, the one slightly scared, was afraid of what might happen if she plainly ignored him. So she answered, almost whispering, after a long sigh:"We grew Hiccup…" and then she processed to leave the Hall.

**_ANIII: This chapter is dedicated to Kate Carpenter. May you recover quickly, and rise high and mighty from your sickness._**

**_Until next time!_**


	9. Chapter 9

**_AN: Hello fellow readers, and welcome again to another chapter of How To Become a Dragon Chief. I apologize for the long delay in publishing this chapter but something kept me from writing it, namely a writer's block caused by excessive homework._**

**_ANII (IMPORTANT): I'm also looking out for beta-readers for this story. If any of you is interested, let me know through a PM._**

**_FUNFACT: i found out i upload the file of this chapter some time ago, and simply forgot to upload it. I guess i do deserve some beating after that..._**

**_Without further ado:_**

**_.-.-.-.-.-.-.-.-.-.-.-.-.-.-.-.-.-.-.-.-.-.-.-.-.-.-.-.-.-._**

He, meanwhile, was frozen in place. Not only because he realized he just had been boldly talking to the fierce Astrid Hofferson, but also that she had replied him with a whisper, as if she was afraid of him, and that she had spoken his name. He couldn't honestly remember the last time he heard her speak his name. So he stood there, frozen on spot, watching the Valkyrie leave the Hall.

He sighed in relief when she left the hall. He couldn't believe he had been that bold with Astrid, and for a second he bid goodbye to his life, thinking the Valkyrie would chop him to pieces at how harsh he was when addressing her. Considering her answer, a small part of him really wished that she had done that. It would probably have been less painful to endure…

He snapped out of his trance at the sound of the gigantic doors closing. He went to take a candle; it was late, which meant that the bonfire inside the hall would be extinguished soon. After finding one, he went back to the table where Gobber left the Book of Dragons sat and opened the book to study it, and perhaps find something about the Night Fury.

"Dragon classifications: Striker Class. Fear Class. Mystery Class" he began reading aloud, since no one was at the Hall anymore. "Thunderdrum; this reclusive Dragon inhabits sea caves and dark tide pools. When startled, the Thunderdrum produces a concussive sound that can kill a man at close range. This dragon can also be very protective of its kin. Tip: Extremely dangerous, kill on sight."

Hiccup turned the page to study the next dragon. This time it was one that they had at the arena:"Timberjack. This gigantic creature has razor sharp wings that can slice through fully grown tress. When engaged, he either shelters himself into a cocoon for defense using them, or when attacking he uses them like giant sharp battle axes. It is highly advised that you mustn't engage this dragon alone. Extremely dangerous, kill on sight"

He turned the page, and his eyes met the illustration of a dragon with a long neck and big belly with tiny legs. "Scauldron: This tidal dragon sprays scalding water at its victims instead of fire. Usually lives in the open ocean and is said that the species like Blue Oleander flowers. It is unknown whether the dragon is poisonous or not, considering the claims of different victims to be debatable. Extremely dangerous, kill on sight"

Hiccup begun then turning the pages, merely reading a few things beside the name of the dragons: "Gronckle. Zippleback. Skrill. Boneknapper. Whispering Death. Snaptrapper. Stormcutter. Burns its victims, buries its victims, chokes its victims, turn its victims inside-out, kidnaps its victims. Extremely dangerous, extremely dangerous, kill on sight, kill on sight, kill on sight" he continued scrolling the pages until he stopped at one:

It was rather bothering how most of them seemed to lack a deeper analysis of the dragons, instead opting to describe its attacking methods and leave a blunt, rather unhelpful tip such as 'extremely dangerous, kill on sight'. He continued scrolling the pages, merely looking at the illustrations, until he stopped at one:

"The White Fury." He whispered, shocked that the drawing of the dragon extremely resembled the Night Fury he met earlier, though with some differences. "Thought to be the unholy offspring of the Sun and death itself, thus related to the Night Fury, this dragon is known to either hide and ambush its victims in matter of seconds, thanks to its pair of wings and long back legs, or use the light of the Sun to blind its opponents before obliterating them with its hot red fire. Never engage this dragon alone. The few that survived such encounter alone had lost their minds. Run and pray it doesn't catch you and only attack him with an Armada or village at your side."

Hiccup paled, remembering that Gobber had mentioned said dragon at the beginning of the training. 'I hope he's not crazy enough to pit us against that' he hopefully thought, before scrolling to the last page of the book, almost devoid of writing and the only one to lack a proper drawing of the dragon.

"The Night Fury"

"Speed: Unknown; Size: Unknown. The unholy offspring of lighting and death itself; it produces a screech that rips the sky apart, striking fear among the hearts of both men and gods. Never engage this Dragon. Your only chance: hide and pray it does not find you." he felt outraged, and then closed the book with disbelief. 'This must be wrong, that can't be the dragon I watched today.'

I put out the candle, and left the Hall going toward home. After I reached it, I went directly to my room, before sleeping. All along the way, I had the small feeling that dad wasn't having a better time than I at Hellheim's Gate.

The next day…

Hiccup and the teens approached the arena, now turned into a maze by Gobber. How had he done that in one night and probably all by himself nobody knew, but this was not the question in Hiccup's mind. Instead he, just when training started, went near Gobber to ask about the elusive dragon, considering how the book had been near to useless for him.

"So, I just happened to notice that the book had nothing on Night Furies" he called sheepishly Gobber, whom was teaching in his vantage point: beyond the chain cage that covered the top of the arena. "Is there another book about it? Or perhaps a sequel? Maybe a little Night Fury pamphlet Bork left?" he asked hopeful.

My obliviousness to the training was rewarded: my axe was melted with Nadder's fire, thus turning it into a fancy wood stick with a shining pointy end. "Focus Hiccup, yeh're not even trying" Gobber shouted, pointing to the Nadder that was climbing down the perch and closing on me. In a desperate attempt, I began running and twisting around to maze to out-speed the dragon. While almost impossible, I refused to give up on the hope that I could outrun a Nadder.

"Today's lesson is all about attack! Nadders are the quickest and lightest of all dragons on their feet. Your job is to be quicker and lighter if yeh want to stay alive" 'which is nearly impossible' Hiccup finished inside his head. The logic of the maze was to try to sneak onto the Nadder while it was busy hopping around each corridor looking for us. He admired Gobber's tactic, but hated that they still had to 'learn on the job'.

Fishlegs was unfortunate to end up on a corridor where the Nadder was observing. After squeaking the dragon launched spikes from its tail at the chubby Viking, whom had barely managed to bring up his shield to block them. Fortunately none of them pierce his skin otherwise he would have a hard time enduring poison sickness.

"Who put you in charge? I'm really starting to question your teaching methods" he screamed while running from the dragon. I wondered why he didn't start questioning himself earlier. The first time Gobber taught me about smithing I was already wondering if the man wasn't an incarnation of Loki himself, or plainly made of pure madness.

"Look for its blind spot" Gobber idly advised, sounding as if he didn't give a care in the world about Fishlegs' complain." Every dragon has one. Find it, hide in it and strike! Yeh should be fine after that" he said. "Though I can't guarantee yeh'll come out intact" he added while chuckling. Yup, he definitely was the incarnation of Loki.

Ruff and Tuff meanwhile managed to stumble face-to-face with the Nadder. Because of its giant horn at its nose, they were at the Nadders blind spot. As I was too far to hear them, I didn't know what caused them to fight each other, which in turn, alerted at the Nadder of their presence, who shot a steam of fire as soon as it was alerted. I could only hear Tuff screaming "Awesome, I've got a burn on my shoulder" as they both ran from the fire.

Gobber, on the other hand, chuckled "Blind spot yes, deaf spot, not so much. Death spot, though, totally nailed it" while finding amusement on the situation. I admit I'd find the situation hilarious if I wasn't being pursued by a giant flaming scaled bird. But of course, Gobber wasn't being followed by such creature, or was scrawny, so it only made sense that he would amused at our desperation.

As I was ready to continue questioning him, I heard someone whisper my name. When I looked behind me, I saw Astrid and Snotlout crouching behind the wall, while the Nadder stalked silently through the nearby corridor. "Get down!" she harshly whispered, and I complied it. This was not the time to be stupidly bold with the fearless Astrid, especially when she had her trusty axe with her.

As soon as the Nadder looked to another corridor, both Astrid and Snotlout rolled to the other side of the opening. With nothing to lose, I threw myself, and for a second I thought I'd make it. But I never finished the roll and felt to the ground awkwardly.

The Nadder's head snapped toward me as soon as it heard the sound of my shield hitting the floor, and instantly it was pouncing toward me. I got up to my feet and ran like Hel, passing through Snotlout and Astrid, who stepped to confront the dragon. Had they taken a little more time to step in, I was sure the Nadder would have caught me up. I was glad, though, that no one bothered to comment the highly un-manly scream that just escaped my mouth.

Astrid was about to throw her axe at the Nadder when he stepped in front of her. "Watch out babe, I'll take care of this" he stupidly and confidently said, trying to impress her, and threw his mace at the dragon. His aim was so off that I couldn't stop to chuckle, and I could swear the Nadder warbled what could be easily heard as a laugh, which was comical. Who would have thought his failure would be so amusing to watch that even the dragon would find it funny.

Astrid, meanwhile, took the opportunity that the Nadder was distracted and hit it with the dull side of her axe. We weren't allowed, yet, to kill the dragons, hence why she didn't use the sharp side of her axe. It mostly shook the Nadder, but also left a small cut at the left side of its jaw. Its laugh turned to a yelp at the sudden attack, and the Nadder screeched, running with full force toward the blond warrior in revenge.

Astrid ran from the Nadder, which in fury, was knocking down the whole maze. I watched as the walls before me came down and along with it a flying warrior screaming "Hiccuuuuuuuuup" before landing on me.

Next thing I knew, she was tangled on me and her axe had dug into my skin. It didn't feel deep enough to make me bleed deeply, but surely it was painful as Hel, since it was the sharp side that was digging in my ribs. My vision was a bit blurry from the blood coming out of my wound and because I had hit hard my head when she fell on me. I'd be dead if my shield hadn't been in the path of her axe, said shield that had now her axe stuck in.

From afar I heard the Twins calling "Ooooh, love on the battlefield, get a room you two." Tuff went, "She could do better...much better" Ruff finished. They were, apparently, oblivious to the axe digging in my chest, otherwise they would probably be snickering some comments about pain and battle scars. How could two people embody masochism so flawlessly was beyond me, and was honestly very scary.

Situation aside, I couldn't stop but notice how pretty she was up close when I heard that. She must have hear also, because she growled and placed her foot on my face, desperately trying to remove her axe from my shield as the Nadder got out of the scrambles and was zeroing on us. I bit my lip, because it hurt impossibly the moment her axe left my skin, and even more when she ripped off my shield from my grip, nearly fracturing my hand in the process.

Astrid didn't even notice Hiccup's status as she ripped the shield from him and hit her axe at the Nadder. The shield was torn apart at the attack, causing cuts throughout the Nadder's right side of the head. She didn't notice either the damage she did on the dragon, since surviving was the only thing inside her mind at that specific moment.

Nobody except Hiccup noticed the Nadder dazedly walk away, before collapsing at her cage, blood dripping all over the right side of its head. Had he been at better circumstances, he would have wondered why the dragon went willingly to its cage.

They didn't fare any better than the unconscious dragon. Ruff and Tuff had burn mark over their shoulders and back, Astrid had sprinkled her ankle when she fell on me and probably worsened it when she attacked the Nadder, Fishlegs was dazed a little as some of the spikes had somehow managed to cut his skins, thus injecting a little of its poison inside his blood and Snotlout was full of bruises as he had ran into some of the falling walls. But by far Hiccup suffered the worst; having an axe cut all through his chest bleeding and he couldn't move his right hand without hissing in pain. Unluckily, Astrid didn't notice that when she screeched at him:

"Is this some kind of joke to you?" she said while pointing her axe at me. Soon she stopped pointing it so she could use it as some sort of support to remove the pressure from her sprinkled ankle. "Our parent's war is about to become our own. Figure which side you're…" her voice faded as soon as she looked better at my condition. Fishlegs blacked out when he saw the blood, and the Twins were talking something among the lines of "Why does he get all the cool battle scars?" and "look at the blood coming off, awesome" while her eyes had widened as I never seen when she saw me.

I was about to answer her before I heard a familiar shout: "HICCUP!" Heather came as fast as a Night Fury and kneeled before me, looking at me almost the same way she looked when she was inspecting my leg after last raid. She gave me some cloth and sweetly said: "Here, put pressure on it. I hope it isn't a deep cut" she mumbled worriedly the last part.

I did as she said; using my good hand to do that, while looking at her. She stood up, anger flaring in her eyes, and shooting daggers at Astrid through her glare. " 'Figure which side you're on'?!" she sarcastically quoted Astrid while shouting. I winced a little, still not used to the idea of seeing one of the calmest people of the village losing her temper. When I glanced at Astrid, she had visibly paled, more than the rest. To me it wasn't surprising their reactions; I probably did the same when she shouted at me for the first time.

"I wouldn't be surprised if he sided with the dragons, given the allies he would have." She continued shouting before standing inches away from Astrid. Pointing her finger to me, she lowered her voice to what could be mistaken for a hiss of a Whispering Death: "You better hope it's not too serious, or you'll be off the training because I won't fix your ankle." She threatened, making the situation tenser.

"You can't do that!" Astrid protested. She stopped leaning on her axe and pointed it at Heather when she gave some distance between them. To everyone's surprise, Heather easily disarmed Astrid. Astrid felt, both because of her ankle and by being suddenly disarmed; and them Heather was the one pointing the axe to Astrid. "You wanna bet?" she dared her. I never saw Heather yielding a weapon, and seeing how scary she looked like holding Astrid's axe, I wished I never saw.

Astrid averted her gaze from the young healer and gave in. Dragon Training was too important to her, and she wouldn't be out of it because of some idiocy she did toward Heather's protected one. Satisfied with her answer, the raven haired girl huffed before tossing the axe aside and then went to grab a cane to give to Astrid. She always had a pair of canes nearby in case one of us had a leg injury after Dragon Training.

"Go to the hut, I'll attend you there later" she said, but nobody moved. "LEAVE" she yelled, and got everyone moving out of the arena. Fishlegs, who had just awaken, ran as fast as his little legs allowed, followed by a scared Snotlout and the Twins. Astrid was last, both because she was glaring daggers at Heather as well as she couldn't walk faster with the cane.

"Gobber, help me get him to the hut, I need to check how deep the wound is." She called to him, and then leaned closer to talk to me:"Keep the pressure on it, you'll be fine. Is there anywhere else you feel wounded or hurt?" she asked while periodically looking briefly at my eyes, when she was not searching for other wounds. "Right hand… I think it's broken…" it came out as a whisper since breathing was making the chest wound hurt.

She cautiously took my right hand to look at it. "Try to move it" I hesitated, but eventually did as she said. I managed to move it a little before hissing in pain. "Yep, it's not fractured, just bruised. Try not to move it too much, I'll fix it when we get to the hut" she said, placing her hand above the one that was putting pressure on the wound. Gobber soon arrived and gently took me in his arms.

The walk from the Arena to the healer's hut was a slow and silent one. I was thankful that Gobber mindfully walked slowly so my injuries didn't get worse. When we approached the hut Gobber whispered to me:"Remember to never get on her bad side, I had to change my undies when she shouted at Astrid" he paused for a second before finishing: "Yeh tell that to anyone, and yeh'll be fixing all the village's weapons next raid" I gulped and nodded. Helping Gobber fix them was already tiring, so fixing them all by myself would be an impossible feat for me to achieve.

We reached the hut and I saw the teens standing on a bench outside of it. Heather opened the door and gestured to Gobber bring me in. He paused and looked at them; "I'll give yeh all a couple of days off. Seems like the Nadder beat up yeh all pretty nicely." He chuckled a little, and then left me in one of the beds the healer had. He left, and Heather went out to tell the teens she would fix them after patching me up. She closed the door and went to place some herbs inside the cauldron, which had water ready to be heated. As she lit the fire to heat the water, she took a chair and sat near me.

Heather proceeded to remove Hiccup's tunic to inspect the wound, but said one grabbed her left hand before blurting out "What are you doing?" As soon as he did that, he hissed in pain again. Heather softly cooed him: "Shh, don't speak. It'll make the pain stronger. I have to remove your tunic to clean the wound Hiccup"

He blushed deeply after hearing this. In fact he blushed so deep that he was as red as a Monstrous Nightmare. The thought of being bare-chested to a woman was almost too much for the shy boy to handle after he heard the Twins teasing, even if said woman was his longtime best friend and had seen him bare-chested before. He hesitated for a while, before sighing deeply and giving Heather a nod. With her help, he removed his tunic and she proceeded to inspect the wound.

She looked at the axe cut while waiting for the water to boil so she could place it on the wound to heal. 'Thank Gods it's not deep' she thought. While it wasn't deep enough to be sewed, it could still bleed a lot if it wasn't properly bandaged. So, after she cleaned and passed the paste on it, she wrapped tightly some bandages around his chest.

After that she checked his hand. She noticed that his wrist was bruised, probably from the way Astrid ripped the shield off from his hand. She wrapped a pair of wood sticks around it with bandages so his movements were limited. "This is so you don't move it. It should be healed in a couple of days. Now try to get some sleep while I patch the others" she said as she noticed Hiccup was barely awake. She was also tired, and would gladly take a nap if she didn't have to patch the others. She sighed before going to the door. From there she called out the others to come in so she could patch them up.

Heather cleaned Fishlegs' cuts and gave him some medicine to counter the effects of the poison, then gave Snotlout a couple of ices to place at his bruises before she patched the Twins burns (against their will). Lastly she had Astrid's ankle wrapped with wood so the limited movement could heal it and gave her a cane to use while she had the wood on it. After exhaustingly patching them up she called Gobber to give a report about the teen's wounds. After he heard her, he called off Dragon Training for a few days, until everyone was healed enough to face the Zippleback.

The days passed in a blur. Hiccup rested in the Healer's hut, being every so often attended by Heather so his wound wouldn't be infected. The other teens also rested along the week, some visiting the healer more than other. Astrid couldn't train as long as she had to use the cane, and Snotlout's muscles were still sore from the banging he received on the Nadder training, also stopping him from training. The Twins were often visiting the Healer to be patched up, since every time they started fighting, they ended up worsening their burns. Even with Heather's warning they continued. The only one faring better was Fishlegs, the poison all but gone from him after a couple of days.

Because of that, when Heather attested he no longer needed medicine, he was found either in the Great Hall reading the Book of Dragons (again) or learning about herbs with Heather when she wasn't busy looking for Hiccup, or attending the other teens. His desire to know more about medical herbs helped take Heather's mind off from Hiccup, and she was glad to have something to distract her.

But one day was different from the others.

Astrid was heading toward the healer's hut. Heather had requested that she would come often so she could watch how her ankle was healing, and since Astrid wanted to be rid of the cane as soon as possible so she could go back training with her axe she complied without complaining. When she was at the door, she could hear two voices discussing inside.

Knowing that the only ones inside were Hiccup and Heather, she didn't knock or open it, opting to eavesdrop on their conversation. Everyone knew how they were close to each other, Hel Heather's reaction at the arena was proof of that, but she wanted to know more of the relation between the healer's apprentice and the chief's son. She had been surprised at how fiercely she defended the boy, and wanted to see how close they were.

"Why can't I go outside? I already feel better" Hiccup's unmistakable voice soared through the hut and, although it sounded weak, it escaped the hut loud enough for Astrid to hear it. "Your wound still not good enough, besides you lost a lot of blood, both from the wound of the Nightmare and Astrid's axe. You were barely awake these days because of that, and if one of your stunts open these wounds, you'll have lost too much blood to the point that you'll be beyond healing." Heather's said, answering his question.

Astrid felt a pang of guilty at hearing Heather's shaking voice. She knew Hiccup had injured himself badly at the raid, but she never thought the wound she accidentally gave him would extend the damage. Heather's voice was shaken even though it was muffed by the door. She would speak loudly then lower her voice, then speak loud again, as if Heather's emotions were controlling her voice. That only increased the guilt she felt inside her.

She took a couple of deep breaths, and was almost knocking the door when she heard Hiccup talk again: "Ok them, if you say so… I just hope I won't be stuck in this bed forever. Besides, I'm kin… of feelin… sleepy ri…" she couldn't hear the end of it as Hiccup's voice became a whisper. For a second she paled, thinking the boy was gone, but Heather's voice confirmed otherwise:"Shh, just a day or two and you'll be out. Now get some rest, your body still needs it."

Astrid waited a few seconds; after all she had only been at the hut when Hiccup was asleep and today wasn't going to be different. She would never admit, but she couldn't face him, at least not until he recovered from the injury, and the conversation she overheard only made the idea of facing him nearly become unbearable to her. Gravely injuring a comrade in battle was a serious issue, whether it was intentional or not. And right now she couldn't muster the courage of apologizing to him while he was still recovering.

She sighed deeply, and then knocked lightly. A low voice made sure she could go inside, being only loud enough for her to hear, but low enough to not awake Hiccup. She sat on a chair so Heather could exam her ankle, and while she did, Astrid couldn't stop but look at the auburn-haired boy sleeping soundly at the nearby bed. "So how's my ankle?" it was the first thought that came to her head at the moment.

"Its healing fine, maybe tomorrow you won't need the cane anymore…" a big smile appeared on her face. Heather saw it and finished what she was saying:"… but you won't be able to train. Your body will need a couple of days to get used walking without the cane" her smile didn't entirely vanished, but it grew smaller at the news. Still, she was optimistic about the situation.

Before Heather could clear her out; she didn't want to be near Astrid unless it was absolutely necessary since the incident, Astrid asked something she didn't think she would, her voice barely loud enough to be heard by the girl in front of her:"So… how's he doing?" At first Heather was surprised, she never expected that Astrid would ask about him, injured or not.

But soon the shock became suspiciousness, as she eyed Astrid carefully. "Why do you care?" She wanted to know why Astrid asked about him all of a sudden before answering her.

The blond warrior, seeing the suspicious glare at her, quickly thought of some excuse to say. She would never admit to her that the part of her which cared about Hiccup and their lost friendship, that she so harshly hid all these years, had just blurted out because of her guilt trip. She also wasn't a liar either, so she thought the least embarrassing to the situation would be to tell Heather that…"I overheard you talking before knocking. You know, about his wounds..."

Heather eyed the girl for a few more seconds, before sighing heavily and leaning her back on the chair. She closed her eyes and rubbed her forehead with her right hand, before answering the blond before her:"He's healing well; the cut wasn't too deep to cause serious damage to him. But because he lost too much blood, he's been sleeping most of the week. I think he'll be able to go out tomorrow, but I'll still need to keep a close eye on him. He had too many close calls lately…" and the girl's voice trailed off. Either she got sad about the idea of Hiccup not being able to bail out of an injury, or she was deep in thoughts.

Astrid soon found out which one when Heather spoke again, this time changing the topic: "What happened between you two?"

.-.-.-.-.-.-.-.-.-.-.-.-.-.-.-.-.-.-.-.-.-.

**_ANIII: there we go, a chapter longer than usual as my apologize for my long delay. Unfortunately i must inform you all that my 'scheduled publishing' will go from weekly to a chapter per two weeks, due to the increasing homework i'm facing. I also want to try to keep my grammar mistakes to a minimum, so that's another reason to why i'll take longer to publish._**


	10. Chapter 10

**_AN: Hello there fellow readers. I am sorry for the delay. I was supposed to post this chapter last weekend but I had to go do my medical exams and vote. Anyway I would also like to thanks for the new followers and favs this story i have received; I also would like to tell you that reviews are much appreciated. I don't really look up to how many reviews this story has, but I appreciate each one that is written because I want to know your opinions about the story, what you guys expected, and what you all think I could improve, either grammatically speaking or in a particular sub-plot of the story. That said don't hesitate to leave a review even if you think you're sounding a bit harsh._**

**_Without further ado:_**

.-.-.-.-.-.-.-.-.-.-.-.-.-.-.-.-.-.-.-.-.-.-.-.

"What happened between you two?"

The question surprised her more than she showed. Of all the things she expected to hear Heather ask, heck she even expected to be asked why she had been so harsh with Hiccup back then at the Arena, she didn't expected that the young healer would ask of her past with Hiccup. Astrid didn't even think that anyone remembered that she and the chief's son had been great friends a long time ago…

"I mean… you both seemed to be very close friends when younger, and sometimes he lets that out while sleeping, though I don't think he knows that…" a part of her wasn't surprised with this. After all it's been only a few days since Hiccup was bold enough to ask the same.

But, this time it was a different situation. She knew Heather wouldn't buy her stupid answer, and that she couldn't escape the question. A million thoughts rushed through her mind of how she would answer that without speaking too much. Even she didn't quite know what happened…

Heather observed Astrid's face that looked like as if she was in deep thoughts because of her question. She knew it would be both pointless and painful to ask Hiccup about that. He would blame himself for 'not being good friend enough' and that cute smile he always had when with Heather would vanish. Then he would subtly steer away from her question without truly answering it. Her only hope was that Astrid would be honest and straightforward with her…

"I won't tell anyone, not even him, that we had this conversation, if that's what you're worried about…" Astrid looked at her, indicating that she indeed listened to what she said, but remained silent. A thought came to Heather's mind. She knew how to get people curious, but also knew that was a dangerous game to play…"Well… let's do this way: you answer my question, and I'll tell you something you don't know."

Astrid beamed at the idea 'what could possibly she know that I don't know?' it was a dangerous game to play, and Heather was quite known to play those. She somehow always managed to know something people would often try to hide, and it was because of this that the older Vikings both respected her and, to a certain extent, feared her. Besides Stoick Heather was the person that knew the most what happened in Berk.

There was also the risk that Heather could not be honest entirely with her. She could also lie to her, but she was only believed in being honest. "Okay then, I'll tell you, but you'll have to tell me something I don't know. It won't count if I already know it" she waited until Heather nodded. When the girl nodded, she sighed heavily before speaking.

There was also the risk that Heather could not be honest entirely with her. She could also lie to her, but she was only believed in being honest. "Okay then, I'll tell you, but you'll have to tell me something I don't know. It won't count if I already know it" she waited until Heather nodded. When the girl nodded, she sighed heavily before speaking.

"I don't quite know what happened. We begun to grow up and have responsibilities. Everyone started having training the basics. I trained the hardest since I wanted to be a shield-maiden and I knew only the fiercest warriors would become one. He, on the other hand, never succeeded at the training. Instead he became Gobber's apprentice, though that was ok with me. I think we begun to drift away when he begun doing his inventions. At first most of us went along with him, but soon it was clear that it always ended in trouble and someone getting injured."

"When he lost his mother at that raid…" she briefly saw Heather gaze's move away. She paused for a second as Heather looked back, nodding, indicating she was still listening. "He and his father got distant after that. Everyone could see that. And this only made him more obsessive with killing a dragon, therefore making he build more dangerous inventions. We definitely parted away when those begun to cause damage to the village each time he tested, since no one wanted to be associated with that. Since then everyone knows that whatever he builds will end up destroying something" she left the part that he and her had gotten close ever since, she didn't want to spoil her chance of knowing something she didn't know, but Heather did.

Astrid didn't mention that she trained harder than all the others or that her harsh training was so she could top the Dragon Training to restore honor to her family. Not to mention she wanted to avenge the death of her Uncle Finn, and Hiccup was a painful reminder to when she let her guard down and looked pitifully weak when sobbing on his arms.

Heather listened to the entire speech, and couldn't help but agree with Astrid, even if just in a little. Hiccup took hard the loss of his mother, much as Heather did. But when the chief began to get distant from his son, Hiccup became obsessive with proving his father that he was worthy of his attention. She suspected he'd be even more reckless if she hadn't befriended him when he lost their friendship, but now it was practically confirmed to her that.

She sighed again before speaking up. To Heather it seemed that this was a subject Astrid didn't like to venture into… "Well, you kept your end of the deal. I guess it's fair I do my part of it" Astrid's suspicious glare softened at the statement, but she still eyed Heather carefully, as if she looked away the girl would vanish. She wouldn't risk letting her guard down, after all, she told her something only Ruffnut knew.

"Do you remember when you got your axe?" Astrid was confused with the question. 'What kind of game is she playing?' was the first thought that came. She was going to protest against the question, but decided that she would play along, for now.

"Yes, I do, what's with it?" her tone was slightly suspicious, but she was hopeful Heather didn't notice it. "Do you remember who built it?" now she was getting frustrated. Heather was supposed to tell her something she didn't know, not interrogate her, and the young healer's calm posture only increased Astrid's frustration. "Yeah… My mom had asked Gobber to build an axe for me when I almost broke the one she gave. He took longer than usual, but I guess he wanted it good since he and mom are friends"

Heather was smirking, and that got Astrid's frustration out of her. "Why with all the questions about my axe? You were supposed to tell me something I didn't know!" she threw her hands in the air, no longer worried about keeping hidden her frustration. Heather gave a small laugh at the scene; not everyone could make Astrid Hofferson get frustrated. Eventually the girl calmed down, allowing her to speak.

"Gobber did not make your axe Astrid… Hiccup did" she said softly, and almost laughed when she saw Astrid's shocked and puzzled face looking to her. It took the blonde a couple of minutes to wrap around the idea so she could say anything. "Wha… how is that possible. Gobber gave me the axe himself and told me he did it." She was already getting angry. If Heather was lying, she would skin the girl alive.

"I know he did, I was nearby when he gave you. But, you see, he did this because Hiccup asked so. Gobber was going to test him to see if he had reached the end of his blacksmithing apprenticeship, and when your mother asked Gobber to make your axe, she gave him the perfect opportunity to test Hiccup's skills. He was pouncing of enthusiasm when he told me that Gobber asked him to make his first axe. I barely saw him for the following days; Gobber told me Hiccup was working day and night on the axe, and the only moments I saw him were when he came here because he had injured himself at the forge."

"But the moment I finished patching him up he would returned there. You were right, it did take longer than usual to make one because Hiccup was, and sort of still is, a scrawny boy. So he couldn't pounder the hammer as strongly as Gobber, but he sure does it as precisely as his former master does. When he finished it and gave to Gobber, he was astonished at Hiccup's craftsmanship. I was with Hiccup at the moment, and he was smiling so much at Gobber's compliment that I thought his face would crack in two."

"But when Gobber told him to whom the axe was for, he made Gobber promise him to keep secrecy that he made the axe. He was puzzled at the request, not understanding why Hiccup would keep secret something that would make Stoick proud of him, but complied anyway. I, on the other hand, saw his enthusiasm leave him, and given I knew somewhat that you and him had been friends when younger, I understood his reasons; though I didn't say anything at the moment. He didn't want you to reject the axe just because it was him that built it."

Astrid was the entire conversation frozen with shock. Only after Heather finished talking she let out a breath she didn't know she was holding. Of course, she knew Hiccup never gave up on their friendship; that was her doing like she just told Heather. She also knew Hiccup still liked her, his questioning on the Great Hall was pretty much proof of that, but she never thought he'd do something like that. Even if at the beginning the axe was for a stranger, he restlessly worked on it. Not just that, but she also knew how desperate he was to get his father's approval, and yet he gave up having the merit of doing something rightly so she wouldn't reject the axe.

She looked back at the sleeping boy, bare-chested as Heather probably had changed his bandages before he slept. Though he was skinny as Heather said, she could see faint outlining of muscles around his arms and shoulders, probably from years of blacksmithing. She blushed a little at the thought that she was looking a half-naked Hiccup and she turned to look away.

She saw Heather also gazing him, but unlike her, the healer's apprentice did not even slightly blushed. 'Probably this isn't the first time she sees him, or a bare-chested man at all' she thought, then because of that thought, something that was bothering her came back.

When Heather saw her blush and smirked at it, Astrid tried even harder to hide it, and worked even quicker to ask the girl what was bothering her since the Nadder training. "Heather, do you like Hiccup?" she asked somewhat hurriedly, desperately trying to sway away the Heather's gaze. It worked. As soon as she asked it, Heather looked away and this time she was the one blushing.

"O-of course I do, he's my best friend after all" the blush fainted, but Astrid's smirk did not. She knew Heather knew what she meant, but was trying to avoid it. "Not like this. Heather, do you have a crush on him?" this time she did not blush, even if the question was more direct than the last one.

She sighed, and shrugged: "I don't know, honestly…" Astrid didn't wait for that, and was a bit shocked. 'How does she doesn't know, either you have or don't have.' She didn't press on, the girl sounded like she would continue speaking. "He's been also my only family all those years. Yes it do pain me each time he gets hurt, I do feel happy when I am with him, but I never stopped to think about that. I don't really know if I see him like that, and honestly I don't think he does either." And then, for the first time since Astrid entered the hut, silence fell over it.

"I do think he likes you though…" she added in a whisper, but Astrid heard it clearly. "The way he looks at you sometimes, I don't think it's how you would look at a lost childhood friend" Astrid was surprised at the idea, but didn't show it. 'Could it be true? That he didn't see her only as a lost friend, but as a crush as well?' she played a little with the idea inside her mind.

Of course, boys had been hit on her since when she became a teen, just like they did with Heather. But even though she was pretty, they wouldn't hit on her if she wasn't, she was fierce, and that eventually got them away from her. Well, Snotlout aside. But no, she served all her relations with him, and even though she wanted to thank him for the axe because of her new found respect at him, she didn't like the idea that Heather could tell him the fierce Hofferson had blushed looking at him bare-chested.

"This conversation dies here, not a word about it to anyone, including him" she said strongly to Heather, making clear her point. The girls eyed each other, before Heather nodded. "I guess it's fair. I trust you won't say anything either, hmm?" Astrid nodded, relieved that one of the few girl's talk she ever had would stay hidden.

Heather, meanwhile, wanted to be alone a while. This would be the last day she could be sure the boy wasn't putting himself in danger and she also wanted to think about the whole conversation. Honestly she expected that Astrid would at least say she'd thank him later for the axe, but then again, nobody in the village wants to be associated with the village's nuisance. Well, almost nobody…

"So, I guess I can go already? Or is there something else you need to check on me?" Heather was kicked out of her thoughts by the sudden question. She absently nodded the girl, and felt a huge wave of relief when said girl closed the door after leaving.

What neither knew was that their conversation had awakened Hiccup, and he had listened to all of it. He felt a wave of emotions pounce at him. Hurt; Anger; Sorrow; Guilty; Betrayal; Fear. Too many feelings to be listed that moment. Hurt that Astrid wouldn't even say something now that she knew he made the axe; Betrayal that Heather had told her this, even though he said neither her or Gobber ever should; Guilty that his desire to please his father drifted away all his friends; Sorrow of all the time ago when he and Astrid were friends; Fear that Heather had a crush on him; of course, she was astoundingly beautiful, but he saw her more of a sister, even a motherly figure sometimes. His heart, on the other hand, belonged only to Astrid.

Of all this, one thought stuck, determinate above all the other: 'I will see the Night Fury again'

The next day…

Hiccup was beyond happy. He'd finally be able to leave the hut today. Heather had cleared him out, stating that his wound has almost closed. Heather strongly recommended he wouldn't do anything that could reopen it. Because of that, dragon training would only start the next day. Hiccup left the hut, telling Heather he would be at the forge writing some new ideas of equipment to use at Training.

He wasn't lying, though. He would do that if he came out alive from his encounter with the imprisoned dragon. He took his shield, and a pair of fishes to bring the dragon. It has been a week since Hiccup last saw him and if what he had seen the last time was reoccurring, then the dragon didn't leave it nor had much to eat.

He strolled through the forest, passing by the familiar broken trees, and the location where he first met him. The blood he lost was dried, slowly being consumed by the forest, and his cut ropes were untouched, a constant reminder of the day his he faced death and survived, and the same day his views about dragons begun to be questioned.

I neared the small entrance to the cove. Normally a Viking would be too big to go through the rocks standing in it, but luckily, that wasn't my case. I held the shield in front of me; after all I was still unsure if the dragon would attack. He might have a grudge against me, considering I kind of stabbed him when we first met so it's better safe than sorry I guess.

But, by some joke of the Gods, the shield stuck between the boulders, and there it remained. I tried unsuccessfully to remove it before stepping under it while holding the pair of salted fish. They were my only shield against him now. I hope his hunger would be greater than his desire to maul the Viking that downed him.

.

.

.

I was hidden. The sudden noise at the cove's small opening indicated someone would be coming. I couldn't fly, and had eaten little since I first felt here. The few fish that lived in the pond were gone, and they were far from the big ocean fishes I usually ate. I was at the top of a boulder, lying low, so this way I could see the intruder and remain unseen. My nose immediately caught the scent of fish, as I heard a splash on the ground. Everyone knows fishes don't fly, so I concluded it could only be a trap. Despite the growing in my stomach, urging to desperately eat that fish, I remained at my current position.

Hiccup had thrown one of the fish while holding the other. But the dragon didn't appear. 'Perhaps it managed to leave' he thought, but quickly denied it. He wanted to know more about him; understand him and understand why the dragon didn't kill him the two times they had met. He slowly crept toward the fish and picked it up before looking around the cove. Unfortunately Hiccup didn't see the dragon. The same, though, couldn't be said about said dragon.

'It was that hatchling again! Why is he so insistent?' was my first thought. 'I should give him some credit; he sure is different from the others. After all who would meet their enemy and feed them?' I leapt away from the boulder and cautiously stalked toward him. He jumped a bit, startled at my presence. I could smell fear coming from him. The scent was faint, but was there. Curiously I could also smell curiosity coming from him, curiosity about me. I sniffed at the fish, pleased that it didn't hold any poison. I jumped back, growling, when I smelt blood, my blood, and iron.

The young Viking was startled at the sudden growl. One second he was searching for him and the next the Night Fury nearing him to eat the fish. Then all of a sudden he backed away with slit eyes and in a combat posture. Hiccup shrunk his extended arm to hold both fishes, and with his free hand he brushed it against the fur coat to show a dagger to him. 'Of course, he must have seen it or smelt the blood in it.' He thought, knowing that he hadn't had the chance to wash it since that day. The Night Fury growled when he saw it, confirming his suspicious. Slowly Hiccup made a move to grab it and toss away, and then…

I saw the hatchling going for it. A part of me knew he wasn't in a battle stance, nor they way he grabbed it was to attack. But I am a Dragon, and this moment my instincts got the best of me. I leapt on him, and pinned him down to the ground hard. His weapon flew into the lake and he dropped the pair of fishes. The way the weapon flew confirmed he wasn't holding it strongly enough to attack me. As soon as I heard a 'blop' I felt ashamed I acted without thinking.

.

.

.

I was suddenly on the ground. I was almost dropping the dagger on the ground when he pinned me down, and now I felt a huge pain in the chest. I had closed my eyes in fear, but now that I could open it, I saw the look in his eyes. He probably did that out of instinct, so I couldn't exactly blame him. 300 years of war, and suddenly you enemy tries to feed you would make anyone suspicious. Not to mention he must have smelled his blood on the blade, making he be on edge.

.

.

I looked at him, hoping he would at least forgive my irrational act. He didn't make any aggressive action after all and it was dishonoring to attack someone outside of combat (unless when hunting). I removed my paw from his chest, only to find it with blood. I smelled it. It wasn't my blood, it was his…

The pain Hiccup felt lowered a little after the dragon removed his paw from his chest, but then he saw him sniffing at it. His vision was suddenly getting blurry, and, worried, Hiccup looked to his chest. Despite not being able to see it clearly he lifted his shirt only to find the wound Astrid's axe had caused opened up. 'I guess it was getting used to have a wound opened every time I see him.' He mused, not bothering straightening his shirt when he looked back at the apologetic dragon before passing out (again).

I saw the hatchling pass out. Though, unlike last time, I actually felt guilty for making that. He came here, probably to share his food with me. Yes, he was armed, but he hadn't shown any signals of aggression when he saw me, only curiosity. And I'm sure that, if he wanted to attack me, he wouldn't have come alone. I made sure that on our last encounter I made clear that I was not to be underestimated. So I did what I had done last time, I licked his wound until the bleeding stopped. I leapt to the boulder I watched him come, and stood there, waiting for him to wake up and see his reaction.

After a couple of hours passed, the dragon thought he had killed the human. Though he didn't know, he suspected it happened because of blood loss. Every dragon knew that, if one would lose too much blood from a wound, he would be beyond help. So, when he saw Hiccup move lightly, he was glad that he didn't kill him. Though, he was still wary of the little Viking, even if he was unarmed.

Hiccup woke up dizzily, putting his hand at his head. He felt a huge headache, and the world was a bit blurry to him just like it had been before he passed out. After his vision cleared out, he saw that it had passed some time since he first entered the cove, and that he wasn't bleeding anymore. That could be explained by the thick coat of saliva that was on him. He slowly sat, his head spinning momentarily, but this time he didn't pass out. He looked around and found the elusive dragon watching him at the boulder he was earlier.

Afraid of what the dragon would do; after all, it's not like its every day a 300-year old enemy comes to feed you, he made slow movements. Taking the fish, and getting up, he extended one of his arms to offer the fish, eyes never leaving the dragon.

The dragon hesitantly leapt down, moving toward Hiccup and the fish. He noticed the dragon's eyes were not slit, but rather dilated. He held the other fish closer to him, as if it would protect him in case the dragon wanted to crisp him to death. The dragon paced slowly, eyes focused on the fish as if he hadn't eaten for days. If he failed at fishing, like the first time Hiccup had seen him when he found the Night Fury at the cove, this was probably true.

The dragon opened his mouth and froze for a second, briefly looking to Hiccup then at the fish again, as if he was hesitant to eat the fish. Hiccup meanwhile took the opportunity to look at its mouth. "You're toothless? I could have sworn you had…" and then retractable teeth appeared out of nowhere on the dragon's mouth and in a second the fish was gone from Hiccup's mouth.

He jumped back a little at the sudden action, examining his hand to find any missing fingers. "…teeth" he finished in a whisper. When he saw that all 5 were there he sighed gladly. He turned to look at the dragon eyeing him, no, eyeing the fish he held on his other hand. Just like last time he slowly extended his arm to offer the fish. But, unlike last time, the dragon took the fish in a smoother way, with no abrupt moves. Hiccup felt a little easier by that, but his uneasiness soon came back as the dragon started sniffing his hands.

Out of fear, he retracted his arm and slowly crept away from the sniffing dragon. He tripped in a rock, but kept creping anyway until his back. He shrank his arms and legs to himself, as if he could hide in them from the approaching dragon. Seeing him at point blank he whispered: "Please, I don't have any more. And I'm sure I'm not succulent." His sarcasm showing he never failed to appear at dire situations.

I stopped in my tracks, completely surprised by what I just heard. The hatchling didn't just come to feed me; he gave up of his own food to quiet my hunger, like a mother would do to her offspring. I felt like I should returned the favor, so I backed away slightly and begun regurgitating a piece of one of the fishes to give to the hatchling.

Hiccup eyed the dragon as it backed away and did some weird sounds, before a splat sound announced the head of a half-digested, saliva-coated cod in his lap. He made a disgusting noise as he heard a thud. He then looked toward the Night Fury to find it sitting before him like a human, and with an expectant look in his eyes.

He stood there, sitting and looking at the hatchling. 'Why won't he eat it?' he asked himself, confused as Hiccup stood frozen as a rock. 'Perhaps he doesn't know what to do' he reasoned, and then proceeded to alternate his gaze between Hiccup's eyes and the fish.

Hiccup stood there, unsure of what to do. After a couple of seconds thinking what course of action would be the best, or at least get him out of this situation alive, he was brought back to reality as he saw the Night Fury's eyes alternate between. He blinked, and then it clicked inside his head. 'He wants me to eat the fish' he thought disgusted at the idea of eating raw, saliva-coated fish.

"Seriously…?" he asked in a whisper, afraid that he would insult the dragon. He was both relieved and sick that the dragon nodded, as if it understood the meaning of the question. He groaned before slowly raising the fish toward his mouth. He had a bit of trouble biting the fish, since it wasn't cooked. He made an approving sound and motioned the fish to the dragon, hoping to fool him so he didn't need to swallow the fish.

I eyed him, annoyed that he didn't swallow it. 'Either human hatchlings are dumb or he doesn't want it.' I decided to swallow visibly, indicating what I was expecting the human to do. To be honest I was quiet pleased that he did understand me by giving a somewhat desperate look before complying. Curiously I saw his face inflate as he tried to swallow it and he capped his hand at his mouth before trying to swallow again. 'Was this how Vikings normally eat?' I wondered. They surely are a weird kind of creature.

He swallowed again, this time hoping the food would go down. He shrugged when he succeeded at it, and saw the dragon do a smacking noise with his mouth, as if asking if it was good. Hiccup gave a toothy grin at the dragon, hoping it would be a satisfactory response to him. He was totally surprised when the dragon tried to mimic his action, pretty much like when it tilted his head when he did a week ago.

He suddenly felt an urge to touch the dragon, to show him he wasn't a threat. And now it looked like the best chance he would have. The dragon hadn't moved, nor was he in a defensive position. His ears were high and his pupils dilated, showing he was comfortable at the moment. Hiccup slowly stood and leaned toward the dragon, arm extended and hand moving for his face.

But the idea failed. The dragon's eyes constricted. They weren't slit like, but neither were they the puppy look he just had. With a motion he barred his teeth and growled, before retreating to the other side of the pond. Finding a location to nap, he shot a continuous stream of fire at the ground, scorching it, before lying down and curling. Hiccup, feeling he would not have another chance to show the dragon he could be trusted, made his way toward the dragon.

As he approached him, the dragon looked at him with annoyance, before covering his face with his tail. Hiccup, seeing the dragon was not watch him, tried once again to touch him, only to be caught in act. He lowered his hand slowly while speaking "I won't hurt you, you can trust me." But the only response he got from the charcoal dragon was a scoff before he laid his head at the ground.

Groaning in frustration and defeat, he passed his hand at his hair. Not knowing what to do, but refusing to leave without gaining the dragon's trust, he retreated and sat on a boulder near the lake. He saw through the corner of his eye the dragon hang himself upside down by its tail at the branch of the tree, much like an oversized bat. Adding his jet-black color and its name, the description was almost perfect for it.

Hours passed as both living creatures stood away from one another. The dragon was sleeping, hanging by the tree branch, and Hiccup was mindlessly drawing at the ground with a stick, every 10 minutes or so scratching his drawing before he start doing another one. He was trying to think of anything to convince the dragon that he could be trusted, but no ideas came to him. He thought drawing would trigger an idea, but so far he was proven wrong.

The dragon woke up and, as he laid sight at the same human that fed him, he was quite surprised to find him at the cove. The sun was already in the horizon, the sky a beautiful mix of orange and blue. 'He is quite the stubborn one' he thought to himself, after all, it was been quite a while since he went to take a nap. Curious at the movements of the hatchling's arm, he slowly crept to see what he was doing.

Hiccup was still mindlessly drawing, but this time it was the Night Fury's face. It was the only thing he could think that he hadn't drawn yet. When he saw a shadow move at his left, he tensed, knowing the dragon was observing him, but did not look back. Instead he finished his drawing, quite pleased at the results.

The Night Fury, meanwhile, was observing the stick's movements that made a series of lines. He instantly recognized it as a drawing of himself. He retreated to grab a tree branch to mimic the boy's behavior, pretty much like he did with the fish and the head tilt. He began drawing lines, and in the middle of the process he accidentally hit the hatchling's head with the branch.

Hiccup barely noticed the shove the dragon gave him with the branch because he was too dumb folded, looking at what he was doing. He stood once the dragon finished, observing the apparently nonsense bunch of lines drawn in the dirt. Soon he remembered the dragon was displaying a mimicking behavior just like before. Perhaps it recognized himself at Hiccup's drawing and tried to draw Hiccup. He chuckled, seeing that the dragon failed at it, but nonetheless he was still impressed that the dragon did try in the first place.

He proceeded to move away from the drawing when he suddenly heard a growl. He looked at the dragon, which was in an attack stance, and stepped back. He was confused when the dragon stopped growling at him and looked down. He saw a line of the drawing in front of him and stepped in. As soon as the dragon began growling he removed his foot from the line. Suspecting that the dragon thought he was offending his drawing he stepped once more. When the dragon growled at him and scrapped at the ground, he confirmed his suspicious and removed his foot, noticing the dragon was losing its patience with him and was ready to pounce at him.

The dragon was at the brink of tackling the hatchling, damn it if it was going to destroy his drawing or wound the hatchling. He was extremely offended that the human was stepping in his masterpiece that he so proudly did. When he saw the human step over the line, the dragon did a sound that could be mistaken as a draconic sigh. But soon the dragon was mesmerized at the sight before him: the human was bouncing around, almost dancing, while avoiding the lines of his drawing. He was so focused on that the he didn't notice that, when he stopped, he was inches away from him.

Hiccup was too focused avoiding the dragon's drawing. And was also having fun avoiding then. He only noticed where he and the dragon were when he felt a hot breeze at his neck. He slowly turned to see the dragon looking at him. His breath was caught in his throat as he realized how easily he could be killed. But somehow Hiccup saw no malice behind the dragon's eyes, only curiosity. With his own curiosity peeking up he slowly lifted his arm to touch him, but was welcomed with a small snarl. Although this time it wasn't aggressive, but more heedful, as if this should happen at the dragon's pace, not his.

Hiccup stopped to think for a second, before extending his arm and lowering his gaze. He was taking a leap of faith with letting the dragon decide whether he would accept his offer or hurt him. He closed his eyes, waiting for any action. One side of him was worried he would feel excruciating pain from having his hand eaten like Gobber's, while another side was hopeful to feel the touch of those smooth scales.

He stood with his eyes closed for what felt like hours, his insides slowly getting torn in half by what either parts of him expected. His anxiety was as high as the Halls of Valhalla. His breathing was slowly getting uneven and he was starting to feel dizzy because of it. Nonetheless, he refused to move away. He wanted this, and would only take action once his fate was decided by the dragon.

He stood there, watching Hiccup. When he saw his hand closing on him, he left out a small snarl. He did want to trust the human, but a part of him was hesitant and cautious, still feeling uneasy about the idea of trusting a human, his longtime enemy. But another part knew this was no ordinary human.

He didn't smell fear, or dragon blood, or hatred, or anger; just curiosity and wonder and, although a bit faint but present, a need to be accepted, to trust and be trusted. The Night Fury wishes that he knew what this human's story was. He didn't smell the scent of his kin, only his sire. He could smell a bit of loneliness, a small longing to be accepted. All of his years, he never met a hatchling with such scents. He had known a lot of dragon hatchlings, and was even able to smell human hatchlings from afar; and yet, none was like him.

When he saw him extend his arm and lower his gaze, fully trusting the elusive dragon, his hesitant side lost the battle inside him. Slowly approaching the human's hand, he sniffed it a couple of times, noticing the human was getting anxious, but stood still nonetheless. After a couple of seconds, he made his decision. A decision that would change his and Hiccup's life forever, and unbeknown to them, both dragon and Viking's history.

Hiccup, when he felt the soft and warm touch in his hand, almost recoiled in fear that he was being burned. But he didn't move, as soon as he noticed the absence of pain. Not knowing if removing his hand would offend the dragon's trust, he slowly opened his eyes to look at the dragon. The most majestic and fearsome dragon known to Vikings was right there, eyes closed and snout touching his hand, signaling he had been deemed worthy of the dragon's trust. Once the dragon opened his eyes, they met each other's gaze; but this time there were no fear, no hesitation, and no distrust from a bloody war. In each other's gaze there was only acceptance, trust.

At this very moment, a bond was created. Both dragon and human felt a strange feeling inside them, as if a door was opened, a door to a friendship. But this was no ordinary friendship. It was a special one, one that begun when a dragon trapped by bolas and wounded by the dagger of a human, and a human wounded by a wood debris and the brute force of a dragon spared each other; a bond born out of the curiosity of a Night Fury and the wonder of a misfit.

It was a connection that rose from the Dragon War, and set aside any and all grudges and resentment each could have. At this very trice, a forbidden friendship was born. Both of them knew that, and neither could care less...

.-.-.-.-.-.-.-.-.-.-.-.-.-.-.-.-.-.-.

**_ANII: there we go... my longest chapter yet as a way to apologize for my delay i choose to take a deep insight of the bond formed rather than drastically change this scene because i felt this is the highlight of the movie, and whatever fanfic written during the movie shouldn't change too much it. Do let me know of what you all thought regarding my insight through your reviews, I'd love to hear your opinions._**

**_Also i have a question to you all: would you rather wait half of a month to get a long chapter such as this or a week for a smaller chapter?_**

**_This is actually one of the parts of my fic i am mostly proud of, mainly because the entire scene just came out instantly one day._**

**_And lastly, for all of those wondering whether Heather liked Hiccup or not, this chapter gives a clue to how her feelings toward him will be later in the story_**

**_Until next time!_**


	11. Chapter 11

**_AN REGARDING UPDATES,, PLEASE READ._**

**_AN: Hello readers, i'm sorry for the delay. My latest blood exam showed up some anomalies back in September and i have been going to docs ever since to find out what it is causing this. Just so you guys know i have my ninth visit to the docs scheduled for next Tuesday. This has taken a huge tool on my mood and, consequently, on my writing. It's been a week since i last wrote and the last few stretches that i wrote were far subpar my normal quality. I'll try to continue writing and updating while i try to find out what is wrong with me, but, please, if you guys have anything to say, PM me or leave a review. Each and every word from you all would greatly help me go through this tough phase._**

**_ANII: For those that don't read 'How to Let It Go', I decided to leave my review responses written before the chapter begins. It is a trick my friend advised me to do, and i think it'll make things easier, since there are probably questions that many of you want to know the answer. So... here it is from last chapter._**

**_ivenganev1992: Heather will eventually find out about Toothless, but how she will remains a surprise. I think there will be a chapter or two specifically about how she discovers our beloved Night Fury._**

**_Guest(leave a username so i can properly address you here):Astrid may not yet have romantic feelings for him, but she feels something about him, considering they once were childhood friends. And i'm really happy to hear that I managed to surprise you. It delights a writer to know that he managed to stir feelings on his readers._**

**_T-Biggz: I think a chapter per month would be too much, unless i posted really long chapters. Maybe a chapter per week is a hard schedule to keep up, but if i move to a chapter each 10 days or a chapter per two weeks they'll probably be a bit longer as a way to compensate. I still need to decide this, and my sickness isn't really making it easy to do so. I noticed the copied paragraph and already deleted it, so thanks for the advice. Also i feel very happy to see such interest in Heather. I know her character has mixed feelings on the HTTYD community, and making her a protagonist of my story was not an easy decision. Still i'm very happy to see how people are liking her appearance on my story. :)_**

**_Nick Tanico: I'll be honest, i'm happy to see that you seem torn about who i'll pair Hiccup with. I want to keep romance outside of my focus as long as possible, since it is not the focus of this fic. I will, however, have a Hiccup-Heather fic, which will be either this or Searching for Echoes of the Past. I'm also happy to see that you liked Toothless' POV. I want to give a chance to see the world through the dragons eyes, and that will happen sometimes through Toothless._**

**_Fragments of Imagination: Indeed, their bonding is one of the highlights of the movie. I wanted to show on last chapter a deeper take on how this bonding changes their lives, and how Hiccup feels about it. I believe the movies shows this flawlessly, but to transcribe to words was a hard task. I hope you enjoy this chapter :)_**

**_And, without further ado, the next chapter..._**

**_.-.-.-.-.-.-.-.-.-.-.-.-.-.-.-.-.-.-.-.-.-.-.-.-.-._**

Hiccup smiled a genuine smile, which was a rare sight. Even when he was with Heather and Gobber, those were rare. The last time he remembered being that happy was when he made his first axe, and the smile was short lived once he found out that Astrid would be the one to have it.

Turns out that her mother's axe was too worn out for Astrid's style of training, so her mother had asked Gobber to make a new one, and he delegated the task to Hiccup, as a way to test his apprentice. And when Hiccup found out Astrid would have it he had asked Gobber to keep secrecy of his achievement, fearing she wouldn't use his "magnificent axe", as Gobber said, because he forged it.

He sighed. Little this mattered, now that she knew he made it. A part of him felt relieved she didn't throw it out, thus ending any fear of rejection, but another felt hurt, hurt that she didn't even thank him for it, like when she did with Gobber.

He scolded himself mentally, for he knew this was neither the moment to dwell into such conflicting memories, nor it was the time to anguish himself in his sea of emotions. He should feel happy and free like he didn't feel for a long time, and so he did. The dragon must have felt his wave of emotions, because the Night Fury had slightly nudged his hand, which was still in his snout.

He slowly brought his other hand up while being a little hesitant, as he feared he might be pushing too far the dragon. But when said one didn't complain, he finally brought his free hand to rest at the chin of his draconic friend. He looked deep at those yellow-green eyes. "Thank you" was all he said, and it was all that the dragon needed to hear to understand what Hiccup meant.

I was a bit surprised when I felt a wave of different emotions irradiate from the hatchling that was still touching my snout. For a second I thought that this human was disappointed at me, but the idea was soon thrown out when I noticed the human raise his other arm to touch me at probably my chin.

I couldn't help but feel a bit happy when the wave of emotions washed away from this little one, only to be replaced by a feeling of happiness. When I heard Hiccup speak those two words I felt gratified as I didn't for a long time, and from this moment I sworn to myself that I'd always be there for this human. This human that freed me, fed me and trusted me, even with some misunderstanding among the way.

Having too much to think and reflect, the dragon removed his face from his hands, and looked briefly at Hiccup. He narrowed his eyes a little and huffed, as if making sure that Hiccup understood he wasn't going so, before he retreated to the other side of the cove to rest.

Hiccup only returned the dragon's glance, amusedly understanding what he meant. He looked at the dragon again, who was now lying at the exact spot he had been, and then glanced at the sky. Seeing that night was coming, Hiccup slowly retreated from the cove, heading toward the village.

All the way back to the village he reflected at his day, from reaching the cove to passing out, to finding himself saved again by the same dragon that knocked him out, to dancing around his drawing, to earning his trust. He was amused at the turn of events. He had entered this very cove as an enemy of the dragon and left it as his friend. It was rather ironic to think that his first friend in years was the most wanted enemy of his tribe.

Hiccup slowly returned to his village not only because to reflecting at the events of his day but also, due to his happiness, he took his time coming back to it, looking around the forest he knew so well, and passing care-freely when not reflecting. He couldn't even remember when he had been this carefree before. 'Perhaps when I was younger, and used to play with Astrid at the forest all sorts of games.' He thought.

He was so zoned out that he ended up bumping into Gobber when he reached the village. Due to his size, he ended up falling to the ground, while also snapping back to reality. He looked at whom he bumped into and spoke, a little ashamed of his distracted state: "Oh, sorry Gobber. I wasn't looking where I was going to" he apologized.

His mentor just shook his head, dismissing the apology and offered him his hand (the fleshy one) to help him stand up. "Ah, don't yeh worry. I was looking for yeh anyway. We'll have a meeting at the old catapult." He said as he lifted Hiccup from the ground.

Hiccup didn't meet his mentor excitement as 'we' meant that he would need to join the teens, which, to be honest, wasn't something he was looking for. Still, that wasn't enough to phase out his happiness. "Sure Gobber, I'll be there" he assured his mentor, as said one was waiting for an answer. Satisfied with it, the burly Viking headed out to the Hall, while Hiccup briefly went to the forge so he could put away his journal.

He was careful with these ever since he had been near Snotlout and his cousin picked one of his journals and torn it apart, many years ago. Thankfully he was still Astrid's friend back then, whom made sure to teach his cousin a lesson. But since they no longer were friends, he wouldn't risk having those torn again because 'drawing is un-Viking' as his bully said. It was hypocritical to think that, since drawings were inside the Book of Dragons and everyone was glad they had those, not to mention the maps Stoick used to hunt the Nest.

When he reached the catapult, he noticed that all teens were there, sitting in benches, Heather included. This was unusual, since she was not one to hang out with them, but then again, maybe Gobber called her as well. Said one was already there, his prosthesis being a stick with a roasted chicken impaled on it.

When the teens saw him arrive, some of them groaned, while Heather pat a vacant seat at her side, indicating for him to sit. Hiccup smiled at the action, even though he was still upset that she had told Astrid one of his safeguarded secrets she had sworn to never tell. Because of that, he thought it was better to hold to himself his friendship with Toothless (he decided that would be the dragon's name, since it kind of got stuck in his head whenever he thought of the dragon).

Gobber begun telling his war stories once everyone started roasting some food at the small fire in front of them. Hiccup and Heather had a fish in their sticks, while Gobber and some of the other teens had some chicken. He only picked some of what Gobber was speaking, as his mind was often returning to the elusive 'unholy offspring of lighting and death itself' that he had befriended earlier.

Besides, being his apprentice meant he knew practically every story Gobber had, including the Boneknapper's, which was another reason to why he wasn't paying attention to his mentor's storytelling at the moment.

"…and with one twist, the Nightmare bit my hand off and swallowed it whole." He spoke dramatically. This didn't do much to bring Hiccup's attentions, since he heard almost all of those stories during his apprenticeship. "His face mocked me, as if he was saying it was absolutely delicious." He added, making the teens' eyes lit in interest

"And he must have passed the word because it wasn't even a month before another Nightmare took my leg. I'm telling yeh, I'm sure these two were cousins." he finished, pointing to his peg-leg. All the teens were awed at the story, while Heather has holding her mouth shut with her hand, as if she was about to throw up.

Once she felt easy enough, she turned to speak to Hiccup, feeling a bit curious about his unusual silence. "Hiccup..? What's on your mind? You're unusually silent" she whispered, mindful of not attracting the others' attention.

I snapped out of my thoughts (again) by the sound of her voice. Though I was still upset with her, it would be rude of me to just ignore her. "Oh, it's nothing. It's that I already heard all of these stories, tons of times when we were at the forge." I noticed her slightly greened face and added:"And you? You look like you're a little uneasy hearing it." I pointed out, feeling slightly worried. It was not usual of Heather being sick, after all she was a healer (in training), and healers are almost never sick.

I gave her a small comforting smile and pat her hand, which was rested on her knee while the other was holding the fish-in-the-stick, as I had seen Gobber's situation when he lost his arm. A Nightmare was about to light up the forge when he singled it out. Although he lost his arm, he had injured the Nightmare enough that dad was able to finish it off, before begin brought to the healer.

"Wasn't it weird to think of your hand as inside of a dragon? Like, if your mind was still in control of it, you could have killed the dragon from the inside by crushing its heart or something like that… it would have certainly surprised the beast being crushed inside." Fishlegs inquired curiously.

While some met him with blank stares, Heather just shook her head before speaking; "Don't be ridiculous, we all know that once a part of your body is removed you no longer control it. Don't ask me why." She finished, as she saw that Fish was about to say or ask something.

"I'm so angry right now, I swear by Odin" Snotlout said, glaring at his chicken as if it was his archenemy. Apparently he was still mad at his failure at the ring a week ago. "I'll avenge your beautiful hand and your beautiful foot by chopping off every dragon's legs I find… With my face" he finished, pointing to his face proudly.

Ruffnut snorted to his statement, while her brother added: "It won't be hard, you're ugly enough to kill a Nightmare on its tracks if the dragon as much as glance to your face" he finished laughing, and soon banged his helmet with his sister's as she also started laughing at what her brother said.

Snotlout, of course, was mad at having his 'beauty' offended, so he punched Tuff at his guts, which was not a good idea since he had food on his mouth. The punch made him spit out the food he was chewing, and I was aware enough to luckily avoid some chewed chicken at my face. It was disgusting enough to eat a half-digested, dragon saliva-coated cod today; having chewed chicken on my face was definitely not part of my plans.

Before they could throw themselves at an all brawling, Gobber pointed out while licking his fingers. Apparently the chicken was too delicious for him to not eat his fingers. "Nah ah ah, if yeh go for these, the dragon can still kill you. It's the wings and tail you wanna go. If it can't fly, it can't get away" then, when everyone was paying attention to him, he approached the fire with a serious expression: "a downed dragon is a dead dragon, always remember that. It saved my life twice."

We knew he was talking about the fights that cost his arm and his leg, but this wasn't what I paid attention to. 'A downed dragon is a dead dragon' I repeated in my mind, suddenly dawning in my head the situation that Toothless was. I severed his tailfin, so he couldn't fly away from the Cove if he wanted to. And it would just be a matter of time before he was found by someone wandering in the forest. 'Time to put in test Gobber's title for me' he thought, determined to help his friend.

Realization settled, he immediately stood and left for the forge, while his barely eaten fish was left hanging in his place. Heather took a couple of seconds to realize that her friend had suddenly vanished into thin air, and finished her fish before heading out to find out where the young boy had gone.

Astrid watched curiously Hiccup's reaction to what Gobber said, and stood to look down at the catwalk of the catapult, but unlike the charcoal-haired girl, she didn't follow him. Only one thing remained at her head: 'what are you up to this time Hiccup?' she knew that look Hiccup's face had this moment…

Back when they were friends, she remembered, he would always have this look when he had some crazy ideas he would soon test out at the forge; ideas that, as far as she had seen, always got him, and whoever was with him, into trouble.

Though she recalled that it was also him that made her axe after she nearly destroyed her mother's while training in the woods, she still felt that it was too dangerous this look. Shaking her head, she sat, but for the rest of the meeting, she didn't eat her chicken; she only looked thoughtfully at it. Neither did she sleep much that night, as she passed it thinking what he would have done.

Hiccup ran inside the forge, heading directly to his room. As Gobber never came inside due to the small frame of the door, and was never used, he proclaimed as his after the end of his apprenticeship. Now it was filled with notes and drawings he did whenever an idea to help him kill dragons came across his mind. But this time was different. This time, he would not create something to kill a dragon. He would create something to help one.

As soon as he took blank papers and charcoal pencils to write his ideas, a knock came on the wood frame. He was relieved that he hadn't started writing anything, or whoever it might be would get suspicious if laid eyes on his idea. "Who is it?" he asked with a slightly nervous tone, while doing his best to hide his annoyance and panic from his voice and posture. Luckily, he managed to do so. "Hiccup? It's me." Answered the charcoal-haired girl while she stepped inside.

Since she never came to his room, more because of lack of need than anything else, she had never seen his drawings. And because of this she was awed at the sight of numerous drawings and notes hanging all over the place, both in his desk and walls. She stood still, mouth wide open, until Hiccup spoke "Yes? Do you need something?" he asked, putting her out of her trance.

She closed her mouth, a faint blush coming at her cheeks due to her silly posture a second ago, and took a few seconds before speaking: "You arrived late; you barely ate, and left in a hurry. Did something happen?" she said in her usual motherly tone, her eyebrows furrowed in the usual concern she showed regarding him.

Though grateful that he had someone to look after him, he couldn't help but feel a bit annoyed, since he didn't get over at what she did. He shook his head, a small smile on his lips, before speaking: "I'm fine. I wasn't so hungry." He said, making her remember that he rarely ate much, since his stomach wasn't as hug as his father's or Gobber's.

"As of why I left in a hurry, I had an idea and left my journal here. So I came quickly to write it so I won't forget it." He spoke, hiding the fact that his idea was to make a prosthetic tail for a downed dragon. He saw she was about to speak, probably about how his ideas always got him in sticky situations, and quickly added: "Don't worry; it's some sort of armor to protect me during Dragon Training my idea."

Truth be told, he had planned doing something like a set of leather armor, since his frame wouldn't support a metal one. He never told her that, since that thought only came at his first day of Dragon Training. But he found this was a good opportunity to do that, since it would both easy her about the Training, and cover his actual idea. Seeing her visibly easy up assured him that he was right.

"Ok then… just don't spend all night at the forge ok?" He gave her a nod while waiting for her to leave so he could to begin writing his idea down. Satisfied with his answer, she left the forge, but not before giving a goodnight to which he replied. Hiccup peeked out of his room to see if she was still around, and when he noticed she wasn't he all but melted into his chair in relief.

He felt horrible for hiding things from her, once again. Though he didn't speak to her about her giving away his secrets, she never lied to him, as far as he knows, or remembers, and never hid something from him either. The only thing he could remember was the axe situation.

Because of that, a sour taste was left in his mouth, one that only vanished after hours spent working on what would be his friend's tailfin. The sound of metal banging echoed through the forge as the village went to sleep, and the only light seen on Berk was the faint illumination of the bright flames of the forge inside the Blacksmith.

As the hours passed by, Hiccup could see a metal skeleton of a tailfin slowly being formed. Much of the metal he used was scraps from broken shields lying around in a pile, as they had no chance of being repaired. The desk was filled with paper and notes written with measurements as accurate as possible from the real Night Fury's tailfin.

After he finished sewing the leather onto the metal skeleton he looked at his work, before clapping shut the tailfin to hide it, and then went to make some leather braces, so he would have a cover in case Heather wanted to see his work. He knew well how to sew and make leather armor, so he quickly finished them after hardening the leather.

While doing those, he couldn't stop the return of that sour taste in his mouth, and the uneasiness he felt for partially lying to her. Only when he finished all his work Hiccup closed the forge and went to his home. It was his lucky day indeed, as, at least, she wouldn't find out he spent all his night at the forge. He promised himself he would redeem himself to her after speaking about her broken promise and that was enough to easy his mind so he could sleep.

The next day…

.-.-.-.-.-.-.-.-.-.-.-.-.-.-.

**_AN: I think some might consider this as a filler chapter, though that wouldn't be the case. I write my stories as a single work rather than by chapters, so i don't think this would happen to me. Still if anyone would happily explain to me how exactly a filler chapter is I'd happily hear, so i can know if it is a filler or not._**

**_And, as always, feel free to leave a review or PM me. I'll always be grateful for it, and even more these days._**

**_Until next time_**


	12. Chapter 12

**_AN: Hello fellow readers and welcome back to another chapter of How To Become a Dragon Chief. For those wanting a Heather-Hiccup fanfic keep an eye out tomorrow, I have a surprise for you all. My writing rhythm has been great so far, so I'll try to update twice a week if it keeps that way. And now for the review responses:_**

**_Guest: I'm very happy that you're liking this you can see Hiccup is a bit more confident in what he does because all this time he had Heather, so he had someone of his age backing him up and giving him attention. I hope this chapter and the future ones live up to your expecations. Try to leave a nickname so I can properly address you next time._**

**_The dragon1010: thank you for your opinion. Regarding it I think I'll keep at my current pacing. And I'm very happy that you're liking it so far. :)_**

**_NightsAnger: Worry no more, here it is another update. Thank you for taking your time to explain to me what a filler chapter is and for your concern about my health status. My lastest blood exam showed that I'm getting better, and while somedays I still have a setback, I'm far better than how I've been weeks ago. Enjoy the chapter!_**

**_Scorpion6955: Thank you, I hope you like this chapter. I also uploaded the newest chapter of your story so if anyone here reads Forbidden Family check it out._**

**_T-Biggz: Thank you for explaining to me what a filler chapter is, and for pointing out what kind of chapter you thought last one is. Your idea is an interesting one (and I have seen one story where this happens. It's called The View from Toothless by Ocean Rift. It's a very good fic and it has Toothless' POV regarding the movie events, but also with it's own originality. If you haven't read it yet I highly recommend it.) and I'll give a thought about it. But sadly I think that, considering the raw drabble of my story, this idea seems rather unlikely to fit. Anyway thanks for the suggestion!_**

**_And, without further ado:_**

**_.-.-.-.-.-.-.-.-.-.-.-.-.-.-.-.-.-._**

The next day…

Training would only take place in the afternoon and, since the day was shinning, Hiccup had decided to visit Toothless to test out the prosthesis. He decided to work later on how he would make the device interact with the dragon, or even if he would need to ride him in order for the artificial tailfin to work. For now, his only objective was to test out the rudimentary copy of the Night Fury's tale and see if it works. And then, perhaps, even take some measures to make it more identical to the real one.

He recalled how Toothless had eagerly eaten the pair of fishes he had brought, and decided to bring this time a basket full of fish. That way Toothless would also be distracted eating while he would be placing the contraption in his tail. The dragon might have trusted him enough to be touched by him, but that did not mean it would also let him put some devices in its tail.

He approached the docks and was thankful that both the fishing boats just came the day before full of fish and that no one was around. Even though he was sure that anyone wouldn't probably bother him as of why he needed a basket full of fish, (Hel some might even say it's to get some meat in his skinny body) he didn't want to arise any suspicious.

Hiding a Night Fury near the village was enough for him to deal with, not to mention his secret project to help him fly. He didn't need people following him around because he was taking more fish than he could eat.

Once the basket was full, he picked it, and noticed that he was having much less trouble caring it than what he expected. 'I Guess working at the forge is finally paying off, or there must have been something in his saliva that made me stronger' he though, chuckling at the idea of being stronger, even if just a little more. He made a mental note to test out his strength later at the forge. Speaking of which, he remembered just in time, as he was heading to the woods, to swoop by there and grab the tail.

As he jogged through the forest, he made another mental note to double test his strength, since the tail, though lightweight so it wouldn't hinder the dragon's flight, was being easily carried by him. As he reached the cove he hesitated for a second before calling for his friend.

"Toothless? Hey Toothless, good morning." He said once he found the dragon lazily lying on the ground. The dragon's earplates picked up at the name, and he looked confused for a second, but otherwise didn't complain about Hiccup's presence, or his name. 'I guess he liked it then. Good, it would be hard to name him something else.' He cheerily thought.

"I brought breakfast. You must have eaten the fish from the pond already, this is, if you got them in the first place." He finished teasingly. Toothless looked lost for a moment, before narrowing his eyes and hitting Hiccup's head with his tail in annoyance. Though only annoyed, the hit was strong enough to make him drop the basket. Luckily to Hiccup, it didn't roll over and opened, or else it would have spoiled his surprise.

"Aw, come on, don't be mad. I saw it, I was just teasing you." He said in a childish tone. The dragon eyed him before exhaling some smoke from his nostrils. "Anyway, breakfast away." Hiccup said, tippling the basket. A pile of fish came out of it, along with a series of splats. Hiccup's stomach, understandably, was slightly unsettled with the scene. "Ok, that was very disgusting. How do you guys eat it raw?" he asked to no one, but was surprised when the dragon smacked his lips, as if saying it was delicious to him like that.

He blinked, twice, in surprise, mouth agape a little. He shook his head, thinking it was his imagination. The dragon couldn't understand him after all… could he? "Ok then… we have here some tarbot, some haddock, Icelandic cod, and even a smoked eel…" and he stopped listing the fish when he jumped at the sudden growl from the Night Fury.

He was in a defensive stance, and with slit eyes looking at the pile. Hiccup tried to think of what might have gotten the dragon threatened. He wasn't with his dagger, perhaps Toothless didn't like one of the fish he brought. "What is it Toothless? The cod? The haddock? The eel?" He rattled desperately, until he noticed the growl got louder at the mention of the eel. "You don't like eels?" He asked cautiously, afraid that he would be tackled once again.

Hiccup shortly after asking this question got his response, as the dragon gave stopped growling to give him a glance, before growling again.

He slowly went to the pile of fish, and caught the eel with grimace. He had to grab it again, as it slipped from his hand, making Toothless screech in shocked surprise. When he held up the fish, Toothless reared away, as if he was afraid of it. Hiccup quickly threw it away from the fish pile, though not in the lake. "It's okay. It's okay! See, it's gone! I never liked those either…" He said while shrugging, and calming himself after this incident finished.

I backed away, as Toothless approached the pile to carefully choose the fish he was going to eat, seemingly expecting to find another eel hidden in it. I didn't worry about this since I knew that had been the only eel inside the basket. Anyway, I noticed that, apparently, he selected some kind of order to eat them, but I didn't pay much attention to it.

He was slowly walking toward his tail, watching his every moment through the corner of his eye. "Ok, just keep eating… I'll be on my own… back here…" he mumbled. He tried to place the prosthesis in the tail, but apparently it had a mind of his own. He then sat on it, and satisfied that his little weight was enough to settle the tail down. With the tail motionless he worked to strap the prosthesis on it.

Toothless stopped eating once he felt some weight at his tail, and when he turned his head to look at it, he saw the hatchling sitting on top of it. He thought it was disrespectful of him, since all dragon hatchlings was taught to never play with the tails. Damaging it could render a dragon flightless, like he was at the moment.

He narrowed his eyes, as he saw Hiccup doing something with his tail, and for a second he pondered whether or not he should bounce him off of it. But since he neither felt pain, nor smelled any malice coming from the human, he turned his priority to first finish the pile of fish. Then he would deal with him.

When I finished my pile of fish, and after checking twice if there weren't any leftovers inside the basket, I turned my head to look again at the human. This moment, though, the human wasn't doing anything; he was only looking at my tail. And then, when I concentrated, I saw what I thought it was a second tailfin.

I blinked twice, to see if it was an illusion, and when I realized that it wasn't; that there was indeed another tailfin, my mind shut down at the burst of excitement that came from him. Because of that, no rational thoughts to why I suddenly had another tailfin came to me, and slowly I opened his wings as I readied myself to finally fly again.

Hiccup, meanwhile, had finished strapping the tailfin to Toothless' tail, and was now looking at it. He saw that the tailfin was slightly smaller than Toothless', and that some of the metal bones needed some size adjusting. But since he built it from pure speculation, he was quite pleased at the result. "I'll need to add some leather, and perhaps make another metal bone. But in overall it doesn't astray too far from the real tail. Now, if I only could make him fly…" He never finished his mumbling because suddenly he was several feet from the ground.

Instantly he saw the ground getting farther from him, and this made Hiccup grab tightly at the dragon's tail. He was only brought out of his shock when he heard a desperate roar, and saw the ground closing in dangerously fast. He then grabbed the tailfin and opened it, and immediately felt relieved when Toothless' flight gained altitude again.

He pushed up the tailfin once he saw they were getting distant from the Cove, thus making the dragon bank right and head toward the cove. As they flew over the pond, he couldn't contain his excitement anymore: "YES, YES, YES. IT WORKS! I can't believe it really works." He shouted happily, and then, in the blink of an eye, he was hitting the pond like a stone 3 times before sinking.

I was filled with joy. I was flying again, I didn't know how, but I was flying again! I was so happy that I didn't notice that I had banked right without doing so. I only came to reality when I heard the human shout from behind me, and realized that he was still attached to my tail. With a swing, I dropped him at the pond, as wanting to fly alone, to enjoy the air flowing through my wings without interruption.

But something went wrong, as I couldn't maintain his flight anymore. I looked at his tail, and was puzzled to see a brown tailfin instead of a black one. The logical side of my mind finally began working to explain how I had been flying before I crashed into the pond.

I surfaced from the water, annoyed at the hatchling. 'What made he think he could climb on my tail, and, especially, wrap something on it?' I thought. There was a part of me that wanted to know how the human had given me the ability to fly again, but it was shadowed by my annoyance toward him.

Hiccup was having some troubled to swim to the shore, as hitting 3 times the pond like a stone left his sides awfully painful. I wanted some answers quickly, so jabbed Hiccup by the collar of his leather skin and dragged him to land. I didn't abruptly drop him only because I could sense the human was in pain. I refused to feel guilty at the moment because of this, since technically I was the one responsible for it. I let go of the human, as soon as said one had his feet on the ground.

Once he sat, I nudged his arm with my head. I was annoyed that he didn't answer, so I nudged him harder, and this then made him look at me. I kept shifting my vision between the brown tailfin and him, stating clearly the question I couldn't ask him by talking. My eyes weren't slit, but neither were they puppy-like, so it plainly showed my annoyance toward him.

It took him a couple of times before he finally understood, and sheepishly spoke: "Ah, the tailfin? I made it… I saw you couldn't fly because you lost your half and then I made one yesterday, from what I could guess about the size and structure of your other tailfin." I blinked in surprise, as the hatchling had had good intentions since he entered here. I nodded, to show him I understood him and his intentions, and even felt slightly grateful for it. But he didn't need to know this.

Hiccup blinked, blinked again, blinked once more before rubbing his eyes. 'Did Toothless just nod after I spoke to him? Perhaps I hit too hard the pond when falling, or it is my lack of sleep. But…wait… Stopping to think now, this wasn't the first time he answered me when I spoke. He reared when I spoke of the eel, and answered me with a glare when I questioned if it was what was making him uncomfortable.' He thought.

The idea that Toothless could understand what he said was a little frightening at the very least. He recalled all his meetings with the dragon, and recalled that the dragon only fed him when he spoke he didn't have any other fish. 'Perhaps it was some kind of friendship courting to feed one another or to repay him for feeding him first' he mused.

His trails of thoughts broke apart when he shivered because of the cold, as burst of wind passing through him and made him painfully aware of his wetness. He decided to take some sticks and logs of wood to make a fire so he could dry up a little his clothes. When he finished building the campfire, he remembered he had no way to light it up. He tried to do it with a stick and a stone, but failed time after time.

He knew by now that dragons… well at least the Night Fury so far, weren't mindless beasts. His friend's mimicking behavior had surprised him even more. Seeing that this situation was perfect to test his theory, he spoke to the dragon: "Toothless, could you light up the wood a little, please? I'm cold and it seems I can't light it up myself." He said with teeth chattering and curling as much as possible so the heat wouldn't escape from him anymore.

I blinked (damn I am doing this too often since I met this peculiar hatchling) when the human spoke to me. It was, perhaps, the first time I noticed the human speaking to me and waiting for an answer, as if he knew that I could understand them. The first time had been the eel moment, but back then I wasn't focused enough. I forgave the hatchling, as I saw through his reaction that he didn't mean it and didn't know eels were poisonous to most Kin. I eventually complied, when I saw the human curl so he wouldn't freeze, by shooting a small fireball.

This time he wasn't shocked, only concerned. Toothless was indeed able to understand him as any Viking at the village would (or so did he presume). He immediately remembered what he said before slightly impaling him with the dagger, and felt piles of guilt build up inside him, his heart and shoulders especially. He knew now that he would have to talk to Toothless, and this time was as good as any.

"Toothless…?" he asked and awaited the dragon to look at him. When he saw he had his attention, he continued:"Can you understand what I say to you?" His voice was slightly apprehensive, as this was both exciting and scary. Exciting because I could talk to him about anything, be it good or bad, and he would listen (though he couldn't talk back).

And scary because Toothless had heard every word Hiccup told him during the dagger episode and fully understood it. That also meant he could suspect that Hiccup shot down him, thus severing his tail, and if he knows this, then Hiccup knew he owned him a big apology.

I hesitated for a moment. Sure, I could tell that this hatchling probably knew I could understand him, but it seemed that he wanted some reassurance. I haven't forgotten what he said before impaling me with the blade, even though it seemed he was trying to redeem himself since then. I saw the boy tense as each second passed, and, after a while, I made my choice, and slowly nodded while waiting to see his reaction.

The first thing Hiccup felt when he saw Toothless nod was excitement. The second one was a huge wave of panic. Thoughts that the Night Fury didn't forgive him for being impaled or for what he had spoken kept coming to his head. He sighed heavily while trying to figure what would be his next move. The dragon did somewhat trust him, but he was still a long way to be trusted enough to ride him (it would be the only way to help maneuver the fin as he had noticed).

Hiccup looked at the sky, hoping a solution would drop to him like a thunder drops from the stormy clouds. What dropped to him, in fact, was the memory that he had dragon training past midday and, given the sun's location in the sky, it was midday already. He would also need to change his clothes, since there wouldn't be enough time to dry them. He then looked at those toxic green eyes that had not looked anywhere else since he asked him to light up the fire (or so he thought).

And he pondered. Surely he could miss the class and have a talk with Toothless, but sooner or later he would need to return to the village, and Gobber wouldn't let him hear the end of it if he was to miss a class. On the other hand, he could go to the class, but that would mean he would have to postpone his conversation with Toothless. And he didn't think he would get another shot at this.

He stood up and began pacing around with a hand on his chin, trying to figure what he would do. There was a chance that Gobber would hunt him down if he didn't appear; which would mean that Toothless could be discovered. And, of course, he wouldn't risk that. Not after he realized that he had much to learn from the dark dragon. He stopped pacing, and ran his hand through his hair as he sighed in defeat.

He turned to meet the dragon's gaze, guilt running through his body and pounding his heart as he spoke.

"Toothless… I'm sorry but I must go. I am in Dragon Training and I'm sure Gobber will hunt me down if I don't show up. This means that it would risk you being discovered, and I can't allow that. I'll try to show up later, I promise." When he finished speaking, he noticed that he was nervous. His legs were shaking a little, albeit no longer from the cold, and he couldn't gaze anywhere for more than a second.

I analyzed what he said. At first I thought he was excusing himself so he wouldn't need to be here after finding out I understand him. But I couldn't sense anything that would tell me he was lying. I felt that Hiccup wanted to speak about something important, perhaps about my brown tailfin. An idea came to me, and because of it I went to grab the basket.

I brought it and placed in from of the human, and smacked my lips after dropping it. The look the hatchling gave assured me that the message had been received. "What, another full basket? You've got to be kidding me." He complained. I growled a little, not to scare him, but enough so he would get my point. His eyes went wide open before they closed. He shook his head a little, and facepalmed before giving in.

"All right, I'll bring another one to you. But I'll need the tail back" he said, "I need to fix its size, and some other thing" he explained, and I huffed, feeling a little betrayed. He just gave me the power to fly, and was now taking it away. Was it some sort of revenge for me making him bring more fish? Or perhaps he was just being truthful after all and only wanted to help me fly? I placed my tail in front of him, and watched as he unstrapped the leather tail from it.

Once he was done, I went to my usual resting place, burned the ground and laid on it. I opened one eye after laying my head on my paws, to see him leave with his things. He did grab the eel and placed around him. 'Why would he need that?' I thought for a second, before brushing aside the thought and sleeping. There wasn't much to do after all.

.-.-.-.-.-.-.-.-.-.-.-.-.

_**ANII: a bit shorter than the previous chapters, but I hope you all like it all the same. Hiccup finally realizes that Toothless understands him, and questions if the other dragons can as well. His first step to become a dragon chief is already taken. As always reviews are very appreciated, and so are suggestions.**_

_**Until next time!**_


	13. Chapter 13

_AN:_**_ Hello my fellow readers, and welcome to the last chapter of How To Become a Dragon Chief in 2014 (or the first one in 2015 for me European, Asian and Oceania readers). First of all I wish you a Happy New Year, and want to thank for all of the follows, favs and reviews I got from all of you. I'm sorry it's been awhile since I last updated this story, but my deression struck me fiercely and I was afraid the quality of this story was affected by it. I haven't recovered from it, but I think this chapter's quality is up to par with the other ones. _**

**_So, reviews:_**

**_Nick Tanico: Your welcome! I'll gladly answer any questions you and any other reader might have about my story. And congratulations on deciding to write your own fanfiction. I wish you the best of luck, and should you need any suggestions, feel free to PM me. the POV is something I wanted to explore rather differently from most fanfictions. that's why Toothless has his own POV, and so other dragons will have._**

**_NightsAnger: Thank you, i'm glad too my health is better, even though now I have to deal with my depression. I Thank you for pointing out the doubled paragraph, and it has already been removed from the last chapter. I'm glad to reade that you're liking my chapters. I hope you also like this one. Enjoy it!_**

**_fanfictionmakermachine: Thank you, all luck is very much welcome. As to your question, I must say I was surprised by it. There were two main factors that led me to write this fic: the first one was my frustration with the fact that most fanfics that give Hiccup a sibling/friend barely tries to make the movie events play in a different way. I have read exceptions to this, but unfortunately most of them stick to this rule. Secondly I was struck by heather's character after rereading Heather Channel from Cke1st, and after a couple of nudges from her I decided to give my idea a try. And this was how How To Become a Dragon Chief, which also the title is what it is because of her, was born._**

**_T-Biggz: I know, and I thank you for pointing it out. I'll double my attention with this chapter so this mistake doesn't happen once again. As to your complain I thought that the way I wrote their thoughts made clear to everyone whose thoughts it belonged to. I'll try to make them clearer on this chapter. Also if your looking for a Heathercup fic look at my fic Searching For Echoes of the Past; besides, I still haven't told any of you the pairing of this story, so don't lose you hope just yet. And be certain that there will be a special guest from the book series in here._**

**_happy New Year, and without further ado:_**

* * *

><p><strong><span>xxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxx<span>**

Hiccup walked as quickly as possible back to the village. But due to the basket and the tail, he couldn't go faster than his usual speed. He left the tail and the basket in his room as soon as he arrived at his house, before putting a dry tunic and leggings, both the same color as his previous ones. He didn't want to rise suspiciousness because he changed clothes, especially when he was hiding a Night Fury.

His boots had somehow dried during the walk, and his fur coat was dry enough to be used. He'd have to, since he didn't have another one of those. He left his house shortly after changing his clothes, and raced to the arena so he wouldn't arrive late.

As soon as he came closer to the arena, he slowed his pace. After all, the last thing he needed was to be exhausted before the training even begun. As he reached the place, Gobber saw him and handed to him and the teens a bucket full of water. He then proceeded to divide them in pairs (he ended up with Fishlegs. It was okay for Hiccup, that is, if he didn't go nuts with Fishlegs rambling on dragon facts) and motioned to enter the arena.

"The Hideous Zippleback" he said as he got distance between us and him. "…is extra trick. Not only you need to fight two heads, but one breathes gas, while the other sparks. Your job is to know which is which and water it so it can't spark. Miss it and yeh'll be roasted like a fish." Gobber said. 'He had to make a comment like that.' Hiccup mused, as he didn't know how this could sound encouraging on Gobber's mind.

But then again, sometimes, like this time, he simply gave up on understanding how his mentor's mind worked.

While the smoke spread throughout the Arena Fishlegs was getting more nervous by the second, as it was evidenced by the fact that he started mumbling facts about said dragon: "Razor sharp serrated teeth that injects venom for pre-digestion. Prefers ambush attacks, crushing its victims. When attacking it opens his wings to look bigger…" His rumbling, unfortunately was making Hiccup grow impatient.

Until he eventually snapped at Fishlegs as his mind went crazy: "I appreciate your knowledge, but would you please stop that?" He hissed to the husky boy. Either because of his tone or the situation Fishlegs grew instantly quiet.

We could hear Tuffnut and Snotlout speaking something we couldn't make it out because they were too far. We could also hear Astrid speak something to Ruff among the lines of 'watch for its tail', until they were wet by her twin and my cousin, as these two mistook them for the dragon. The smoke was already dissipating, so we managed to see Snotlout win a right hook from Astrid, and Tuff being knocked down by Ruff's bucket.

But as soon as that happened, Fishlegs called me. "What?" I whispered to him, confused to why he would call me at this situation. "Smoke's getting viridescent, we need to move away." He spoke, and as he did I noticed that indeed the smoke was getting greener. I was going to warn the others, but as soon as I opened my mouth, the smoke ignited. All 4 of them was knocked to the ground, while me and Fish (thank the Gods he's observant) only stumbled backward because we were far enough from the explosion.

Astrid, for some kind of luck, didn't drop off the water in her bucket when she felt. However, as soon as she and Ruff got up, they were knocked down by one of the dragon's tail, while the other tail took Tuff and brought him deeper into the smoke created by the explosion.

Snotlout, as soon as he got up, ran away from the smoke, to stop only when he was near the gate of the arena. He probably didn't want to be grabbed like Tuff was. A few seconds later, Tuff came out of the smoke running, and screaming: "I AM HURT, I AM VERY MUCH HURT" while one of his hands was holding his side.

Ruff and Astrid fell back as soon as her brother came out of the smoke. Meanwhile, one of the heads came out of the smoke, eyeing Fishlegs as it came closer to him like a snake would, before rising to his eye-level. Fishlegs, in a desperate act, threw the water into the head…

Turns out he watered the wrong head as it launched gas at him, almost as if the dragon was mocking him, and he, unfortunately, inhaled it. He ran away from the dragon only to pass out a few seconds later, though it was enough to get far away from the dragon. The other head came out of the smoke, eyeing me along with the first one.

I heard Gobber yell: "NOW HICCUP, RIGHT ONE" and immediately I tightened my grip on the bucket I was holding, and with as much force as I could muster, I threw the water into the right head. But, because both the bucket and the water were too heavy to me, the water fell on the ground before even getting close to the head. "Oh, you have got to be kidding me." I whined, before its tail knocked me to the ground.

The blow my head took when it collided with the ground got blurred my vision for a few seconds. As my hand held my head, I crept away from the dragon as it darted closer to me, since, as soon as my vision cleared, I'd try my secret weapon. I also heard Gobber and Heather call my name in despair (pretty much like last time, though this time the outcome would be different).

When my vision cleared, I extended my hand to stop the heads, while I was using my other hand to stand. "Back, back!" I shouted to the dragon as I did a 'back motion' with my hand. The dragon, probably smelling the scent of the eel hidden in my fur coat, backed away, while its heads recoiled with fear.

"Go back, back into your cage. Don't make me tell you again." As the dragon went into his cage, I slightly opened my fur coat, showing him the eel. The dragon, even more afraid for seeing the fish, made some noises in anger and fear. "Now, you sit there and think about what you done." I said before throwing the eel in front of it. The dragon, determined to be as far as possible from the eel, was all but glued in the wall.

I clasped my hands to remove the liquid on them after I closed the cell. As I turned around, feeling victorious that it was the second time my project didn't almost kill me, I met 6 faces I'd never forget. Fishlegs had awakened and managed to see my stunt; unfortunately he was soon knocked out by the bucket Snotlout was holding.

Heather, which was kneeled at his side to, probably, tend him, didn't even notice Snotlout's bucket hitting his head, since her eyes were looking at me and about to jump off her face. The twins' faces were hilarious, and Gobber had his jaw dropped to the ground. Even Astrid had a surprised face, as her mouth was only slightly open, contrasting with her eyes that were as wide as Gobber's.

Suddenly feeling very small in face of the whole situation, I tried to make up an excuse to run away from the arena as fast as possible: "So… are we are done? Cause I've got to do something, forge stuff… so… yeah… see y'all later." I said quickly, before running from the arena to my house. Certainly someone would question me later for what I did back there (Heather, probably) and whoever it would be, would try to find me at the forge because of what I said.

**xxxx**

She turned to look at Heather, which was looking at Astrid surprised. Whether because of her vocabulary or the situation, no one knew. "Did you know about that?" Astrid asked, genuinely curious. Since the healer in training was the closest from all of them to Hiccup Astrid had a hunch that she'd know how the boy did what he did.

But, despite her expectations, Heather only shrugged her shoulders before answering:"I have no idea how he did that." she said bewildered.

Everyone had just started acting normally when Tuff began screaming in pain. Heather, prepared in case someone got poisoned, motioned the other to help him. "Astrid, Ruff, get him into the hut. He's been poisoned. Snotlout and Gobber, get Fishlegs there as well. And try to not knock him out again." she said, grabbing her healing bag while the other did what she said.

When everyone was at the hut, she instructed Gobber to put an ice block at Fishlegs' head, while Ruff and Snotlout held Tuff so she could give him poison medicine. Astrid, meanwhile, helped her by boiling the water and putting the herbs inside it to make the medicine. With her help, Heather managed to make Tuff drink the medicine, and as soon as he calmed down he slept.

"He isn't dead, is he?" Ruff asked, surprising Heather by her tone of concern. Apparently, she was the only one to notice it, since no one eyed surprised the female Twin.

"He's fine, he's just sleeping. He'll be better when he wake up. Have Snotlout help you bring him to your house." Weirdly Snotlout didn't even complain as he grabbed Tuff and followed his twin to their house. It was funny to see the Jogerson carry Tuffnut like a sack of potatoes to their house.

Gobber was still holding the ice block in Fishlegs' head when he awoke. As soon as he was awaken Heather motioned Gobber to remove the ice so she could inspect Fishlegs' head for any damage. "So far there's no visible permanent damage. Do you feel anything?" She asked.

Fish took a couple of seconds before answering with a slightly muffled voice: "It just feels like Thor's hammer used it as an anvil." She heard Gobber chuckle behind her. Once Fishlegs was feeling well enough, Gobber helped him to go his house while Fish held another ice block at his head.

After they left she let out a sigh before sitting to rest. Because Heather thought that she was alone she almost jumped out of the chair when someone clearing its throat. She turned her head to see who still was in the hut, and spotted Astrid coming out of the corner. "Oh Astrid, it's you. Sorry I didn't check on you, things were a little rushed, weren't they?" she asked.

Heather motioned Astrid to sit at one of the beds, but the girl refused. She didn't seem to have a lot of injuries except a few light burns, and perhaps some headache."It's okay, I was here, after all, remember?" she said while waving her hand in an 'I don't mind' way and they shared a laugh with that.

While Heather was checking on her, Astrid thought it was the best time to ask her about the arena: "So, do you know how he did it?" She asked with an expectant look in her face. It was obvious to Heather that Astrid wanted to know to the skinny little boy bested Berk's prodigy.

"Why would I tell you? For once he did something others approved and you want to take it from him?" Although Heather didn't mean to, her voice came out harsh with an accusation tone when she answered Astrid's question.

Astrid's gaze dropped a little at such accusation; she just wanted to know how Hiccup did the impossible. "It's not like that… what he did today was unseen, impossible if you could say that. It was like the dragon feared him or as if he controlled the beast. And since you're his best friend, I guessed he would have told you something about it."

Heather heard her words carefully. Apparently Astrid was being honest with her. She guessed that it was a consequence of the talk they held while Hiccup was asleep. This thought then trigger a question inside the raven haired girl's head: "What if he heard us talking?"

She only realized that she spoke out loud when Astrid asked her: "What are you talking about?"

Heather turned to meet Astrid's blue eyes before answering: "I was thinking. You're right, he would have spoken something about that to me, but I was just as surprised as you were back at the arena. What if he heard us talking that day? What I told you was supposed to be a secret." She said somewhat ashamed that she betrayed his trust that day.

Astrid tried to analyze the situation: what Heather told her and what she knew. So far she knew Hiccup did something impossible, she also knew Hiccup didn't tell Heather about that, and that now there was the possibility that he overheard their conversation. "No… I don't think he heard us. From what I guess, he just felt asleep as soon as I entered the hut, and since you told me his injuries kept him from being awake too long, I don't think he awoke when we were talking. Probably it was another of his crazy ideas and he didn't want to get you worried." she reasoned.

Heather looked lost in her own thoughts, perhaps thinking about what she just told her. After a couple of seconds she closed her eyes and sighed while nodding. "I hope you're right. I'll talk to him when I find him." Astrid gave her a nod and left as soon as Heather cleared her out. The young healer could only hope that the blonde was right and Hiccup was indeed trying to not worry her, like he usually does.

She sat slouched at the chair she sat when treating the teens. She noticed Hiccup didn't come to her after training, and she didn't know if it was because he didn't get injured or if he was being stubborn again to treat his injuries. Though almost impossible for a Dragon Training day, she hoped for the former. After all he had been too close to dying just a few days ago.

'Odin's beard, he was close to dying a few moments ago when facing the dragon alone, until he did… whatever he did.' She thought. Her mind was an ocean of thoughts, but a particular one slowly got her more and more scared: 'what if he doesn't trust me anymore?'

**xxxx**

Hiccup ran back to the Cove after staying on his house for awhile. On his way he made sure to cover his tracks and to check out if he was being followed. Watching some of the older people go hunting surely got him a perk or two on how to hide his tracks.

He wanted to talk to Toothless, tell him his idea worked, and so many other things. And then he remembered. Even though Toothless did seem to like his leather tailfin, Hiccup still had to make amends for serving it in the first place (or so he thought he had to).

While he was deep inside the jungle, he slowed his pace to make sure there were no animals nearby, even though unlikely to be any near Raven's Point. "Toothless? Come here bud, we need to talk." He said while entering the Cove. As soon as these words came out of his mouth, a black shape instantaneously came right in front of him, sniffing him ferociously.

He, a little nervous because of the dragon's behavior, held his hands up while speaking in a soothing way: "It's okay bud. I don't have any fish, or weapons, or eels. I also didn't kill the dragon at the ring if that's what you're worried about." Apparently it was, because Toothless stopped sniffing at him as soon as he spoke of the dragon, giving him his attention.

"I used the eel to get him back into its cage, before anyone got hurt." I saw Toothless' eyes narrow a bit, and quickly amended: "I-I'll remove it later, after all it's not like it'll go anywhere. The eel I mean." I sighed in relief when my dragon's expression softened. 'Wait, my dragon? He isn't mine, and I still have to make amends to him.' I thought, correcting my previous thought.

He sat near a rock and leaned his back on it, while waiting for the dragon to at least sit so he could talk. When said dragon lay in front of him, he knew it was the moment to speak. He didn't know how long he would be able to be out there, and he still needed to improve Toothless' tailfin.

So far the only thought that came to him was him having to fly on Toothless so he could make the tailfin work. And that would be impossible to do without first clearing things up. He also knew that Gobber and probably Heather would harass him with questions about the arena, so his work on the tailfin would be limited today.

"Okay… how do I start? How do I start?" he mumbled to himself. Knowing he had to talk with Toothless was one thing, knowing how to talk was apparently another. He sighed and thought: 'better begin with what I know.'

"So, the idea worked. I guess I was lucky that it did, otherwise we wouldn't be talking now." He chuckled, before thinking that he, perhaps, lost my mind. 'Here I am, talking with a dragon. But, somehow, I feel comfortable in doing so, like I used to feel with Heather. At least before she betrayed my trust…'

He shook his head, trying to focus. "Okay… so you know that I'm trying to get you flying again, don't you?" the dragon nodded. 'Good, good, just focus on what you had to say.' He thought to himself. "And you understand what is the purpose of the leather tailfin strapped on your tail?" the dragon looked back to his tail, where the tailfin would have been strapped had Hiccup not taken it back. He gazed at it for a few seconds, before looking back at Hiccup and nodding, slowly. Hiccup could tell the dragon was trying to understand where he was going with this conversation.

He took a deep breath, twice, before speaking. "Your tail was served the night you got trapped in those ropes, wasn't it?" he asked slowly, trying to not show any emotions. Something was nagging his mind, telling him that the dragon could and would sense any emotions he shows. He saw the dragon's pupils narrow a bit, but his pose remained unchanged. The dragon nodded, not removing his gaze on Hiccup.

He gulped, knowing he was about to enter dangerous territory. There was a slight chance the dragon would rip him apart from now on, and that chance would probably just increase. "Do you know who launched that bolas at you?" he could tell that the dragon did not fully understand his question, if the way he tilted his head slightly was any indication. "The ropes with stone balls attached… those are called bolas, and are used to down a dragon when he's out of arms reach" Toothless bared his teeth and snarled a little at his statement, but didn't move. The irony between his pose and his name almost made Hiccup laugh… almost.

Still, the dragon nodded, but then shook his head. It took a while but Hiccup eventually understood. Toothless was telling him that he understood what the bolas are and that no, he didn't know who trapped him. Hiccup barely took notice that he started sweating and his hands were slightly shaking. He was too wrapped trying not to think that his last moments would be talking to an angry grounded Night Fury.

"So… I-I know who grounded you…" and he could tell that Toothless was fully paying attention to him. The dragon could be easily mistaken by a statue because of his stiff position. "It…" he gulped "it was me that shot you down…"

**xxxx**

My mind completely switched off with what the little one said. 'It was me that shot you down' was the only thought inside it, and it was continuously repeating inside my mind, as if mocking me. I felt indignant. How could the hatchling toy with something like that? Being grounded was no joke, and even if he was helping me returned to the skies, he held no rights to joke about that. I sniffed, and sniffed the air, trying to find even the faintest scent that would tell me it was nothing but a cruel joke from the little human.

Instead what caught my scent was fear, a very strong scent of fear, and guilt. My indignation soon became anger. He was speaking the truth after all. But why he would reveal this? Did he do that just to mock me, the downed Night Fury? To gloat that he trapped one of the most feared dragons, a dragon that no one shot down before?

Hiccup curled into himself when Toothless stopped sniffing the air and started growling and stalking toward him. He cursed his laziness for using a rock as a place to rest, because at this moment he was trapped between it and Toothless.

He noticed that Toothless' eyes were almost as slit as they were when they first met. However this time, even curled, he refused to look away. He might be slowly being devoured by fear inside, but he felt that, if he broke his gaze, he would be signing his death sentence.

He knew that this had to be told, that if they were ever to hold a friendship of any sorts he wouldn't be able to hold it with this kind of guilt. He looked into those toxic green eyes until they were inches apart, the dragon's hot breath passing through all his face. He waited, for he knew this moment would change forever how they interacted with each other, much like the day before did.

**xxxx**

I walked slowly toward the hatchling, while looking intimidating. I was surprised that, when we were face-to-face and inches apart, he never looked away from my gaze, even though I could sense his anguish skyrocket. We looked at each other, neither daring to look away, until my anger faded enough that my vision wasn't red anymore.

I stopped to sniff more scents in the air, to understand better his intentions. There was no scent of maliciousness, or pride. That got me confused. What were his reasons to tell me that? I backed away a little and laid down on the ground, front paws crossed and wings folded. However my head still was in eye level with him.

**xxxx**

Hiccup almost fainted when the Night Fury moved. He couldn't even think of the name Toothless when said dragon was baring his teeth to him for what felt like years. He was quickly confused when the dragon lay in front of him, eyes never breaking the gaze, as if he expected something from Hiccup. Hand scratching his chin, Hiccup thought and thought what the Night Fury could expect, and what changed his demeanor.

They stood like two statues, looking into each other for almost half an hour. Only when Hiccup averted his eyes from the dragon's gaze, and looked at the creature's tail, that something triggered inside his head. "So, you want to know why I am helping you. Why I told you these things?" and to his surprised the dragon nodded.

Feeling some weight being lifted from his shoulders, he rubbed his forehead with his hand, before explaining. "W-we trusted each other yesterday, and for a long time, I haven't been as happy as I was after that... You gave me something special, and I can't help but feel that we are developing some a friendship here." He sighed, and took a deep breath. Revisiting his guilt was not an easy task to behold.

"I would never be able to be friends with you while holding this kind of weight. The weight that perhaps you didn't know it was I who did that to you. Even though my view on dragons changed because of you, and I'm doing my best to get you flying again, it still wouldn't be enough if I wasn't sure that you knew I did that. You're one of the few friends I ever had; I couldn't keep a secret like this when you trusted me." He briefly closed his eyes in an attempt to hold up the cauldron of emotions burbling inside him.

**xxxx**

I let the words slowly sink in. The little one was being honest the entire moment he spoke. I felt a little proud that I chose to trust a hatchling with such noble principles. I trusted the hatchling to amend his mistake, and he trusted me that I would be a friend when clearly he needed one.

Dragons had some superior senses when compared to humans. Such as that they could, by scent, see what true emotions laid beneath acts and words. And I could see both sadness and happiness when he mentioned yesterday. A grounded dragon is a dead dragon, every Kin knows this. But this hatchling was determined to prove that this isn't always right.

**xxxx**

He tensed when the dragon stood and only stopped a few inches away, only for his jaw to drop the moment Toothless closed his eyes. He immediately understood what the dragon meant. Toothless forgave him for severing his tail, and accepted his apologies, because he was trying to amend his mistake.

Slowly he lifted his palm, to come in contact with the Night Fury's nose. They held the contact for a few seconds, until the dragon opened his eyes, snorted and ran to the other side of the cove to sleep, much like last time.

Hiccup went there, and slowly approached its tail. When he saw that Toothless saw that, he froze in a moment, before explaining: "I need to fix it, the size of the leather tailfin doesn't equally match yours, and that could hinder your flight. I'll bring it back tomorrow, I promise." When his tail kept waving around, Hiccup face palmed and groaned before addressing Toothless again: "All right, I'll bring more fish too, useless reptile." And a shove on his head indicated Toothless agreed with him.

He grabbed his journal and made a few notes, mostly on what to correct to make the artificial tailfin anatomically similar to the original. After finishing observing and making notes of his tail, Hiccup waved Toothless goodbye before going back to the village. It was almost night time; the sun was a faint orange near the horizon.

**xxxx**

**xxxx**

Instead of working on the tailfin he left it hidden, and went to his house to grab a pair of fishes. Since the Zippleback had two heads, he figured feeding both would prove a good distraction so he could remove the eel without the risk of being mauled, or crisped like a fish as Gobber said during the Training. Not to mention, he needed the dragon to be silent, otherwise it would be kind of hard to explain why he would have opened the Zippleback cage and would have had an eel with him.

He walked to the arena as normally as possible, and once he reached it, he thanked the Gods for not running into anyone while going there. He brought two fishes to give to the heads while he removed the eel, for he could not be sure if the dragon would be willing to stay quiet while he took the dead animal. Placing the fish on the ground, he went to the lever so he could open the cage.

Before he did, though, he spoke to the dragon, thinking it would be able to understand him as Toothless did: "Hi, it's me. The human that threw the eel so you would stay in your cage." He said then stopped, trying to reason if speaking to the Zippleback would make any difference. He decided to continue anyway, as he already had started speaking to it. "So, I'll remove it. Just be quiet and don't do anything okay? I brought some fish for you if you don't kill me or anything like that."

He waited a few moments, but for what he didn't know. Perhaps a growl or something that would indicate the dragon understood him and would do as told. He sighed when no sound came to him, and lowered the lever. He froze when he recalled what happened when Gobber lowered the lever during Dragon Training, and prayed that the dragon wouldn't blow it open again.

He closed his eyes, waiting for the doors to be blown open and the Arena to be flooded with angry Vikings. When nothing happened after a couple of seconds, he released a breath he didn't know he was holding and decided to open his eyes.

Slowly opening them, he met two pair of eyes watching him warily. Without making any sudden moves, he slowly kneeled and took the eel. He froze when the dragon (or dragons, it was hard to know how to call it when they had more than one head.) hissed at him, but otherwise didn't move.

Carefully he held the eel and took it away from the cage. He cleaned his hand on his fur coat after dropping it, and before grabbing the fishes lying in front him, while never letting his back face the dragon.

Holding on each hand a fish, he slowly approached the dragon until he was almost inside the cage. He held up the fish, offering it, and watched as each head slowly grabbed the fish and ate it. He was amazed when each head rubbed its head on his hand (he hadn't lowered it when they took the fish or recoiled. Unlike Toothless, neither of the heads made quick moves to eat the fish).

Seeing that they were also showing a behavior unlike of a mindless beast, he made a vow to himself at that moment: "I promise I won't let anyone harm you guys during Training." He spoke to himself, and missed the dragon's heads looking into each other, as if they were sharing some message.

The dragon then slowly backed away from him, and lay inside its cage. He looked at it, feeling a bit sad that the Zippleback had to be caged, and waved goodbye to the dragon before closing the doors and pulling down the lever.

_**ANII: Thank you NightsAnger for pointing out that my divisor didn't make to the story. I have changed it and hopefully this cursed website won't erase it.**_


	14. Chapter 14

_**AN: Hello fellow readers, and welcome to another chapter of How To Become a Dragon Chief. I am deeply sorry for the delay. I had thought that, with my tests season over, my depression would lighten up, but in faact my depression has struck in deeply and harder. As an apology to all of you this is going to be a double update, meaning another chapter will come up shortly after this one.**_

_**Also I don't know if I said that before, but my health was improved. While I don't know what caused my sickness I no longer feel lack of air or chest ache at all. Thank you NightsAnger for showing concern through your review on chapter 12.**_

_**so, to the review responses..**_

_**Guest: I don't know how many times I have said that before, but I guess that saying it once more won't hurt. Try to put a username when reviewing as a guest so I can address you properly when answering to your review. On another note. I'm happy to hear that you're liking my story, and to inform you that many more chapters are to come.**_

_**NightsAnger: I'm glad that you have liked last chapter, and to hear such praise from it. Also, I want to thank you for pointing out to me through a PM that my line breakers didn't make it. I have changed it (once again) so hopefully this time things will go smoothly when this chapter goes online. Also, just remeber in case it fails, Toothless' POV is, from now onwards, always in first person. I hope you like this chapter as well.**_

_**killerbull27: I'm happý to hear that you managed to catch up before this story has too many chapters. From personal experience, I know how this can be both good and frustrating. Regarding the eel I noticed that when Hiccup released all the dragons the Zippleback seemed to have gotten out of its cage willingly. To me, either someone removed the eel, or Hiccup did. SInce I doubt anyone knew there was an eel inside its cage, , and how it affects dragons, I presumed that Hiccup, at some point, went there and took it. Regarding the pairings I'll leave to you to figure who will win Hiccup's heart.**_

_**Scorpion6955: No worries; I know how being without wifi can be annoying. And I'm very happy to hear all of those praises. Regarding Ruffnut, her question was supposed to sound like a joke, though with a small concern hidden beneath it. It seems that I didn't make this obvious, so I'll look onto this next time she's on spot.**_

_**Ramsy: Worry not, many more chapters are yet to come. I said that last chapter was the last of 2014 because it really was (at least to me). It was supposed to be a joke, though, apparently, a poor one. Next time I make a joke and it turns out to be poor I'd be very grateful if someone points this out. And stay tuned, there will be many more scenes with Hiccup and Heather. The 'correct' term would be Heathercup (as said by Cke1st on her HeatherXHiccup fics). **_

_**WIthout further ado:**_

**xxxxxx**

He took the eel and, after he left the Arena, Hiccup threw it off at the cliffs near the place, before making his way toward home with a hurried pace. He was hungry and tired, and the last thing he wanted was to talk to someone, or questioning him why he was coming from the Arena at such hour.

The Gods must have been on his side today for while he had ran into Gobber, the big Viking only told him to prepare himself to face the Timberjack in two days. He nodded and headed to his home relived that his mentor didn't question anything about his behavior earlier in the arena or why he was coming back from there.

However he couldn't ignore the tingling feeling that Gobber eyed him, trying to get how he did what he did, when he spoke of the Timberjack.

Once inside his house he grabbed half of the bread and went to his room while eating it. He would have to work on Toothless' tailfin under the cover of the night, as well as a saddle (He couldn't see any other way the Night Fury would be able to control the tailfin without him doing so.), but he felt that taking a nap would be a good idea. After he finished eating his bread, he took off his boot, and dropped like a rock on his bed. The events of the day were taking their tow on him as he felt asleep within minutes.

He woke when it was probably after midnight, as he could see the moon through his window. For a moment he was thankful that the night's length increased when it they were near Winter, and because of that he would have more time to work on the forge, specifically on his friend's tailfin, without worrying that someone would come out of nowhere and see his little secret project.

He slipped in his boots and quietly left his house to go to the forge. The streets were empty, though not because most of the village went with Stoick to attack the Nest. Usually, after midnight, the only ones outside were the guards patrolling the streets, on the lookout for any raiding ships (though it has been awhile since they have been raided) or incoming dragons.

He reached to the forge in under a minute. Toothless' tail was already hidden in his room so the only things he had to bring from his house were his journals and sketches. Since he thought no one would go into his private room, his drawings and designs of Toothless would be better hidden there. As soon as he entered the forge, he lit a candle and placed his journal at the desk. It had the measurements he did on Toothless' tail as well as detailed drawings so he could make the fake tailfin more alike to the real one.

He went to the back room and brought Toothless' tail to the table. First thing he would need to do was remake the metal skeleton to match the actual size of the tail. He lit the forge, and placed the metal skeleton above the charcoal to melt. While the metal was heating, he grabbed some leather to sew the tailfin, since what he had sewed needed to be bigger. After a couple of hours melting and molding metal he finally finished the metal skeleton, making it as lightweight as possible so it wouldn't hinder Toothless' balance during flight.

He then proceeded to sew the leather, being as faithful as possible to the anatomy of the real tailfin. When he finished sewing, and bundled together the parts, he took a few minutes to test the contraption and compare with his sketches. Satisfied that it was identical to the real thing he began doing the saddle. After he finished sewing it, he took his blueprints, sketches, saddle and tail and hid it in a wardrobe inside his room. He doused the fires at the forge since he wouldn't use it anymore and didn't want Gobber to find them lit up in the morning.

But, as he looked to the spare leather he had to store before leaving the forge, an idea crossed his mind. He had already planned making some sort of armor that he could use, especially since dragon training begun. Though he hasn't figured how the chest part would be, he had sketched some leather bracelets design for him.

He took the remaining leather and opened his journal on the page where a sketch of a pair of modified brackets was drawn. He started sewing the leather on the crude brackets he had already done. Both would have a belt so he could adjust it on his arm and a sort of connector so he could attach things later, though for the moment he had no idea what he could attach to them.

Even though the light of the candle barely illuminated the forge, Hiccup managed in a couple of minutes to sew a decent pair of leather bracelets as he had designed before. He tested them on his arm, and was happy to see that his labor brought promising results. He took them off and placed at the desk inside his room, since they didn't need to be hidden like Toothless' tailfin. He lit out the candle and was about to open the door when he heard a noise outside.

Hiccup opened the door only enough to peek through it, and saw a shadow, probably no taller than him, walking on the street. Though it was illuminated by the Moon's light, and an occasional torch that was lit, he couldn't recognize who the person was. In fact, he only recognized who it was when he noticed that it was heading toward his house.

Closing the door, Hiccup took his journal and got out of the forge through a window that had a view to the sea. Running as quietly as he could so the person wouldn't be alerted of his presence, he went by the back of the houses toward his house. When he was nearing it, he was relieved to see some light escaping from under the front door, meaning the fire in the fireplace hasn't died yet, and that he wouldn't risk tripping on something.

He quietly entered through the back door, the same he had used to leave his house to go search for Toothless, and walked to his room. He took a candle and lit before walking to the stairs, so his room wouldn't be dark.

Just as he closed his door, he heard the front door opening. Instead of faking sleep, he decided to sit down in front of his table and open his journal so it would appear that he was working on a new idea. Thankfully all sketches of Toothless were hidden in the forge, so there was no risk of someone seeing them. He began drawing some ideas of an armor set to him that he had earlier, and was thinking on how he could modify his bracelets, should the person come to his room and look at what he was doing.

**xxxx**

Heather quietly stepped in the chief's house. She asked Gobber earlier if he had seen Hiccup, and the only answer that he got was that the lad was probably sleeping. She didn't find odd his answer because she had noticed, before he hurriedly left the arena, that he didn't seem to have slept much the night before.

She noticed that the fireplace was lit before even entering the house, as the light coming from it escaped through the cracks of the door, and under it. However she didn't know if Hiccup was awake. Winter is coming, so it was common that most houses would let the fire lit so it wouldn't be too cold at night.

She slowly stepped in and as saw that the main room was empty, she assumed that he was in his room. Since he was the son's chief, he actually had a door, which was currently closed, on his room, a privilege few in the village had. She climbed the stairs, but stopped in front of the door. She could knock and hope he was awake to answer, or just enter and hope she wouldn't awake him. Since she was already kind of trespassing into his house, and suspected he was keeping a secret from her, she decided for the former. She knocked twice and spoke: "Hiccup? You're awake? I wanted to talk to you…" and waited.

Of the few seconds that had passed since he began drawing his armor Hiccup was already in immersed in it, thinking of ideas to make his armor. Because of that, he was a little startled when he heard Heather's voice, though he quickly recovered, as he sort of expected her.

What he didn't expect was to hear her knocking his room's door, rather than the house's door. He had heard it opening, but he had thought that she would have knocked it before stepping inside his house. He let out a sigh before getting up from his chair to open the door to her. He gestured for her to come in and closed the door as soon as she entered the room. He sat back at his chair and resumed his work as if she wasn't in the room.

He didn't want her to see his nervousness after all. It was clear to him that he had not escaped being questioned about his performance in the Arena.

She sat on his bed and watched as he sat in his chair, resuming his work on something she couldn't see. She saw him doing something with the charcoal pencil and assumed he was either sketching or writing one of his ideas. She wanted to see what he was doing and pondered whenever she should just get up and look or ask him. Since she found odd his silence, she decided for the later.

"So… what are you doing there?" she asked a bit hesitantly. He hadn't said a word since he opened the door for her, and she was slightly scared that he was mad at her for entering his house without permission. Not that he would have heard her knock outside if he was this concentrated before she came in though.

"Oh… sorry. I was putting down some ideas to make an armor set. I'm trying to figure it out. If I make it out of leather, it would be lightweight, though it wouldn't both protect me and would be easily flammable. And if I did out of metal, it would be too heavy for me to use, and heated metal could as easily burn me as dragon fire. So, you have any suggestions?" he looked at her during the middle of his speech, and had an expectant look in his eyes, as they looked for her waiting an answer.

Talking about forging always seemed to dissipate his nervousness.

She stood and went to his side to look at what he sketched. The armor was fairly normal, though, for someone who knew him, there were visibly touches of his own (like the fact that it wasn't a normal Viking chainmail). She placed a hand on her chin and thought about what he said. A few seconds passed before she had a couple of ideas, even though she barely knew anything about smithing.

"Well. I'm not so sure what could you do about the fire problem. The only way to make a fireproof armor would be to do it out of dragon scales" she let a little laugh at the idea. "…but you could trying sewing plaques of metal between two layers of leather, so it wouldn't be so heavy for you to use and it would give you a better protection when being attacked by a dragon's claws or mouth. Though I don't know if it is possible, you're the blacksmith after all so you should know better."

She saw he had that thoughtful look at his face. The same look he always has before having an idea to a new invention. She waited for his response, and after a while started to grow worried that he took her joke of a scaled armor seriously. Given his craziness (sometimes she thought he got it after being around Gobber for years) it was possible that he would try to build one.

He almost didn't hear her suggestion about the metal plaques. His mind had set on her idea of making a dragon-scaled armor. He wondered if Toothless shed his scales like the other dragons (he probably does, Hiccup mused), and should the dragon do it, if he would be able to collect them, and how he would be able to melt them together or knit them together.

When he saw the worried look growing on her face, he felt he needed to reassure her he wouldn't do anything (too) stupid. "Relax; I won't break into the Arena to collect dragon scales. I was thinking about your idea of metal plaques. It is possible to do, yes, though the size of the plaques would need time and attention to be properly done." And he gave her his signature smile to reassure her (though he didn't know he had one).

He also wrote down her idea so she could be sure he didn't take seriously her idea of using dragon scales. He wrote a note on the same page where he was writing his idea to the leather bracelets. And he made a mental note to write down her suggestion about dragon scales later. He would probably ask Toothless about that.

Even though a part of her told her to worry that he would do something about the dragon scales, she eventually agreed when he gave her his signature goofy smile. The same way he always gave in when she gave him her motherly look, she did the same by seeing that smile. While he was finishing writing her idea, she placed a hand at her chin and started pondering at something. When he turned to look at her again, he saw she had a thoughtful look for a couple of seconds before speaking: "Say… didn't you do already have an armor set designed to you?"

When she met a confused look, she felt the need to explain what she asked:" That day you ran into the forge. You said you were going to write down some ideas for this and forge it. Didn't you have already built one?" and that moment he was thankful he just had an idea on how to modify his leather bracelets.

"Ohh, yes, I remember that. I did do a pair of leather bracelets. I had written down some ideas on how to modify it, like attaching a compartment to hold some paper and charcoal pencil so I wouldn't run out of it when I'm in the woods sketching or drawing, or something to hold my dagger, since I made it lightweight" 'and have to take it out of a lake. Hopefully it won't be rusted beyond repair.' he finished in his mind.

He almost laughed at the comical look she gave him, but all that came out was a smile. "I never got to tell you, did I?" she shook her head and gestured so that he would explain. "Well, I was experiencing a smithing technique before I built that axe…" and the brief look of guilt that crossed her eyes didn't go unnoticed by him.

'I did well in not telling her about Toothless, so it seems. Even if it hurts lying to her.' he thought to himself somewhat sad and went to continue his explanation before she suspected anything: "… I was trying a new kind of smithing. It was a mix of Gobber's and some I've read in the books I've got from Johann. I almost blew the forge that day, but I managed to create the dagger. It was lighter and stronger than a what we usually forge."

"After Gobber smacked my head and gave me a lesson, he was perplexed by it. I managed to talk to him to keep a secret, since I both almost lost the forge and got a couple of burns you treated after, and that if anyone asked why my dagger was always bright he would tell them I just like to polish it often" and an idea came to him. He could build Toothless' rig using that. It would make the rig have a perfect weight, and also be quite strong.

She was already lost in thoughts before he finished. She recalled that day. He had come to her hut with his tunic half burned and a couple of burns, but also with a smile on his face. She didn't even get to ask what made him so happy because she was busy tendering his burns and worried about the pain he was feeling while treating it. Later, when she had seen that dagger, she had assumed it had been a gift from either Gobber or Stoick. And only now that he spoke, she noticed that it indeed seemed to be always shiny.

"Now that you mention it, the dagger seemed to be shiny indeed. I thought it had been a gift from Gobber or your dad. That's why I never asked about it" she saw he was vaguely looking at her. But not in the dreamy way he look at Astrid, it was a thoughtful look that he has when a new idea come to his mind. She decided to toy with it when he comes back to reality. It was always funny to see him embarrassed for day-dreaming in front of her…

Her suggestion wasn't bad. It surely would have been nice if it was a gift, especially if it had been from his father. Though the reality was also nice, since it was one of the few ideas he had that successfully worked. He was brought back to reality when he heard Heather calling out his name.

"Hiccup? Hiccup? Are you there?" He heard as he snapped back to reality. Realizing he was lost in thoughts looking at her, he averted his gaze, embarrassed. He sometimes zoned out, but it never ceased to make him self-conscious when he does that in front of Heather.

"Sorry I zoned out. " He mumbled, sheepishly while rubbing the back of his neck with his hand.

Heather just shook her head before beginning with her teasing:"It's okay, though I thought you would only look at Astrid that way." She teased and couldn't help but let a small laugh come out when he got redder than a Nightmare. He put his hands in his face to hide his embarrassment from her, not that it worked.

"Oh Gods. I-I-I'm sorry. I wasn't looking, not that there isn't anything to look. I mean, is not that you're not beautiful. I mean, you are, but I wasn't looking at you like that. I don't look at you like I do with Astrid. I-I mean," he facepalmed, "I can't believe I just said that. She'll skin me alive if she knows I gaze at her…" and with every word he spoke, his face turned from red to white as he paled more and more, until he passed out, his head hitting straight his desk.

Heather finished laughing shaking her head a little after he passed out. She wasn't all worried about him, only slightly that she might have broken the poor boy's mind. Years of friendship have passed and yet she still manages to get him embarrassed when mentioning Astrid. She went to his bed and grabbed his fur blanket so he wouldn't be cold while sleeping. Even if he was skinny she didn't have the strength to take him to his bed.

She put it around him and caressed his hair for a little while; a smile at her face. She kissed his forehead, and whispered to him "Goodnight Hiccup" before leaving the house. She didn't douse the candle since it was at the end, and didn't need to bring it down since the fireplace was still lit. She threw a lodge at it so it would last a little longer, and left the house.

She was aware that she didn't get to talk to him about his performance earlier in the arena, but it was surely good to talk to him. These days both of them had been busy, and didn't get much time to speak about other things than Dragon Training. She was often treating his and the teens' injuries, while he would go to the forest and stay there for long periods. It felt good to actually talk to him like they usually did these past years, instead of being concerned for his safety.

Moreover, he actually told her he thought she was beautiful (much to her surprise and probably his own as well), and even though she already knew, he actually blurted out he gazed at Astrid. She wouldn't tell her that, because she knew he was right. He would indeed be skinned alive since, from what she knew, Astrid was oblivious to his gazing. She could ask him the next day how he did it, but didn't regret not even for a second not asking today.

**xxxxxx**

_**Ramsy: I find a bit funny how you said you wanted more Hiccup-Heather scenes and half of this chapter turned out to be one. I hope you enjoy, and I'm eager to hear what you have thought of it.**_


	15. Chapter 15

_**AN: there isn't much to be said since this chapter is being uploaded right after the last one. I would like, however, if you guys could review them separetely, as if this chapter was uploaded a week after the last one, instead of only a few minutes. Reviews for the last chapter will be answered on this one, so for those that read my review responses keep an eye out for any modfications I may have done on this chapter when I upload chapter 16.**_

_**Post update review responses:**_

_**Scorpion6955: regarding the descriptive words, if you're speaking of how Toothless saw the fishing rods, then it is meant to be like this. Albeit a very intelligent dragon, he doesn't know everything about Vikings, so somethings, like the fishing rod, he can only describe through what he knows (which would be wood, leather and metal). About the overcomplicating things, yes I overcomplicate sometimes, though that scene i wanted to highlight how Hiccup was finding odd Heather's actions, and sort of afraid too.**_

_**NightsAnger: a Hiccup without hopelessness when interacting with women woudln't be Hiccup. Even though he spent ten years being Heather's friend, somethings never change**_

_**Without further ado:**_

**xxxxxx**

The next day…

Hiccup woke up to the sound of someone banging at his door. For a second, he looked at his room feeling lost and dizzy, with a blanket around him that he didn't remember grabbing in the first place. Then last night came to him, and he got red again in embarrassment. He wrote down a note about the scaled armor, since it was an interesting suggestion and another to remind him to go talk to Heather about last night later.

He didn't want to take any chances about Astrid knowing about his gazing.

When the banging got louder, he hurried himself downstairs so whoever it was wouldn't crush the door. When he opened it, he found a not so amused Gobber standing in front of it. "Yeh all will have a training lesson at the tower. I need yeh all briefed on the Timberjack before goin' to fight it tomorrow. Don't be late." and with that the man left to the Arena, probably to set up some kind of craziness as usual.

Hiccup sat in front of the table and took a piece of bread and ate it with a mug of mead. He wasn't much of a drinker as most Vikings here (as in he would rather enjoy the mead instead of drinking until everything was a blur), even though he could fairly hold himself. Not like Fishlegs though. Because of his huge frame, he could almost challenge Stoick or Gobber in a drinking contest.

Emphasis on 'almost' as both Stoick and Gobber could drink a whole barrel without passing out. Hiccup doubted Fishlegs could do the same.

After finishing his breakfast, he went to the forge, and was glad that Gobber had awoken him early. Few people were awake, and almost all of them were going to the Great Hall to eat. Since most of the village was at the Nest hunt, the few that stayed behind usually went to the Great Hall to eat, since either they didn't know how to cook or didn't want to eat alone. Of course, Hiccup was the exception, to both cases.

Being basically on his own since 5, he learned to do a couple of things by himself. It was the time his father stopped to be his father and became Chief almost exclusively. It also helped that he often looked after Heather and vice-versa, so they exchanged some knowledge. She taught him how to sew, since she learned from the healer how to stitch battle wounds, and he taught her how to cook and how to write once he learned it. She knew how to read since it was required by the healer so she would be able to identify the different herbs both in books and in the storage, and he because it was required of a chief's son, so neither did much about that.

He grabbed the saddle and tailfin, and before leaving he decided to grab his leather bracelets as well. Since they were going against the giant dragon with razor-sharp wings, he might as well give it some tests with Toothless. He was about to leave when he remembered his promise to give him some fish. After grabbing a basket and his fishing equipment, he threw his things inside the basket so it would be easier to carry it and went to the cove.

**xxxx**

**xxxx**

When he entered it, he saw Toothless coming to him. He set his things down at a nearby rock, and grabbed the basket and the fishing equipment. When Toothless was near him, he gave a rub behind his earplate, and was very much amused when he heard the dragon purr like an overgrown cat. "Hey bud, I'll be back in a second. Think you can watch my things for a couple of minutes? I've got to get you those fish." He said before taking out the items from inside the basket to set them aside so he could store fish inside it.

My head shot up. Even before he entered the cove, I was already a little disappointed that he didn't bring the fish he promised, given the lack of fish smell. Since he had brought twice before, I simply assumed he had forgotten. Sensing the little hatchling was a little tired, I deduced he spent quite the time working on my tail, and whatever it was wrapped around his arms. So it was only obvious that I was surprised when he spoke of getting me some fish.

I nodded to him, though I was wondering how he would do that. We knew the Vikings held their fish in some kind of storage house, although the place wasn't much appealing to approach. Raiding it wouldn't probably satisfy the Queen, nor were the fish fresh so we could enjoy it when eating. Because of that, it was rare that a Kin would go for it.

Since it was obvious that he wouldn't be getting fish from there, as I knew he had done before for the fishes he brought were not so fresh, I eyed him, trying to figure out how would he do that. Among the basket that usually had fish was a weird device made of wood and metal and tanned skin. Was he going to use that to get me fish? I huffed; humans were indeed strange beings.

Hiccup jogged to a nearby river after leaving the cove. Since he would pass most of the day with Toothless, he was quite in a good mood. He would only notice later that he was glad he had made a note to talk to Heather later, because at this moment nothing about the matter was on his head.

He stopped by the river and sat. He set his fishing equipment and began waiting for the fish to snatch the bait. Hiccup passed almost two hours fishing, and sketching the view while waiting for the fish to take the bait. At the end of his first charcoal pencil, he had little more than a dozen fishes inside the basket. Sure Toothless had been well fed yesterday, and though it wasn't much, he thought the dark dragon would appreciate the fresh fish much more than the couple of dozens of old fish he had brought.

Moreover he couldn't spend more time fishing if he wanted to be with Toothless for awhile.

He returned to the cove and stopped at the sight before him. Toothless was curled around his equipment, eyes looking at his figure with tenderness, or so he imagined. Over a couple of days he had won a great friend that forgave his mistakes and liked him for who he was, even though it was a reptilian friend. He slowly walked toward his friend, dropping the basked filled with fish and his fishing equipment as he neared Toothless. He gave the dragon an affectionate pat in the head, who, in return, crooned in response.

He went to the other side of the cove and grabbed a couple of sticks and small logs. He made a small camp fire and asked Toothless to light it gently, since he didn't have a flint nor he was good at making fires. The dragon happily obliged and soon he launched a small, weak plasma blast at the woodpile, lighting it up.

Basked in the warmth of the flames Hiccup sat and leaned his back on the dragon lying behind him. He took the basket, which was near him, and dropped it, letting the fish inside it fall out. He grabbed a fish from the small pile for himself and stabbed a stick through it to cook it.

He looked at the dragon, which was looking at him with a curious gaze. "Sorry if it's not much. It took me almost two hours to snatch those for you. I would have taken longer to fish more, but I wanted to spend more time with you." and with that he tipped the small pile of fish toward Toothless. He grimaced, again, when the disgusting noise of fish slipping on the ground reached his ears.

I was looking at the hatchling when he grabbed a fish out of the pile that fell from the basked. I was wondering if he would only give me that one, since he fed me nicely yesterday. I wouldn't complain if he did so, since, by the smell of it, it was fresh. Not just because of this, but also because I learned to appreciate the fish I eat after spending almost a week starving. Even though those two fish had been far from fresh, fish had never tasted as good as it did that day.

Though I'd never admit, I was quite touched when he told me he wanted my company and gave me the rest of the fish he had caught. He was right; it wasn't much, at least for a dragon like me. There was probably a little over than a dozen fishes, but the fact that he himself caught all of them, and that they were fresh made this meal special. He cooked his fish (albeit I have no idea why) and we both ate together.

Testing my artificial tailfin could wait a little.

**xxxx**

The two of them ate in silence, gently bathed by the small heat the campfire gave, and enjoying the company of one another in silence. If anyone told them a couple of weeks earlier that they'd be doing that, both would have thought that whoever told them this was insane, be it a dragon or a Viking.

Hiccup smiled. It was rare for him to enjoy the silence. And this time, he had a friend to enjoy it. While Heather had always been a friend to him ever since that raid, he lost some faith he had on her ever since she told Astrid it was him who had forged her axe. And while Astrid had been his friend before, he could not remember being this happy with her, maybe because she stopped being his friend when they were around 6 years-old; therefore he didn't have many memories of playing with her. Today, sadly, she was only a childhood lost friend that he currently had a crush on.

He sighed at this sea of thoughts that washed through his mind. Too much happened to him, but he never stopped to think about. His mind had always been on proving himself to his father, on killing a dragon, on being a friend to Heather. Now Heather no longer had his full trust, his father was away searching for the Nest, and he no longer wanted to kill what he once called mindless beasts. It opened him to the possibility of thinking his life over, and to reflect about it a little.

And now that his mind didn't have to think about these things anymore, all those years came back to him. He reflected, thought, wondered. And for some reason, the idea of sharing some of what was on his mind with Toothless didn't seem nuts, or crazy, or mindless, or dumb. Maybe amusing, talking to a dragon as if he would answer back, but still, it just seemed right.

"You know… it's been awhile since I could just sit down and think. I honestly can't even remember just sitting with Astrid and we both just enjoying the company of each other while relaxing. She is a warrior that everyone knows. She always wanted to play some game where she would be a great warrior or something like that. And I guess she liked the stories I invented when I played with her years ago." He contemplated.

After a pause, he continued speaking, while unaware that he had Toothless' full attention. "I don't know… She drifted away from me after that raid. I didn't even notice at the beginning. I was too busy with the apprenticeship, with helping Heather cope with the loss of her parents, and shortly after I began to try to prove to my father that he could be proud of me. I only noticed that she was distant when we were barely friends anymore."

He chuckled a little, and he missed the bewildered look Toothless' face had. "It's kind of fun to think. For what I recall, she was just like me, trying to prove herself to everyone. Months after that raid the Flightmare came and she lost her Uncle. Fearless Finn Hofferson, as he was known until that day. After that, all that was known is that 'the Hoffersons freeze when the Flightmare comes'. Kind of cruel actually, but again, Vikings aren't known to be soft people, or the most sensible ones." Toothless huffed in agreement, earning a chuckle from the boy.

"I remember when she came to me and told that. Perhaps it was the last time I have seen her so fragile. Little after this happened she began training almost nonstop. The little moments we played the story I invented, she was much more aggressive. I guess we both changed when we were five, and we both want, or at least wanted the same. We just went through different paths. She chose training, and I chose to build contraptions when my apprenticeship ended." He reflected, finding almost comical how two people, almost the opposite of one another, could be so similar at the same time.

He closed his eyes and took a deep breath. His mind failed to acknowledge the lone tears that travelled his face. That is until Toothless licked it. "Ohh, whatcha…" he touched his face to clean the dragon saliva on it and only then he noticed he had shed a couple of tears when remembering all of these memories. He cleaned his face and pat Toothless. "Thanks bud, it's good to know I can count on you." The dragon crooned, as if saying 'whenever you need'.

"Anyway… Heather probably thought she owed me for comforting her after she lost her parents so she started to be more trusting with me. And because I was frequently visiting the healer either because I burned myself on the forge, or got hurt trying a new invention, we got close. Maybe if it weren't for that, we wouldn't be so close now…" he trailed off, a hand on his chin and a vague expression on his face. His eyes weren't focused on anything, just staring blankly at the cove's wall.

He was pondering how a single fact changed drastically his life just like the simple fact that he had looked at Toothless' eyes when he found the Night Fury downed.

"I guess that if things had been different, maybe I'd be training with Astrid instead of building crazy contraptions, considering that I actually could keep up with her training. But, then again, we wouldn't have met, and I wouldn't be so close to Heather." He breathed deeply and passed his hand through his head in slight frustration.

"It's kind of messy… and sad. I can't think of any scenario where Heather, you and Astrid would be my friends now-a-days. Maybe because it doesn't exist…" he looked at the sky as different emotions washed through him. Most of all, he was relieved to let it all out for a little. Even though Toothless couldn't answer back, talking those things out of him seemed to lift a weight from his shoulders that he didn't know he had been carrying.

"Well, I guess I won't be going to Gobber's lesson today." He said as he recalled Gobber's words. "It is not like I would be able to pay attention to him anyway. Also I don't think I want to see the teens. I don't think I'm ready to face their questions about my 'performance'." This wasn't the only reason though, since he disliked them quite a bit, especially when they bullied Heather for the simple fact that she was friends with 'Useless.' Hiccup could deal with his bullying, but his enmity toward them grew every time he heard a loathing comment about the young healer.

He never dared to suggest Heather that she should stop being friends with him so the teens would stop mocking her. Every time he thought this idea he could clearly see himself earning a slap and an earful from her.

He shook his head to push away his mind from this trail of hateful thoughts. He didn't like the idea of hating someone, even if they deserved it, especially now. There was more than enough hate directed toward the dragons and to direct any more of it toward a fellow Viking seemed pointless. He turned to look at Toothless, mildly amused at how he once wanted to kill this dragon to avenge his mother and was now leaning on the belly of a Night Fury, when an idea crossed his mind.

"Toothless. Think you could give me some tips on how to subdue a Timberjack so no one gets hurt?" the dragon looked at him with a lost expression, then after a minute looked as if he was insane. Finally a grin crossed the draconic face and he nodded. Hiccup paled a little seeing that mischievous grin.

"Oh boy, I think I gonna regret that…" he said to himself.

Meanwhile…

Gobber was overlooking at the village from the tower. All the other teens were there, minus Hiccup. When saw that Heather climbed the catapult tower without Hiccup, he was slightly sad for a second. "Sorry Gobber. I couldn't find him, although I think he's probably in the forest. Do you want me to go search for him there?" she asked, also worried about the missing boy.

He shook his head. "No need lass. Yeh will also need to hear the briefing. I don't think yeh are so familiar with Timberjack wounds, are yeh?" she shook her head. "Also, I told him 'bout the meeting and he's not dumb. He's probably thinking on how to approach the dragon tomorrow his way if he didn't want to come here. Besides, he read the Book of Dragons, so I think he's familiar enough with the Timberjack." He reasoned, although more to himself than to the lass before him.

He turned to seat, but before doing so he turned again and gestured to Heather come to the circle. When she passed through him, he stopped her with his hook and whispered to her: "Anyway, if yeh see him today, give him the tips I'll talk about, and a smack in the head." He grinned when he saw a smirk on Heather's face. Satisfied with that, they both sat around the campfire so he would begin his lesson.

"So… Yeh're all here to learn a little more 'bout the Timberjack. Since he's different from the other dragons yeh fought, I have to brief yeh before yeh meet him tomorrow." But before he could continue, he was interrupted by Snotlout. Sometimes he really wished that a dragon would maul the arrogant boy, but then he would have to deal with Stoick shouting on his ear for letting a dragon turn one of the teens into a meal.

"Ha. I don't need tips. I could kill this dragon right now… with my face." He finished pointing to his face, much like he did the last time they reunited in this same tower. Astrid and Heather both gave him a blank look, while Fishlegs was amused, probably recalling the answer Tuff gave last time Snotlout said this. The Twins were grinning at the prospect of seeing a dragon mauling Snotlout's face.

"Na ah ah." Interrupted Gobber before resuming his speech. "Maybe with the others yeh could. But this devil is different. I suggest yeh sit and hear, unless yeh want to be sliced in two tomorrow." And he knew he accomplished the desired effect when the burly Viking paled, although this didn't stop him from retorting again.

"But why she's here"-he pointed to the healer in training-"and why isn't that fishbone here. Didn't everyone from Training need to come?" Gobber didn't show, but he was trying to think of something to have Snotlout back off. Telling the truth would only increase his ego. There was also the fact that he never liked when someone referred to Hiccup like that. Yes, Gobber did so, but always in a playful way. He could tell the others didn't say it that way, more like offensively.

"I gave him a quick lesson. He's working at the forge while I brief yeh all. And she's here because she's not used to Timberjack injuries. So if any of yeh runts get injured tomorrow on the arm or the leg, she won't have to chop it off." He lectured, while waving his hook around. Gobber chucked a little when everyone, including Astrid, paled at the thought of being amputated. Fishlegs unfortunately had passed out…

…Until Astrid awoke him with a jab on the ribs. She returned to her sit and missed the glare Heather gave her, since tt would be another wound she would have to deal this day. Gobber continued his lesson once everyone was paying attention to him and Snotlout had his mouth shut.

After a couple of hours, he managed to end his lesson. It was night already, and everyone had to rest for the following day. When he was about to get up, Heather saw a mop of auburn hair coming out of the woods. With that she hurriedly got up, pat Gobber's shoulder and left the tower.

At first he was confused of why she hurriedly got up, but when she patted his shoulder and left in a hurry he deduced the girl must have seen Hiccup. While he finished off dousing the campfire he had built, she ran to meet Hiccup, who had entered the forge.

Unfortunately, due to her energy, she just barred inside the forge through the front door, startling the young blacksmith and making him drop a couple of shields on top of him. She laughed when she found Hiccup beneath a pile of broken shields. "Glad to know my clumsiness amuses you. To what do I own the pleasure of your urgency?" he cooked his eyebrow questioningly, his sarcasm never failing to show up.

She took a couple of seconds to finish laughing. Her hands were at her stomach since it was hurting because she laughed so hard. Only when she was able to regain her breath that she did speak: "Well. I didn't see you all day. Besides, you missed Gobber's briefing. I know you're not dumb or anything, but I think you should have gone to it." She spoke as she sat in a nearby chair while regaining her breath.

Hiccup, meanwhile, was busy getting off from under the pile of shields. While his training with Toothless today built him some strength, albeit leaving him with pain in every possible place, and his work on the forge had somewhat paid off, he still struggled to get up. He didn't miss a word that Heather spoke while doing so, though.

Once he dusted himself off he did reply: "Well. I didn't think I would have paid much attention. That and… I didn't want to see them." She was a little surprised. While it was obvious he wasn't friends with the group, he never really evinced his desire to be away from them. She was about to talk, but he continued, oblivious to the surprised look she had in her face.

"Also I already read about the Timberjack on the book of dragons. Gobber won't probably allow us to kill it, since it's a rare breed and hard to catch, so it's obvious he'll do some twist. I was thinking on some modifications to adapt my bracelets so I would be more protected tomorrow and was about to start it until someone scared the Hel out of me." His expression ranged between annoyance and amusement, while Heather's was between relief and embarrassment.

Averting her gaze from him, she spoke while rubbing the back of her neck. It was a habit she was starting to get from Hiccup whenever the boy was embarrassed. "Well… want to share what you thought?" Only when he turned around, his back facing her, the floor was no longer interesting to her.

He went back to his room to grab his journal. While he wouldn't say he trained with the offspring of lighting and death itself to subdue the Timberjack, he would share his plans for the bracelets so both would be sleep at ease. He wouldn't be eyed suspiciously by her during the next few minutes and the Training, and she wouldn't be so worried about his safety tomorrow.

"So… I kind of mixed your idea of metal plaques with some of my own." He showed her what looked like the diagram of a retractable shield, albeit the shield wasn't the standard circle one. "Since it uses its razor sharp wings to attack, the wood shields would be pretty much useless after a swing or two. I managed to think of a sort of retractable metal shield that would last longer. It's more like a pile of small metal squared plaques that can slide to create a plaque big enough to protect my upper body" he explained while pointing his finger at his diagram.

She stared amazed at the diagram. It was a smart tactical decision. Not only it would protect him more, but also give him more mobility, as this shield didn't seem to be as cumbersome to someone like him as a common shield is. "Well, that is for one bracelet. Did you think of anything for the other?" she asked.

"Well… not so much. I thought of using it to hold my dagger, although I already use my belt for that." He scratched his chin, trying to think of something else. "Besides that, I can't think of anything more to do." He shrugged, caring little about what to do with the other bracket.

Heather, satisfied with the answer, was about to leave. Although she wanted before, she didn't have the heart to give him a smack like she told Gobber she'd do. He clearly didn't miss it for nothing. Thinking about tomorrow, she was brought up to think of yesterday, and his performance at the arena.

"Say… how did you make the Zippleback be afraid of you?"

**xxxxxx**

_**So, I hope this double updat emakes up for my delay. Please do try to review each chapter rather than writing a review for both on this one. It makes it easier to answer you all.**_

_**Until next time**_


	16. Chapter 16

**_AN: Hello my fellow readers. Welcome to another chapter of How To Become a Dragon Chief. Not exactly a week after since the last update, but it is an improvement, I believe. Things are slowly getting better, thanks to some very good friends i have befriended in here._**

**_Anyway, to the review response:_**

**_Scorpion6955: well, you'll see in this chapter what it'll protect him. And my theory is that she wouldn't, both because a dragon can't simply carry much fish, and because they would either be very salted, or beyond fresh. I think the dragons like their food fresh. I wouldn't say it was very scientic, or even blunt. But this fic is supposed to be a bit darker than the movie, so it'll have more realistic elements. The idea that one of them can easily lose a limb on Dragon Training is very real. And don't worry, I won't leave this fandom, not until this story is complete at least._**

**_NightsAnger: I didn't do a mistake this time. Sinc there was a change of POv twice, I think that the words I used (and the use of first person) made clear for everyone whose POV it was. And i'm really glad that you liked Toothless scenes. There will be more of those, and I hope you enjoy them as well._**

**_Without further ado:_**

**xxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxx**

"Say… how did you make the Zippleback be afraid of you?" He was working on the bracelets, sewing one of them, when he froze at hearing this. Though inside he was panicking, he managed to look blankly at her long enough for her to explain herself. Even though he didn't need that from her, he did manage to buy some time so he could think of a proper excuse.

"The last Training you had. You managed to bring the dragon to its cage bare handed. How did you do that? It was almost like it was afraid of you" she finished, and looked at him, waiting for an answer.

He had thought before of what he would tell her if she asked that. To be honest, he was a bit surprised it took her this long to ask about. He thought of saying the truth, but considered she would either think he's mad and would demand another answer, or she would ask him how he knew that. Either way, he wasn't looking at the prospect of answering neither of those questions.

He decided to lie, even though he hated doing so. Though he wasn't good at it, he would need to do it convincingly, for Toothless. He really hoped one day he would be able to tell her about Toothless so he wouldn't need to lie to her anymore, but until then he couldn't risk. Had she not told Astrid about that axe, he would have told her already. But, unfortunately, that event shattered the trust he had on her.

"Well, I decided to explore a different section of the forest that day. And" he paused to think a little more "I don't know, maybe I rubbed into some kind of leaf or substance poisonous to dragons. I only noticed that when I noticed he wasn't mangling me or roasting me like a chicken." He chuckled at the idea.

'Only he could joke with a situation like this.' Heather marveled with amusement and horror.

And he won a smack in the head. He turned to look at Heather, who was smirking at him. Though it wasn't meant to hurt, he did notice it was a smack like 'you spoke too much crap'. Or, maybe, he won the smack because he had been missing all day and she had not had the opportunity to give it before she found him at this moment…

'Perhaps both, considering who smacked me' He thought.

Though she was fairly convinced at what he said, as she had noticed that no dragon came near the healer's hut during the raids, but was still slightly doubtful because his fingers were unusually restless, his comment still set her off. She was always set off at how he could joke or make a sarcastic remark at any kind of dire situation, and this one was not different. She didn't doubt that this crossed his mind that exact moment.

"Well…" she spoke, finishing the awkward silence- "I'm off to bed. Don't stay up too late and good luck tomorrow. Goodnight Hiccup." And with that she walked, and left briefly before hearing him bid her goodnight. Hiccup was a little more on the forge to complete his work on both bracelets. It took him no more than an hour. Heather, meanwhile went to sleep so she would be well rested for the stressful day that tomorrow would be.

Both failed to see that Astrid had eavesdropped once she had noticed both of them were talking. She was already suspicious when Gobber told Hiccup was working at the forge, as she had seen there was no light or smoke coming out of it, and while she could ask Heather about that topic, she didn't want to press her luck too much.

Heather might be friendly toward her for the time being, but she had no way to know for how long or to what extent the healer would be. Given that they shared some secrets that night, she presumed it would be to a good extent, good enough that Heather may have shared with her this information, but then again, she didn't want to use her luck too early. She was a bit curious to see what the boy would pull out tomorrow.

The next day…

Hiccup had gone to his home after finishing his work. As he planned to use his bracelets he had brought them and had left on the desk he had in his room before sleeping. He woke up to the sound of thundering roaring his house. However it was not the usual Gobber's thundering knocks on the door, but an actual thunder.

Yawning, he sat up and went to the door after stretching himself to see if it was raining. He opened it and confirmed his thoughts: It was raining, and given the look Gobber had while heading for the Arena, they would face a rare dragon, with some Gobber-twist among it, all of that while under the freezing rain that was blessing Berk this day.

"Today looks to be very promising" Hiccup mused out loud.

It would have been nice if it was any other dragon. But Timberjacks were known to rarely use their fire. Since they lived in forest, using their fire meant the potential loss of their nest. And considering they had those giant wings, using their fire for self defense was almost unnecessary.

He closed the door and went to the table. He wanted to eat calmly since this day would be anything but calm. He also had to see Toothless since he left the tail and saddle on the Cove. The overgrown salamander was too hesitant to have it removed. He wondered a bit if it didn't get him itchy after sleeping with it.

He finished his food and went to his room to take the bracelets. By looking at it, the only thing he could, at first sight notice, was some straps on the right one besides the necessary to hold it onto his arm, and a set of small metal bars on the left one.

He had ended up doing a holster to shelter his dagger on the other bracelet since he didn't have anything else do put in it.

He strapped them on his arms and tested the mechanism. Satisfied that it was working flawlessly-his luck must have changed since he made the Mangler. Everything he did so far was working, a big far cry from his previous inventions-he searched his house for his dagger. After a couple of minutes having no success on finding it, he gave up and left the house, going toward the Arena.

The Arena…

Nobody was smiling. Not even the Twins.

Though they all believed that "It's only fun if you get a scar out of it", nobody wanted to fight a dragon during a rainy, freezing day, especially considering the wind could freeze you at any moment.

Gobber approached them, and opened the gate. But as soon as they were about to enter, Gobber stood in their way. "Na ah ah. Today there's a twist: yeh can only use a shield. That means no axes, no spears, no maces and no daggers" the last one was directed for Hiccup, since he was the only one that carried a dagger, as it was the only weapon he could lift after all.

Everyone, even Astrid, looked at him as if he had grown 4 heads. Snotlout, of course, was the first to complain. "What? Are you crazy? How are we supposed to bring it down with no weapons?" His face was as desperate as his gestures. It was amusing to see how his warrior's confidence could crumble within seconds.

'Three Training days and you still question if he's mad. I'm surprised Loki wasn't replaced by Gobber in Asgard.' Hiccup thought. He was already used to Gobber's madness as he had been his apprentice. But now even the Twins knew the man was madness himself, not that they would complain of course. They loved madness, much like they always marveled the destruction Hiccup caused accidentally, even if they teased him after it.

Gobber, meanwhile, just chuckled as if he was amused at the situation. "There will be moments yeh will lose your weapon in the field. If yeh don't want to face the Timberjack without a weapon then, by all means, leave." Thought he didn't speak it, everyone understood leaving would be the coward's way, and no true Viking was a coward.

Snotlout dropped his mace and pointed his finger to Gobber. "You will see. I'll bring it down with my face" and determinately entered the Arena. Hiccup was starting to think this became Snotlout's catch phrase Astrid and Fishlegs soon followed up, the Twins also going shouting something on the lines of 'this is crazy! I love it'

Hiccup went last, but Gobber stopped him. "I know yeh like to carry yehr dagger everywhere. That can't enter the Arena either." The boy moved his coat, and showed Gobber the dagger was not in his belt.

"I couldn't find it before coming to here" he said while pointing to where his dagger usually is. "And this is a shield I did, so if you pulled one of your crazy stunts I wouldn't be unprepared." He added, pointing to the shield-bracket. Gobber seemed convinced enough and let him enter.

Once everyone was inside, he closed the gates. As the Timberjack was huge, Gobber was outside of the arena to give the teens more room to fight. Every cage had a lever outside the Arena so it could be opened from the outside as well. This was used more when the champion would face the Nightmare. Gobber and Hiccup had designed these levers when one year a Viking got toasted opening the Nightmare cage.

"Today yeh fight the Timberjack. Yeh have to knock it out using yehr shield. How yeh will do that is up to yeh." And with that he opened the cage. Contrary to the dragons they fought so far, the Timberjack slowly crept out of it, expanding his huge wings to look bigger, and looking at them with a menacing glare. It was scary how the dragon seemed to be looking intimidating on purpose.

This among the fact that nobody had any weapons only made the situation scarier to everyone. Only Heather, who was outside observing the fight, noticed the slight fear in Astrid's eyes. Fishlegs, as usual, had paled, and even the Twins were quiet. She noticed that, oddly, Hiccup, albeit also showing fear, had also a determined expression on his face, as if he hadentered the Arena with a plan already formed.

And then the fight began in the blink of an eye. The Timberjack attacked using one of his wings as if it was swinging a sword. Some rolled while others crouched, those consisting mainly of Hiccup and Fishlegs, since neither could roll due to their body frame. Besides Hiccup obviously would not try to roll again after failing miserably on the day they trained with the Nadder.

The teens went to the rack to grab a shield. Astrid was barely able to scream Hiccup's name when another wing-swing came by. She managed to bring her shield up, though she stumbled backwards due to the forge of the swing. Her shield was almost cut in two, the metal frame barely holding the cut wood.

Her breath was caught in her throat, as she horrified that Hiccup didn't have a shield with him at the moment of the attack. When she turned to look at him, while the others were trying to attack the dragon with their shields, she noticed he had been thrown at the wall, but wasn't bleeding.

She froze for a second, before she noticed him moving. She noticed his arm had some sort of metal plaque that, although showing clearly the slice, was still in one piece. She breathed relived that the idiot didn't die, though she quickly put these thoughts aside to focus on the dragon.

**xxxx**

As the teens spread out on the Arena, the dragon began having trouble attacking them. While the size of his wings guaranteed no one was out of his attack range, it was also cumbersome to move around. The teens smartly used this to their advantage and, at Astrid's command, they spread out around the forest dragon.

Because of this, when he was attacked by all sides, he wrapped himself in a cocoon. Fishlegs eyes widened at the action, and he desperately tried to find some distance from the dragon, while Snotlout and the Twins continued bashing their shields into the cocoon. Astrid and Hiccup stopped to think of a strategy, before following Fishlegs' idea.

The scene took no longer that a couple of seconds: the Timberjack opened his wings to a full extent. Snotlout and the Twins were thrown into the wall like rocks, being knocked out once they made contact with the stone. Hiccup, Astrid and Fishlegs, albeit more ready to face the sudden attack, were also thrown back.

Fishlegs landed awkwardly on his arm, barely managing to hold a scream in the process. Hiccup was seeing stars as his head had hit the ground with full force. Astrid would have landed perfectly if she hadn't lost her footing when her shield broke. Although not sprinkled, her ankle hurt a lot.

Basically only she and Hiccup were left fighting. The dragon did a sound which Hiccup recognized as a laugh, probably laughing at the situation. He made a mental note to write this behavior on his journal later; it was obvious that the Night Fury wasn't the only smart flying reptile. He faintly remembered hearing a similar sound to when Snotlout terribly missed hitting the Nadder with his hammer, as he had found out later through the Twins.

He got up and walked around the dragon, while it was focused on Astrid. Perhaps it had deemed him unable to fight, given that he had been lying dizzily on the ground for a moment, and turned its attention exclusively on the blond warrior. Since it was a single opponent, he was trying to snap his jaw at her rather than use its wings.

Since she had lost her shield she was dodging the bite attempts from the brown dragon while Hiccup quietly circled him. He was remembering his training with Toothless, and trying to mimic it in the Arena. He silently prayed that it would work, considering it was as risky as facing a Zippleback with nothing but an eel as a safeguard.

Actually it was riskier, since he knew the eel would probably scare the Timberjack off too.

Astrid had caught the shields from the teens and was currently throwing one by one at the dragon's face. It gave her enough time to circle the winged beast and approach the shield pile.

One particular shield struck his nostril, stunning him. This gave her enough time to take the shields from the racket so she could throw them. As the dragon shook his head to come out of his daze he turned to focus on her again, and parry the incoming shields the blond was throwing again at his face.

Hiccup smiled a little at seeing this. The Timberjack turning around gave him a clear path to climb his back. He noticed that, once he began climbing, the dragon's head shot up, before it lunged forward at Astrid while also trying to throw him off. He had a hunch that, because of the Timberjack's giant wingspan, his back was practically unreachable, providing him a safe ground to step in.

Astrid, when dodging the incoming attack, failed to notice she was retreating to the Arena's wall. She did notice the dragon look at his back, which gave her enough time to rise and grab a shield to throw at him.

The dragon was about to start thrashing when Hiccup began scratching his back. For what he knew and learned with Toothless, the Timberjack's size prevented him from being able to scratch his back, so it uses trees to do that instead. And since the onyx dragon had loved to have his back scratched, Hiccup deduced doing the same on the giant dragon would yield similar results.

Although scratching did stop it from thrashing around, it did not stop the dragon as he had predicted. Hiccup saw for a second the dragon look at him, surprise evident in his eyes. Gobber and Heather, fortunately, were too busy grabbing the three unconscious people out of the Arena to see the scene.

Astrid, before throwing the shield, noticed that the dragon was still looking at his back. Rather than aim at its head, she aimed at the wing to throw off its balance. It worked, as the dragon partially fell to the ground, and only then she was able to see that Hiccup was on its back. The surprise, though, only lasted a second before she focused again on completely subduing the dragon.

It could no longer move after all, due to the awkward position it was. But it could still attack her, since the Timberjack has a large neck.

She looked around to grab another shield to throw at it since she regained his attention, but found none. The dragon, albeit lying awkwardly on top of his left wing, was using its right wing to attack her. Or at least trying to attack her.

Hiccup approached its head slowly, trying not to lose his footing every time the dragon tried to attack Astrid, who would evade the attack by dodging. The brief moments he could see her he noticed that she was getting slower, and was panting heavily. She was already sweating and her face was slightly flushed from constantly moving.

When she was about to be sliced, Hiccup finally reached the head. "I'm a friend, don't worry. But I must do this." He quickly whispered to the head, which froze in place. Before either the dragon or the blond could notice, Hiccup scratched its chin, specifically the pressure point he found on Toothless, and the dragon fell unconscious to the ground with a low purr.

Due to the height, he fell as well, landing on his shield. Pain shot through his arm as it took full force of the fall, while Astrid managed to summersault before the dragon's head could pin her down.

Both were stunned for a second. The silence, however, didn't last long as Astrid yet again lashed him out: "Hiccup! Are you stupid? You could have gotten both of us killed. What were you thinking?!" she said, talking small pauses on her speech as she was still panting. She didn't care that she was wrong for shouting at him at this moment, as her pride was hurt and she was stressed out.

In the end, nothing she was saying have been thought out.

He lost his cool at this moment. His vision reddened. He glared deathly at Astrid. She noticed the odd glare, but didn't pay any heed as she spoke again. "Trying to get yourself killed isn't enough?! You want to drag us as well?" she screamed, furious that the boy bested her and that he risked both their lives at this stunt. The idea that he was besting her in Dragon Training burned her pride like a Deadly Nadder's flame would.

She yelped a little when Hiccup took a dagger off from his right arm and pointed at her. His expression was nothing like the boy she knew and neither was his voice. "Get you killed? I save you from being sliced in two" his voice was low and almost sounded like a dragon's growl. She noticed that the boy was seething, and had murder in his eyes.

**xxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxx**

**_ANII: So, he finally loses his patience. Leave a review saying what you think that will happen, if you want. And, Scorpions6955, I hope i have not overcomplicated anything on this chapter._**


	17. Fury Moment

_**AN: Day 158 since I found out my depression. Sometimes I really feel like just leaving the story as it is, but you guys gives me motivation to continue writing. Even if only one of you review, it is enough to make me continue it. You all deserve a good and finished story, nothing less. Thank you all for reading How To Become a Dragon Chief, and for all of those that reviewed. It means a lot to me...**_

_**Review response...:**_

_**Fragments of Imagination: Thank you for review. Indeed, even Hiccup has a limit. And always when we snap, it's because someone we care about said something that stung deeply. His case was any different. **_

_**Scorpion6955: Well, I better get on your good side now so when I ruin your beloved Hiccstrid you won't kill me immediately... Anyway, i did leave because you were kind to point out this on your review. Each and every one of my readers deserve this attention. i hope you enjoy this chapter too. And I won't leave this fandom, not anytime soon. How To Become a Dragon Chief is far from over.**_

_**T-Biggz: A holster on his braket. He remembered about it right when he snapped. And you'll see how Toothless feels about it soon.**_

_**Beware: OOC Hiccup (no one is within character when they snap after all. Bear that in mind)**_

_**Without further ado:**_

**xxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxx**

She paled because of the situation, and backed a little as he crept toward her briefly before her warrior instincts kicked him. She tried to disarm him, but was thrown back in the blink of an eye by a hit of his shield. As they were near the wall, she ended up hitting it and falling on her butt.

He had lost his cool; he was tired and hurt, and she was lashing him out for absolutely no reason.

The other times he had been distracted or had put someone at risk, but this time there was absolutely nothing he did that could have put anyone other than him at risk, and he had been focused all the time. He would endure all the teasing and bullying they would throw at him somewhat reasonably, but he would not endure being a doll that anyone would lash out whenever they wanted.

Not to mention that he was rather angry at Astrid for not even having the courage of saying she knew that he did her axe. She thanked Gobber because she liked the craftsmanship, so why didn't he deserve to be praised as well? Runt or not, he deserved it, since it was obvious to him that she saw the axe was nicely crafted.

"You're too proud to admit I just saved your butt, that the runt bested Berk's prodigy. You're too proud to even care about me. You want to lash me out for getting sliced, then I'll give you a slice to complain about" his voice was still a threatening low growl. All her previous attitude toward him was vanished and now she desperately crawled backward to no avail.

007

Gobber was helping Heather get Fishlegs out of the Arena when he saw the scene. He had his hammer attachment since it would be the only way to get the Timberjack at his cage should the teens have failed the Training.

If it would have been the dragon that was creeping on any of them he would have been relived. But, no, the scene that he saw made his heart almost jump out of his mouth. He instantly dropped the chubby boy on the ground and run desperately toward the enraged teen.

Heather was about to complain of being left to take care of the husky Viking when she saw what made Gobber run like a Speed Stinger. She paled more than Fishlegs ever had, and left the boy as well to run toward them. Although she was smaller, and therefore could move quicker, Gobber's years of fighting dragons allowed him to reach Hiccup first, despite the peg-leg.

Astrid was frozen while looking at Hiccup. She saw nothing of the clumsy, defenseless boy on the figure standing in front of her. She saw nothing of the friend she abandoned in front of her. She would have laughed at the irony if she wasn't so terrified. She actually managed to piss off Hiccup, something no one has ever seen happening before. Who would have guessed he would get so bold when livid.

'Must be some kind of twisted irony, dying at the hands of the one person that ever cared about me' she thought. Of course, Heather cared to some extent, though only recently, and so did her parents. But he had been the one that comforted her when she lost her Uncle to the Flightmare. He had been the only one that saw her fierce warrior mask broken, and never said a word to anyone.

And now, she had lashed out at him hard enough that he lost that mask of a sarcastic clumsy boy. For a moment she thought this was her payment to giving her back to him all those years ago. She was weak for all the dodging she had done, weaponless and defenseless. She closed her eyes, accepting her fate, before she heard a yell. It didn't even register to either of them that killing a fellow Viking would result instantly in punishment by the Blood Eagle.

"HICCUP" Gobber shouted as the boy was about to bring its dagger down on Astrid. He had seen the boy lose its cool once in the forge, where he had been too harsh with the boy. He knew that blank cold look in his face, and pitied as the boy knew nothing of what he was doing. He couldn't blame him, one could bottle up being loathed and cast out for only so far, and even Hiccup had its limit.

He recalled how Hiccup had hit him with the same dagger that day. The boy had been proud of that creation, and Gobber had lashed out too harshly since Hiccup had almost blown the forge and gotten himself burned. Hiccup had stabbed him in the arm when he lost himself to anger. He had had to hold the boy for almost an hour until his enraged state worn off.

After this day, the boy passed the entire week doing all the forge work and a new set of prosthesis to him as an apology for what he had done, even though he told Gobber he couldn't remember a thing. From this day on, Gobber always made sure to support the lad and be gentle to him. He understood that years of being the tribe's outcast had taken its toll on the boy, and apparently he couldn't hold himself when someone was harsh to him beyond the necessary.

Gobber brought his hammer in front of the dagger and held it, blocking Hiccup's attack. Those lifeless eyes looked at him and Gobber felt a shiver go down his spine. Even though he was strong, he knew Hiccup was no longer a weak fishbone. Even though he couldn't hold properly a shield, or a sword, his strength was augmented at this enraged state.

"I'm sorry Hiccup" he whispered to the boy, before grabbing his shield arm, putting on Hiccup's eye level and hitting it full force with his hammer, making the shield hit him in the head. The boy was instantly knocked out cold and fell to the ground, though Gobber wasn't worried, as he knew the shield would absorb most of the impact.

He grabbed the dagger and only then he noticed that Hiccup's left bracelet had a holster for the dagger sewed onto it. How he missed that earlier was something Gobber would never understand.

He wondered if the boy lied to him earlier or if Hiccup forgot the dagger was there, since he could barely register the weight of the dagger in his hand. Gobber put it on his belt, putting aside these thoughts as not important, before turning to Astrid, who had a terrified look in her face, and held out a hand to help her stand.

When she accepted it, he leaned and whispered: "Don't ask, don't say anything. I'll meet yeh later, but now help Heather" his tone, albeit a little gentle, had some coldness. 'The lass must have told him something quite nasty to make him lose his cool with his crush' Gobber observed.

007

She waited for Heather to inspect Hiccup. She hoped the healer-in-training would give her some tea when the reach the hut, to help her calm her nerves. Although she was a fierce warrior, it's not every day that a Viking sees this kind of terror: almost being killed by his own tribesman. When the girl was finished, she motioned at Astrid to follow her.

When they were far enough she spoke: "I don't know what happened, but I think Gobber will tell us after he brings Hiccup to the hut. For now I need you to help me get them to their houses" she motioned at the teens.

If this would have been at any other moment, Astrid would have just awoken them with a kick. But now she was too terrified with what happened to pull out the tough Viking demeanor. She gave a small nod, and both girls proceeded to take each teen to their houses. Heather told her that they would be out until later at night so it was useless to try to wake them up.

After half an hour they were finished. They were walking toward the hut silently. Astrid had a cut that needed to be treated, if not sewed, given how it looked nasty. "Heather. Do you think you could give me some of that tea?" she quietly requested.

Heather's eyes shot up in surprise at the request. She almost asked Astrid why would she want it when she noticed the terrified look the blonde still had in her eyes. Pitying the girl, Heather complied. "Ok, I think I still have some of it in back of the hut."

When both girls were approaching the hut, they noticed Gobber standing in front of it, arms crossed and an unreadable expression in his face. The only thing he said when they reached him was: "We need to talk."

Heather nodded and gestured for him to enter the hut. As soon as they were inside she went to look for Hiccup, who was still knocked out and had been placed on the bed. After treating Astrid's wound, which, to Astrid's delight, fortunately didn't need sewing as the usual Timberjack wound does, and preparing some medicine for Hiccup, she gestured so they would sit in a couple of chairs near the hut's entrance.

"So Gobber, what did you want to talk about?" she asked while sitting, looking at the men, hoping he would tell her what just happened, while Astrid was looking at her cup. Heather had left some tea boiling while tendering Astrid's wound. Though it got the blonde relaxed, Astrid still refused to eye Gobber, who was, in turn, looking a bit disappointed at the blond.

Sighing, he closed his eyes and rubbed his forehead. After a couple of seconds of an anxious silence, he spoke, a sad expression screaming off his face. "What happened back there was that Hiccup had a Fury moment, as I named it. I have only seen him like this twice ever since he became my apprentice." Before he could continue explaining, Heather interrupted.

"Wait… twice? You mean to tell me he has been like that before?" Astrid gulped, even though she was not drinking the tea, while Heather was totally horrified. What terrified her even more was the fact the seemingly only Gobber knew of Hiccup's enraged outbursts.

"Aye; and it seems he's only like that when pushed to the edge. First time he had been like this was at the forge, the day he made this dagger." He pulled the dagger out and showed it. Astrid's eyes flashed in fear looking at the blade, while Heather's was wide open, completely surprised. The boy had not told her anything about this when revealing the origins of said dagger.

Gobber recalled that day very well, it was hard to forget the first time he had seen that look after all.
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_It was a normal day. Gobber watched a young Hiccup enter the forge and noticed the boy had some bruises, probably because his cousin had bullied him before. The boy always came to the forge to vent off his frustration by working. While Gobber never complained about the extra work, he never tried to talk to him either before. As a Viking they learned to bottle up their emotions, and since it didn't look like Hiccup would kill his cousin, Gobber never bothered to talk to the boy about his feelings. _

_"__Gobber" the little lad approached him with a hopeful look. "I have this new smithing method I want to try, but I need your permission." And after a long talk where Hiccup explained to Gobber what it was, what would he do and, most importantly, what improvement over Gobber's method would it bring did Gobber give his permission._

_"__All right, yeh got me convinced. But I'll keep an eye on yeh, just to be sure." After a couple of hours, Hiccup almost blew the forge. Gobber tried to stop him, since his method required heating the forge to a much higher temperature than the normal, but Hiccup held him off._

_After dousing the fire, and finishing his work, Hiccup turned to Gobber, holding the dagger with both hands to show it and a very happy expression in his face. "Look Gobber, look. I did it" but the blond giant paid no heed._

_"__Are yeh crazy?" he smacked the boy's head. "Yeh almost got us burned alive, not to mention yeh almost blew the forge. Yeh ignored my warning and almost use all of our coal. And for what? A shiny blade?" He slightly thought he had been a bit too harsh, but considered the boy still needed to learn a lesson after that, otherwise one day when the blacksmith wouldn't be there the boy could get himself crisped._

_He expected to see the boy ashamed, or even fearful. What he did not expect was a blank, cold look coming from him. Unknown to Gobber, he had deeply hurt Hiccup with his harsh lecturing, who already had to endure not only being bullied by Snotlout, but also hearing the boy loath Heather simply because she was his friend. The blacksmith shivered a little, but not because it was cold. "Hiccup?" he asked uncertainly. The boy glared at him, those lifeless eyes imprinting inside his mind._

_"__The one time one of my ideas finally works and what do you do? Lash me out like I'm a pile of dragon dung" his voice was low and cold, growling almost dragon-like. Gobber was stunned at the attitude, and asked: "Hiccup..?" with a slight fearful tone in it. He didn't remember ever seeing the boy this aggressive, nor did Stoick ever speak to him about Hiccup being like that._

_But the boy didn't pay any heed, as he continued speaking with this uncharacteristic voice: "You're just like them. You just see what was wrong instead of what good came out of it. You're too proud to admit I made a better work that you could ever do. That I am a better blacksmith than you'll ever be!" he wasn't controlling his actions, and could only see how Gobber's words hurt him. And because of that he didn't see himself attacking Gobber with the dagger he just forged, as it was already on his hand._

_Gobber tried to hold the boy, but underestimated Hiccup's unnatural strength at the moment. The blade was stabbed into his arm, though he managed to stop it from being a deep cut. The boy lost its hold on his blade and Gobber grabbed him, pinning the boy between his beef arms and his belly, in a sort of hug._

_For half an hour the boy trashed in his arms like a wounded animal fighting for it's live. For half an hour Gobber had a pained expression, regretting every word and every action he did to Hiccup. He never thought he would see the kind clumsy boy he recently took a liking become a beast that even the dragons would have feared. He finally realized Hiccup took the last straw, and all the emotions he bottled up so far came out in a storm, fueling up his hurt and anger._

_When the boy finally stopped trashing and evened his breath Gobber spoke: "Hiccup?" he asked with a mix of hope, fear, and hesitance coming out of his voice. He was quite fond of the boy, and was honestly afraid he had destroyed the friendly relationship they shared. The boy was crazy indeed, but he himself wasn't the sanest Viking around either. And to see him so hurt and angry and desperate hurt the burly man more than the day he lost his hand. _

_Hiccup gritted his teeth, suddenly having a nasty headache. "Wha- what happened? Why am I in your arms?" he smelled blood and his eyes widened in fear. "Why I smell blood? Gobber what happened?"The boy asked, panicking. He could only remember receiving a smack from Gobber before everything went black._

_Gobber looked at him before slowly releasing him from the bear hug. He went to the desk and grabbed a couple of bandages (he had those around ever since Hiccup had cut himself while sharpening a sword.) and yanked the blade off. He bandaged his arm, thankful it wasn't the good one or it would have made the situation complicated to amend, and cleaned the blade with a rag._

_When he turned to Hiccup, he saw the boy covering his mouth with both hands, his eyes almost popping out of his head. He spoke with fear flooding his voice: "Gobber… I did that?" Hiccup asked, pointing a trembling finger to the blade. The blacksmith sighed, feeling pain flow through his wounded limb, even though the pain in his arm was nothing compared to losing two limbs._

_He took the two stools the forge had and put each facing one another. He sat and motioned to Hiccup sit in the other. He complied, hesitantly, and still held a fearful expression. Gobber tried to have a soft expression in his face, but it was useless as the boy was not looking at him._

_"__Look. I'm not mad at yeh. But I need yeh to tell me what you remember" he spoke softly, but was surprised when the boy looked at him in utter surprise. Hiccup decided to first do what Gobber said, then question why he wasn't mad at him. _

_"__Well. I remember showing the dagger to you, and you smacking my head. Then everything went black and last thing I know, you were crushing me in a bear hug with my dagger stabbed in your left arm." There was no sarcasm in his voice, only ultimate shame._

_Gobber sighed deeply. He had been around long enough to see how the boy bottled up his emotions. He should have figured it wouldn't take much more to make the boy snap. Still, he was glad that it had not happened with Snotlout, otherwise it would have been hard to explain to Stoick how Hiccup killed his own cousin in a rage-induced moment._

_"__Why aren't you mad at me Gobber?" the boy asked. Both found quite difficult to meet each other's eyes, but ended up doing it anyway. The blacksmith tried to think how he would explain to the poor lad the entire situation, as Hiccup was scared and feeling lost. Never he had before lost his cool, not even when Snotlout loathed Heather for being friend with the social pariah of Berk._

_"__I've seen how people treat yeh, how yeh just bottle up yehr emotions and keep going. I should have figured sooner or later yeh would end up snapping at someone when you were pushed to the edge. Everyone has a limit, and even though yeh take up more than any of us would handle, yeh also have one. I admit I was a bit too harsh with yeh today, so yeh could say what happened was partially my fault" He explained._

_Hiccup looked at him, slowly digesting what Gobber told him. "How someone snaps vary from one person to another. Some get livid for a few seconds, while others go on a full rampage. I believe you lean toward the later, since you took awhile to calm down. However, I don't want you to think, not even for a second, that you are to be blamed" the burly Viking said with a firm, yet gentle voice._

_ "__OK... but, can we keep it a secret?" Hiccup asked. He felt relieved when Gobber nodded, albeit he took a couple of seconds to consider it. "I mean everything. Not only how I snapped, but my forging method as well and everything related to it." He explained with a quavering voice. It was almost sickening to him the image of him stabbing Gobber, even if he didn't remember doing so._

_Gobber eyed the boy with a confused gaze. Hiccup's method only made the blade shinier, so he didn't see the point of hiding it. Some people liked their weapons shiny, and this would avoid losing time polishing it, but otherwise the blacksmith couldn't see any other benefits from it. Hiccup timidly gestured so that Gobber would test the weapon in old Viking fashion._

_He grabbed another dagger and used both to strike one another. Usually when a Viking receives a new weapon, he tests it with his usual one and keeps the least damaged so the weapon won't fail him in the battlefield. Since few people used daggers, and they had plenty of those lying around, Gobber didn't see why he shouldn't do the test._

_He was amazed when Hiccup's dagger barely had a dent on it while the other one had a deep gash on it, almost rendering it useless. He looked at the boy and saw apprehension written in its face. He finally understood why Hiccup had been so eager to try out this forging method. It didn't just make the dagger shinier, but also stronger._

_"__Hiccup… this is amazing! Why do yeh want to keep a secret?" He had a hunch, but preferred to hear the boy say it. Still, the prospects of using this to forge weapons the people used to fight off dragons were huge. Stronger swords meant they would spend less time fixing those, and stronger hammers meant almost any dragon could be knocked out, even a Gronckle!_

_"__Please Gobber. Look at what happened. Even though I might not snap next time, the forge would likely almost blow off again, if it does not blow up. I don't want to remember anything about today, including this. That and I only planned on using this method to forge to my friends and dad…" he explained before trailing off._

_Gobber thought for a second. He knew a smith's forging method was prized at every tribe. He also respected the fact that Hiccup wanted only to make weapons to those he trusted. 'Well, I could at least help him perfect his method so he wouldn't almost blow the forge again.' Gobber reasoned to himself. Still, he only complied because he saw how hurt Hiccup was of mentioning the aftermath of forging the blade. It wouldn't surprise him that every time Hiccup would use this method, he would remember stabbing his mentor._

_"__All right lad. I'll keep my mouth shut. Now, to who yeh planned to forge some weapons?" he asked Hiccup with genuine curiosity, who was beyond happy and relieved that his master would help him._

_He quickly thought on a way to apologize to Gobber and set it, although he wanted to be a surprise since the man wouldn't accept it. "Well, I thought on doing a pair of short swords to Cami, a new hammer to Dad and maybe an axe to Astrid" 'and a whole new set of prosthesis to you after all of this' he finished in his mind._

_Gobber didn't say, but he felt a little disappointed that Hiccup didn't mention anything to him, but reconsidered, as he thought that if Hiccup wanted to make a surprise to them, maybe the lad also wanted to surprise his mentor._

_"__All right, but let's not go too far on that eh? We need first to perfect your method so yeh won't blow up our heads, and yeh also need to learn how to smith a proper axe, or a sword." And after this incident they passed the week perfecting his method and teaching Hiccup how to forge weapons. They also had been lucky that Astrid's mother came to Gobber requesting an axe for her daughter since hers was almost broken during one of Astrid's training session._

_Hiccup was more than happy when he made the axe, and shortly after that he had the expertise needed to forge Gobber's prosthesis. In the end the man couldn't refuse them, although some of the tools he hid away so it wouldn't be obvious to the others the difference they had with the weapons he himself usually forged._

_Not only this, but they were able to forge the twin swords and the hammer too, although Stoick never used it because 'he wouldn't abandon his trusty friend'._

_He never forgot the hurt look Hiccup had when Stoick rejected his hammer, even if it was obviously of better quality. Since then, he always made sure to talk to Hiccup, let the boy vent out a little. He couldn't imagine how hurtful it must be to be seen as a disappointment by your own father, and he saw firsthand the damage he could cause if the boy bottled up too much._

_From this day onwards, they became closer than they had ever been. Gobber never showed any grudge or even fear after this event, and he always tried to advice Hiccup whenever he could. Sure he was not the best Viking with words, but Hiccup soon noticed out his mentor was only trying to help him. Not only that but soon they were joking about each other's flaws and, despite that Gobber called him 'toothpick' and 'fishbone', his mentor only did in a playful manner. Suddenly the burden of being an outcast became easier for Hiccup to carry as the years passed by._

**xxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxx**

**_AN: I know Hiccup is OOC, but I hope i built up a reasonable explanation for his OOCness. Feel free to let a review if any of you think otherwise._**

**_UNtil next time!_**


	18. Secrets Shine On

**_AN: Hello my fellow readers. It's been 190 days since I found out about my depression. My friends are helping me, and I've been quite busy with university (I got accepted in one!) so I didn't have much time to dwell about this. That also means I didn't have much time for this story too, but I promise you all that this chapter's size should compensate the wait. If not, feel free to tell me so. I do thank Scorpion6955 for reviewing this chapter before I publish it, since today I'm in no condition to do it. I did a bone marrow exam which had to perforate my chest bone, so I am bedridden for an entire day. On a more personal note, I'll say that I missed all of you. It feels good to be posting a chapter again._**

**_So, review responses:_**

**_Fragments of Imagination: yes, it makes him sound more or less bipolar. But I believe it is more a consequence of bottling up so much pain for so long than bipolarity. My point was not to make him a bipolar, but to show how even the nicest ones can snap too, and in horrible ways. _**

**_Ternylambofgod: I'm very happy to hear that you liked how I explained his OOCness. I admit I was nervous of your my readers would react when I published this chapter. So, obviously, I'm very, very happy to see a positive response coming from you all. _**

**_Guest: If you're the same guest from the past reviews, then I'm starting to think you like annoying me in a friendly way. Please, do use a nickname so Ican address you properly. Regarding your review makes me want to tear down. I'm very happy that you liked everything in my story, especially Hiccup-Heather relationship. I can guarantee you that, even though I no longer can predict my updates, this story won't go down. The journey of our pair is far from over. _**

**_Scorpion6955: Oh, the second time is a surprise I'll introduce on a later chapter. As for you comment, yes, indeed those words I'd have easily found. But my depression is hindering my ability to find them. I still look twice at each paragraph before putting them in the file to upload, but sometimes these words just get past me without notice. A betareader would be nice, especially these days, but since I don't have one, I try my best to leave a proper chapter that you all deserve. Still, Thanks for the comforting words and the tip. _**

**_He-who-runs-into-walls: thank you a lot for your kind words. I, too, hope that one day I'll conquer it. But for the time being I have to bear this burden. Still, I'll keep posting updates for this story and How To Let It Go, so don't give up. Even if I take a month to do so. _**

Without further ado:

xxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxx

The hut was silent as both girls were digesting the whole story. The last part of it was familiar to both, since Heather had seen Hiccup forging the axe, and she had told Astrid before the incident in the Arena happened. However, Heather was quite sad that Hiccup never told her this story, although she clearly saw why.

Astrid, on the other hand, found a little of respect for the now sleeping boy, mainly because of how he was humble to apologize to Gobber. She felt a little furious that he hid his method, which clearly would improve their weapons, and their fight against dragons, but didn't voice it, more because he never did that axe to her than for any other reason. 'Not that you deserved' she thought bitterly, after seeing her lashing is what caused Hiccup to lose himself into anger and hurt.

Gobber was waiting for the girls to digest it while he was observing them. He guessed that Astrid would be a little sad since he never saw Hiccup forge the axe to her. He focused his gaze on Astrid and eyed the girl until he laid eyes on Astrid's axe. He curiously looked at it, since it was odd how shiny it was against the faint light coming from the fire in the hearth.

He could swear he saw Astrid train hard with the axe these past days, so he knew there was no way the axe could shine that much. Unless…

"Astrid, can I look at yeh axe?" That question seemingly snapped her out of her thoughts. Confused why Gobber wanted her axe, she was a little wary at first to handle it to him. But, while handling him the weapon, she remembered that he was the blacksmith, and eventually gave it nonchalantly.

It was not like the man would break it or anything.

He observed the blade and found it strongly similar to Hiccup's blade and his own prosthesis, which he was using and had been using during dragon training so there would be no of worry his prosthesis breaking when intervening on the fights. "Well lass, I guess you're kind of disappointed he didn't give yeh that axe, am I correct?" he asked a bit teasingly, though this didn't register in her mind.

"Well… I kind of am disappointed. I know I don't deserve it, especially considering he was the one that forged my axe, not you, and also because of the way I treated him, but a part of me still wanted it." He was confused on how she knew Hiccup forged her axe. He didn't think the boy would have ever told her, and he didn't remember telling her that. Also he clearly recalled the boy desperately wanting this to be a secret, fearing she would reject it if she knew he was the one behind the creation of it.

One glance stolen at Heather and he knew that it was her that told the blonde this. He felt a little angry since he clearly remembered Hiccup begging him to keep a secret, but, then again, he didn't know if Hiccup had allowed the healer-in-training to speak of this or not. In the end he didn't do , or say, anything; he guessed this was a matter for the boy to solve.

He snapped back from his thoughts to continue with what he wanted to speak when the reflection of the hearth shined on his eyes. "Well lass, yeh should be happy. This axe is forged using his method, I can clearly see it." If he wasn't so focused trying to remember when did Hiccup forge another axe, he would have cried laughing so hard at how both girls' eyes almost popped out of their faces.

Astrid instantly grabbed the axe to look at it, and not very after Gobber gave her the dagger to compare the metals. She flinched when grabbing it, the fear that the blade was very close to being stuck in her was still alive. But when she compared it, she knew Gobber wasn't lying.

"Wha… how's that possible? I never changed my axe, and he only sharpened it. How did he…" She trailed of when she recalled a day where her axe felt different at her hand after she gave it to Hiccup to be sharpened. And now that she had more knowledge regarding her weapon's origin, she could understand why it felt different.
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_She was going to the forge to get her axe sharpened. It was already dull from her heavy training she had earlier, and, while she was heading toward there, she was hoping that Gobber would be there to sharpen it. While she didn't have anything against Hiccup sharpening it, she preferred Gobber doing so, so she wouldn't need to his pained look every moment he looked at her. Besides, she was always afraid that he would drop the axe because his weak arms wouldn't be able to hold it._

_She cursed her luck when she noticed only him inside the forge. She hesitated for a moment, pondering whether or not she should return at another time. But, unless she wanted to lose precious minutes of training waiting for the blacksmith to return, she would have to face him. Putting her best fierce mask, she went to the forge… and pray the boy would be able to properly sharpen it._

_"__Hiccup, can you sharpen my axe? It's dull from training," she asked, going straight to the point and not even bothering to greet him. Said boy jumped, bringing down a couple of tools with him in surprise. She would have laughed of how she scared the wits out of him, if she didn't feel a bit sad at how he said her name briefly after._

_"__Astrid? Hi Astrid, hi." He stuttered a bit. He adjusted his pose and cleared his throat so he could make the situation a bit less awkward-not that it had much effect. "Yes, I can do it, just a moment."_

_He went to the grindstone and started turning it. Astrid gave him the axe, which almost brought him to the ground due to his lack of strength, and went to examine a couple of swords hanging on the wall while he would be busy sharpening it. She let out a sigh in relief when the axe didn't collide with the ground, as the noise of her blade colliding with the ground never reached her ears._

_She was paying too much attention at the different set of swords to pay heed to Hiccup muttering some curse, or to see him changing the axe's head. He hid the other head, and sharpened the new one just a little, since it was already sharpened. A smile crossed his lips as he finally found the opportunity to change the head, since she only seemed to let Gobber sharpen her axe._

_It saddened him at how little confidence she had in his skills, despite the fact that he was the one that had manufactured her axe._

_She turned around when someone poked her shoulder, and saw the boy holding out the axe to her, a somewhat anxious look at his face. While she thought it was because she approved of his sharpening, the truth was because he didn't know if she would maul him for modifying her axe._

_When she took the blade and swung it a couple of times, she noticed that it was different. It seemed more balanced and it felt more like an extension of her arm rather than a mere weapon. It felt weird, different, because she knew sharpening its blade wouldn't cause such drastic difference. She eyed the boy suspiciously for a moment before questioning him._

_"__Hiccup? What did you do to my axe?" Though her voice wasn't threatening, he paled anyway when she looked at him with a raised eyebrow. He tried to speak, but could only make some unrecognizable sounds leave his mouth. He coughed and tried speaking again, this time the words coming out of his mouth more smoothly. "Oh, I rebalanced it. We're a full service here," he said while gesturing to the forge._

_"__Well. Thanks, I guess. It does feel better," she said before she could stop herself. She felt a bit warm, when she saw him smiling at her, but dismissed the feeling as they fell into an awkward silence._

_Before it could get more awkward, she heard Snotlout calling her to join the other teens. Giving him a nod, she soon left the forge, and didn't see the sad look that appeared in his face again. _

As soon as she was done remembering it, she told Gobber and Heather the story. Once she was finished, Gobber was chuckling a little. "Well. He is a clever lad, you gotta give him that." His expression turned serious and dark and he sternly gazed at her.

"Now… care to tell us what happened at the Arena?"

Before anyone could speak up Hiccup began stirring. In the blink of an eye, everyone's attention was on him. Hiccup woke up feeling a nasty headache, as if Thor had decided to use his head as a ringing bell for fun. He gripped his head and slowly sat up, unbeknown of the three pair of eyes carefully gazing at him.

He blinked a couple of times, and, as his vision cleared, he recognizing that he was in the healer's hut rather than in the arena, and that 3 sets of worried eyes were looking at him. The utterly bewildered face he had would have made them laugh had they been in a different situation.

Gobber, as always, was the first one to break the silence. His main worry was that he had hit his apprentice's head too hard. "How are yeh feeling Hiccup?" he asked. Although Vikings didn't show emotion, he let a bit of worry escape through his voice.

Hiccup looked at him confusedly; too many questions raging inside his mind. He decided to first answering his mentor. "I'm fine, I guess. Just a nasty headache, as if Thor used my head as an anvil," he said with his usual sarcasm. It did feel better for both men to hear it.

"Seems like everything's fine lad. Now, what's the last thing yeh remember?" he asked with a serious tone. Obviously the first thing that came to Hiccup's mind was that he had messed up again. He didn't associate this question to the option that he could have had an outburst, like he had with Gobber a few years earlier.

He searched his last memories, trying to remember why he suddenly was in the healer's hut instead of the Arena, or somewhere else. A pang of worry ran through him as he mostly found a void. "I… I remember falling from the Timberjack after defeating it I think… and…" he hesitated, because… "and it's all a blur."

Everyone's eyes, except Astrid's, shot up in surprise. He didn't look like he was lying and, before Gobber intervened, it didn't look like Astrid defeated the giant dragon. "I fell on the ground, and I recall getting up. I recall Astrid saying something but then everything blurred."

Gobber's seriousness increased. He shot a deathly glare at Astrid, who fortunately did not notice, before taking Hiccup's dagger from his belt. "Now Hiccup, care to tell me why yeh had a dagger sheltered in your jacket?" he said, pointing the dagger to the boy.

Hiccup's eyes shot in surprise. "Oh, so that's where it was… I guess that answers why I couldn't find it," he mumbled to himself, although Gobber also heard that. "Sorry Gobber. It's a modification I did, and I guess I forgot I left in it." He said shyly, since technically he broke one of Gobber's rules that day.

One thought suddenly crossed Hiccup's mind, making him feel rather uncomfortable: 'How would Gobber know? I don't remember grabbing it in the Arena, especially since I didn't know it was there?' Hiccup requested the dagger from Gobber, who reluctantly gave to him.

He was finding odd suddenly being in the hut, but found even odder Gobber's attitude while the big Viking was giving him the dagger. It looked like as if the blacksmith was expecting him to use it. He eyed the dagger and played a little bit with it in his hands while waiting to see if any memories would come to surface.

Slowly, he scanned everyone's eyes. He noticed Gobber's were unusually worried, while Heather's were screaming something between worry and relief. When his gaze turned to Astrid's, he noticed the girl shiver a little, as if she was afraid of him. Only then something clicked inside his head.

Piecing what he knew together, he came up to a conclusion he wished he had not. His eyes widened in horror as he left the dagger fall to the ground. Before anyone could do anything, he bolted up and left the hut as fast as a Night Fury, the same dragon he was heading for.
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Everyone had watched Hiccup eyeing the dagger, as if trying to piece what happened. Astrid couldn't help but shiver when his eyes had met hers, and she had not failed to notice how different they looked from how they were in the Arena. In the blink of a second, everyone had noticed his demeanor change and he running off.

The only thing that any of them did was Heather screaming his name as he disappeared in the woods.

The girl bolted up and was ready to give pursuit when Gobber's beefy hand rested on her shoulder. She looked at him; almost begging to let her go, but the man just shook his head. "Let him go. I guess he figured out what happened. He'll be feeling horrible, so it's for the best we give him some time alone," he spoke, knowing from experience how the boy would be feeling.

"Now…" He turned to look at Astrid. It was the only moment in her life that Gobber intimidated her. To give her credit, he had rage flaming out of his eyes. "Tell us what yeh said to him there."
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After a couple of minutes, Astrid explained everything that had happened during Dragon Training. In the end of her explanation Gobber was just shaking his head in clear disappointment. "I understand lass that he was risky back there, but yeh didn't need to be too rough about it. That's my job as your teacher," he lectured.

Astrid lowered her gaze in shame. It was the first time she could recall someone being disappointed with her actions. She couldn't find her voice, so all she did was give a nod. Gobber stood up after that and silently left the hut.

Heather, on the other hand, was giving the blond an unreadable look. She didn't know if she should maul the girl or pity her. On one hand, she did agree that climbing a Timberjack's back was downright insane. But her protective side screamed that it was no excuse to say to Hiccup those things, especially after seeing how deeply it hurt her best friend. Of all the times Hiccup risked himself and she had to tender his wounds, she had never been as harsh with him as Astrid was today.

In the end both girls just sat quietly in the hut, reflecting about that day.
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Hiccup only came out of the woods the next day. When Heather questioned about his whereabouts, she only received a cold answer: "I needed to think. Alone." The way the boy emphasized those words made her feel incredibly sad. However she could also hear the hurt behind his answer, which was why she didn't say anything more.

Since she didn't know how to deal with this situation, she let him go without saying anything.

Gobber told him that day that there would be no training, so he decided to help his master in the forge.

He didn't mind working, since he was trying to avoid Astrid at all costs.

Gobber found odd how readily Hiccup was more than welcome to help him, but guessed that the boy just wanted something to clear his mind. And he knew how banging some metal helped Hiccup to vent off his bottled feelings. When Gobber mentioned to Hiccup that they would face the Snaptrapper the next day, the boy asked to leave. When questioned, he just explained 'he needed to do some training to not be mauled by 4 different heads' with his usual sarcasm. Gobber laughed at his apprentice's answer and let the boy go.

He failed, though, to notice Hiccup leaving with a bundle beneath his arms…
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In the Cove

"Toothless, hey bud," he said, greeting the dragon. He decided to try the saddle today and see if the dragon had any tips regarding the bloody Snaptrapper.

"What do you think?" Hiccup said while holding the saddle so Toothless could see it. The dragon's eyes widened, before he crouched, his tongue slightly waving outside his mouth and a playful look all over his jet black face. Hiccup couldn't even imagine what intentions Toothless had behind this demeanor.

With that the dragon began running away from Hiccup, who decided to pursue the dragon. They did this for almost an hour, which was when Hiccup got tired of pursuing the playful Night Fury while carrying a saddle. It was only then that Toothless finally let the boy saddle him up, while clearly finding fun in Hiccup's tired pose.

He spoke to Toothless while fastening the straps. "You know. If I didn't know better I would say you just did all this running to mess with me." Toothless just warbled in reply, as if saying 'I did, what you are going to do about that?'

"Bad dragon," he playfully scolded the onyx creature. "No cod for you tomorrow," he added

He almost ended up rolling on the ground while laughing hard at the mouth agape expression Toothless had. He ended his laughter when the tail of a certain reptile smacked his head. "Okay, okay you big baby. I'll bring you some cod." And he laughed when Toothless jumped, seemingly very happy.

Toothless and him were ready they took off and flew-tried to fly-a couple of times. Hiccup was using a rope to steer Toothless tail instead of being dangling on the dragon's tail to control his flight. In the end all of those attempts at flying ended in Hiccup being thrown off from Toothless after a hard turn. Only when he was tired of being thrown off that they both stopped the tests to relax.

"Okay, so far I know that it's better to use my foot to steer your tail than my hand. Also, I'll need to do a harness so I won't get thrown off from your back every time you turn." He added as a mental note while speaking out loud. Toothless gave his draconic laugh, recalling the scenes of the boy flying off from his back and landing in the pond. In return, Hiccup playfully smacked one of his ear plates, somewhat annoyed that his cursed luck was a source of entertainment.

"Now, I need your help," he spoke seriously. Toothless was planning on getting his revenge, but quickly dismissed it once he heard this serious tone. That could only mean one thing…

"I need to know how to defeat a Snaptrapper. I don't think Gobber will be so kind to not let us use any weapons," he spoke sardonically, although with a slight sad tone. At least not letting use weapons would dwindle into single digits the chances of the dragon being killed. And no longer was the band of killing the caged dragons in place.

Toothless looked at him thoughtfully, and Hiccup likewise. In the end the dragon moaned and laid down his head in defeat. He simply gave up; a Snaptrapper was a very odd dragon to fight, especially because it had 4 heads. No other species had that many heads. Sometimes he thought that Hiccup was lucky to not know Dragonese. Keeping track of a conversation with a Snaptrapper was almost impossible.

Two Headed Children of the Sea and Two Headed Children of the Land were much easier to handle.

Hiccup however, was having none of this. He got up and started pacing around, thinking of how he could defeat the dragon. He made a vow of preventing the dragons from being hurt, even if neither sides (dragon and Viking) would comply with him. And the Snaptrapper would not be different.

"Well, I could scratch his weak point, but I'd need to do that 4 times. Not to mention there is the risk that someone could behead one of the sleeping heads." He spoke out loud. Toothless was just looking at him, hoping that his little one would have another good idea, as he usually does.

"Also because the dragon has 4 heads, there is no way I could take him by surprise. Which means no way I could corner him. Most likely, I'd be the one cornered." He reasoned.

"I can't just talk to him. Half of the teens will be out for blood, and I doubt I'd be able to get the attention of all 4 heads…" This time he trailed off. Toothless' ears peaked up in interest, as Hiccup had 'that' look in his face again.

"I could use the same trick I used with the Zippleback. That would give me full attention of all the heads, and the shock would stop anyone from attacking him." The onyx dragon growled at the boy, as he very much disliked the idea. Even if Hiccup would not poison the dragon, simply smelling the foul creature was unfair, no matter the situation.

"Toothless," he whined. "You know I won't poison him or anything. I'll just use the eel to get him to his cage and then take it later or something like that. And it's the safest way for everyone. No dragon gets hurt and no one loses a limb," he reasoned.

Toothless huffed, annoyed that his rider's logic defeated him. He was prideful, and didn't like when the little one bested his logic. He wasn't called 'the unholy offspring of lightning and death itself' by the lesser Vikings for nothing after all.

"I know you don't like this idea. In fact, neither do I, but it's for the best, for everyone. I'm just tired of seeing people getting hurt," he said. His voice, at the beginning, was soft, but in the end it changed to a sad, tired tone. Toothless noticed this and cooed at Hiccup to comfort him. He grew fond of the hatchling over these past days and didn't like seeing the boy sad.

He also understood his hatchling's desire. Although sometimes he thought the boy was too kind hearted for his own good, he quickly dismissed that, once he told what happened when fighting the Timberjack. The boy was almost crying at what he unknowingly did to his former friend. He also explained why that happened.

Toothless that day had concluded that the boy was kind hearted, but, if pushed to the edge, he could get extremely dangerous. For what he knew of the boy's story, he wondered sometimes why he had never snapped at his father, or his cousin for that matter, considering how both treated him.

He eventually agreed with the idea, but not before he pinned the boy and licked him. Between the licks and the laughs, Hiccup spoke to his dragon. "Ok, ok, I get it. I get licked as punishment. Well, try this," he said before he scratched the weak spot on Toothless.

The dragon, obviously, crumbled on the boy. Hiccup only noticed his mistake when a 500 pounds lizard was pinning him with his weight and a happy face. "Useless reptile," he muttered. Toothless would have smacked the boy playfully, but was satisfied in unconsciously pinning him down. Besides it was not like he would be able to move anytime soon. The huge grin, though, on his draconic face was priceless to Hiccup.
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Hiccup only merged back in the village two hours later after going to the woods. He was thankful that he had an excuse to take a bath, should someone (Heather) search for him. Dragon saliva could be helpful for healing, but this didn't make it any less disgusting. And the fact that it was hard to wash out only dampened his mood, if only slightly.

He took a bath once he reached his house. Hiccup was fairly surprised that Heather didn't come looking for him, or even Gobber. He had mixed feelings regarding Astrid though. He didn't know if he should feel relieved that she didn't look out for him, or angry, since he snapped because she probably said something very wrong.

After the bath, he went to his desk to sketch a harness. He decided to make the harness another day, since Gobber was using the forge that day. Once satisfied with how the harness idea was already set and drawn on his journal, he went to bed, tucked himself in his blakents and drifted to sleep.
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The next day…

Hiccup woke up earlier than normal. For his plan to succeed at the dragon arena, he would need to find an eel, or even two. While there were people that liked to eat that disgusting fish, it was rare for one to be caught in the fishing nets. For a moment, he regretted throwing the eel off the cliff instead of storing it.

He jogged to the harbor. The sun was barely up, and with the exception of a few villagers going to the Great Hall to eat, the rest was asleep. He was thankful that the harbor was empty; otherwise he would have a hard time explaining why he was breaking into the storage in pursue of dead eels.

Once inside the storage house, Hiccup began searching through the piles of fishes in pursuit of the snake-like creature. He thought that this day was his lucky day, for he had found two eels in the pile of fishes. He quickly hid them inside his fur coat, like he did last time, and sneaked out of the warehouse.

Gobber's training was due in an hour, so Hiccup took his time to go back to his house. After entering it, he fastened his brackets on his arms and started sketching what would later be the saddle for Toothless.

He was almost finished when Gobber's thunderous call reached his ears. After hiding his journal where he usually hides, he followed the man to the arena, where they would face the Snaptrapper.
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Although uncomfortable with the fish inside his coat, he was determined to stop anyone from getting hurt, dragon or tribesmen. He didn't want the war to continue anymore, but it wasn't like anyone would listen to the village's pariah, much less pay heed to the idea that dragons could be friendly.

When he reached the place, he stopped to look at the arena. The other teens were at the gate as well, looking at the training ground. Soil covered all the ground, among bushes and small trees. Everyone was silently wondering how Gobber themed the arena in a jungle-like environment in one day. No one dared to voice this question though, just like last time.

They all knew the blacksmith was insane enough to pull a stunt like this.

"All right," Gobber said as he turned to face the teens. "Yeh will be fighting the Snaptrapper today. Be careful and look out for its traps. If yeh must, yeh can kill the dragon," he explained and turned around. But he hesitated, seemingly considering something before he turned to face the teens again. "Do try not to kill him if you don't have to. It's hard to find one in the forests yeh know, without losing an arm and a leg," he said with a grin, jokingly waving his left arm.

Fishlegs paled at hearing Gobber's wish, since it was a very obvious tip that it was a hard-to-spot dragon, the reason why Gobber had, sort of, created a small jungle inside the arena. He opened the gates, and the teens skid inside. Unlike the other times, their entrance was quiet and slow, and there were no shouts of 'I'm hoping to get a scar out of it'.

Not even from the twins.

The trees and bushes made the visibility inside the arena low. Even though it was a sunny day, some areas were almost completely dark, caused by the shadows of the trees. Now that Hiccup observed his environment with more focus, he noticed the trees were standing because there were ropes attaching them to the iron dome of the arena.

They froze as Gobber's faint voice was heard: "Good luck" and a metallic noise followed after. Soon, almost everyone split, as their heard the cage being opened. The only noise that dared to break the silence that followed this noise was the foliage being disturbed.

Hiccup had his dagger sheltered in his jacket, as a last resource, and his shield extended. He heard some noise and moved to that direction, hoping that it was the dragon. Unfortunately, he found a very hyperventilating Fishlegs holding his shield with so much force that his knuckles were as white as the clouds, and muttering statistics about the Snaptrapper. He decided to help the boy, since he himself was almost in the same situation.

But, unlike the chubby boy, he couldn't give in. Hiccup had an objective in mind and, in order to achieve it, he had to keep his head as level as possible and focus as much as he could. If his father could keep his head focused in the chaotic scenario of a Dragon Raid, he could do the same when facing a single dragon instead of 3 dozens.

"Fishlegs," Hiccup whispered, earning a squeal from said boy in return. Fishlegs turned to look at him and Hiccup put a finger across his lips, signaling the boy to be silent. He then waved a following gesture, and the boy silently complied. He didn't remember much about the sneaky dragon, so having Fishlegs around could be of some help. Not only that but Hiccup would also be able to keep an eye on Fishlegs, so the boy wouldn't accidentally startle the Snaptrapper when and if he find it.

Slowly, the pair stalked through the foliage, hearing only the rustling of the leaves. As it was a makeshift jungle, there were no animal noises, which made the silence almost maddening and unbearable. They walked for a few moments more before Hiccup crouched.

Fishlegs was still following his lead; the fact that he was following Useless was thrown away long ago from his mind's confine. He only wanted someone near him, and even the Twins would have done.

He turned to look at the husky boy, which still looked nervous but somewhat calmer with his presence. Hiccup knew Fishlegs could be a valuable resource in this situation, but also wanted to spare him of facing this nerving situation alone. Despite seldom talking with the boy, unlike in their childhood, Hiccup resented no ill feelings toward him, and understood why he distanced himself from the runt of the village.

"Fish, I need you to tell me what you know about the Snaptrapper's hunting tactics, slowly," Hiccup said in a hushed voice. He saw a smile creep in Fishlegs' face at the mention of his area of expertise, and the boy managed to speak without getting too nervous. He felt warm as it felt good to see that Fish felt happy to finally have his knowledge called out. He knew how the others paid little to no heed about Fishlegs' huge knowledge regarding the flying lizards.

"O-okay" he said, surprised but also happy at the attention. "Snaptrappers use their skin color to hide in the vegetation. As part of the Fear Class, they tend to hide or stalk his prey before attacking, just like the Zipplebacks. Their mouths can be mistaken as plants, and emit a peculiar smell to attract its prey," he spoke, perhaps a little too fast, but not fast enough to become a pile of unrecognizable noises and sounds instead of words.

Hiccup nodded, indicating that he understood everything. He also considered the information he had so far. He could tell neither that he or Fishlegs could smell any odd scent so far, so he knew they were not close to the dragon. He could sense that the boy also noticed this, since Fishlegs was visibly less tense than moments ago once his own words registered to his brain.

Unfortunately, the same could not be said for the voice that began screaming "OW, I AM VERY MUCH HURT!" on the other side of the arena. Hiccup and Fish looked at each other for a moment. Both instantly recognized the person behind the scream, since Tuff screamed the same thing every time.

"Do they happen to have some sort of venom or poison, like the Zippleback?" Hiccup asked worried. It didn't quell his worries when Fishlegs timidly nodded. He stood, and motioned for Fishlegs to follow him. "We need to find him. Heather will be quite busy today if we don't do anything," he reasoned.

The blond boy would have complained if not for two things: the last thing he wanted was to stumble on the dragon alone, and he was too surprised seeing Hiccup acting like a leader to protest. The scrawny boy also looked a little nervous, but he held a confidence Fishlegs had never seen before, as if he had a plan or something like that. He reasoned that it could have something to do with defeating both a Timberjack and a Zippleback single-handedly. With that he followed Hiccup without questioning.
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Once they neared the area, where they presumed that Tuffnut had been, Fishlegs tapped Hiccup's shoulder. "Do you smell that?" He asked once Hiccup looked at the boy over his shoulders. He was picking up an odd smell and it was unsettling, even if he didn't know what kind of smell a Snaptrapper emitted.

"I do. The dragon must be nearby. Warn me if you see anything or anyone," he said, also slightly nervous.

His heart began to beat faster while he was lightly sweating. He would finally put up his idea in practice and, unlike with the Timberjack, he had the teens to worry about. Fishlegs, showing a similar nervousness, timidly nodded and together they went toward the scent. As they neared the scent, it became stronger, but also divided throughout the area.

They stopped at a small opening. As it lacked trees, the sunlight illuminated them. Both of them stopped with their backs glued to the one another's. Hiccup's confidence faltered slightly while Fishlegs was already shaking with nervousness. "H-Hiccup the smell… it is e-everywhere. What do we do?" he asked with a trembling, stuttering voice.

Hiccup drew a deep breath, trying to think about the situation. Presuming that Fish was correct, that meant that all 4 heads were surrounding them. If only he could find one to scare with the eel smell…

Hiccup was about to ask Fishlegs to help when a war cry broke the silence. Within seconds Hiccup was tackle to the ground. When Fishlegs recovered from his scare and the situation became clear, they found out that it had been Astrid that had tackled the boy.

"What?!" she asked surprised, being nowhere near subtle. "I thought you were the Snaptrapper sneaking on Fishlegs!" she said while harshly standing. Hiccup stood up quickly after, while Fishlegs was seemingly frozen behind the enraged warrior.

"Well, you could be a little more observant, don't you think?" Hiccup replied almost automatic sarcasm. Astrid was about to give a harsh reply when Fishlegs all but shouted "GUYS!"

Apparently he had been calling both of them, but his calls had fallen to deaf ears.

"What?" Hiccup asked, raising his voice. The boy pointed a trembling finger behind Hiccup, and Astrid's eyes widened once they looked at said direction. "He's right behind me, isn't he?" he deadpanned before turning to meet 4 heads looking straight at him. Astrid was, in the blink of an eye, already far from Fishlegs, thinking of a strategy to take down the dragon, while Hiccup slowly backtracked toward the husky boy, making no sudden moves.

Once Hiccup was near Fishlegs, he whispered to the boy: "We need to think of something while he's not attacking us," he commented. Unfortunately for them, Astrid used the fact the all 4 heads were focusing on the boys to attack. With a war cry, she ran to the dragon and managed to stun two of its heads using the blunt side of the axe, before the other two focused on her.

Both boys watched with wide eyes the scene, as Astrid handled the two attacking heads. Hiccup noticed one of the heads was coming out of its daze, and turned to Fishlegs to speak: "Fish, get ready to distract the dragon. Astrid can't handle alone all 4 heads," he instructed, trying his best to not panic. Astrid coming out of nowhere threw off the approach he had in mind, and now she was unnecessarily risking herself.

He gave a brief look back at Astrid.

He was about to give more instructions when one of the heads snapped out of its daze. He began running toward Astrid while watching the head creep behind her. "Astrid, look out!" he shouted. Astrid deserved to be poisoned for her recklessness, but then he would have failed at his objective. He sort of already did, given that Tuff was already poisoned, and the dragon was somewhat hurt from Astrid's strikes.

Astrid just had enough time to turn her head and see the incoming attack. She braced herself for the hit, but instead was tackled to the ground by Hiccup. Unfortunately, her head collided hard on the ground from the fall, making her world spin.

Hiccup didn't have time to check out on Astrid. The dragon had bit him on the shoulder, and he could already feel some of the poison inside him. He just hopped that Toothless' saliva would be able to heal him; otherwise it would be a long day. As he was very close from the dragon, the eel smell reached its snorts, making it reel back in fear and disgust.

He only half-turned his head to look at Fishlegs: "Take Astrid out of here, I think she hit her head," he ordered the boy. It took a couple of seconds to Fish snap out of its trance, but once he did, he immediately walked to Astrid and dragged her far from the dragon. He glanced from his shoulders to look at Hiccup, and stopped at a moment to look, awed, at how Hiccup was dealing with the dragon the same way he had dealt with the Zippleback.

He continued heading to the gates shortly after, thinking that Astrid had been indeed bitten by the dragon, and consequently poisoned.

Hiccup relaxed slightly as it was only him and the dragon now. "I'm not here to hurt you," he spoke in a calming tone. All 4 heads looked at him, confused to why the human was unarmed and speaking to him. He slowly moved to his bracket before retracting the shield.
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The dragon eyed him suspiciously after watching his action, but didn't attack. When his shield was retracted, they were confused even more. "I'm a friend, I don't want to hurt you." He slowly approached the dragon, holding out his hand, while the dragon slowly reared, smelling the eel. "I could hurt you," – he opened slightly the coat to show the eel inside it. The other eel he had stored inside his house, should he ever need it and anything happen with this one.

The dragon reared further seeing the dead fish, but Hiccup kept talking. "But I won't," he hid the eel in the coat again, "even if you did hurt me," he slowly pointed to his bitten arm. He continued slowly walking toward the dragon, and the dragon was slowly backtracking toward its cage.

Hiccup tripped, feeling the poison weaken him, and fell to his knees. The dragon looked at him, but didn't advance. He forced himself to stand, since he was determined to end today's lesson quickly. "I know you can understand me. The others did when I spoke to them." Eight eyes widened at the boy's statement.

"I don't want you hurt, or anyone." He stumbled again, but this time didn't fall. He decided to take a risky approach, since his time was limited. Not only because of the poison, but because Astrid would soon figure he had been bitten and Gobber would come looking for him. He slowly grabbed the eel inside his fur coat and dropped on his feet.

The dragon reared slightly seeing the fish, though all of its eyes remained fixed on Hiccup. "I want to help you, and I need your help," he requested. The dragon eyes narrowed at the request. "I can protect you from being hurt in training," he began explaining. 'I think,' he added mentally, "And I know this is poisonous to you." He pointed to the eel and all heads hissed at it.

"You can burn it, but I need you to help me reach out the dome." He pointed to the iron dome above them. "I need to reach Tooth-the Night Fury to cure your poison." The heads looked at him and started sniffing the air, not daring to approach him while the eel was at his feet. After a while they stopped sniffing the air, apparently satisfied with whatever they found.

"I need to know you'll go back to the cage after helping me climb out the arena. If the others find you free and me missing, they'll kill you on spot," he explained. He was starting to feel dizzy, as the poison was taking effect. "I n-need to know I c-can trust you," he added while beginning to stutter. The poison was already affecting him, making his whole body feel rather numb, including his tongue.

The heads looked to one another and made small growls and hisses, as if talking to one another. He noticed the interaction was quite different to the Zippleback, where the two heads would fight when not engaged, like the Twins do. The heads soon turned to Hiccup and each gave him a nod. "O-okay, wait until I'm f-far from it, t-then b-burn it," he instructed, and one of the heads nodded.

Once he was a few feet away, the heads fired at the eel, turning it to ashes. Then they all focused on him and began approaching him. Hiccup gulped, praying that his craziness would not be his demise that moment.

He didn't walk away from the dragon, though.


	19. AN: Secrets Shine On FIXED

_**Special AN: Hello my readers. I have re-uploaded chapter 18, and now it doesn't have those codes anymore. I apologize for all of you that either had to read through it (On Silver Wings for example) or that didn't read because of it. I don't know how that happened, and I apologize for not looking at the chapter after publishing it, since I posted it right before going to sleep.**_

_**Thank you NightsAnger, fanfictionmakermachine, T-Biggz, Raven kight, WanderingReader10, Avery, On Silver Wings and Nick Tanico for pointing out this issue. You guys are the best!**_

_**Now that it is readable I hope you all enjoy this chapter. Next chapter will also be longer than usual as an apology for all of you.**_

_**UNtil next time!**_


	20. An Unexpected Visit, the Cliché Title

**_AN: Hello my fellow readers. Firstly, I'd like to inform all of you that, given my restricted time because of uni and some other personal issues (207 days since I found out about my depression being one) I have decided to change this story's updating schedule. At least, there will be an update once per month, with the chapters being between 6000 and 10000 words, isntead of one perk week with the chapter being between 2000 and 4000 words. That way I'll have more time to work on it-and on my will to work on it too-while you my dear readers won't be prejudiced by any inconveniences that may happen with me._**

**_This review response will be especially different from the other chapters. I acknowledge last chapter came bugged, and fixed the issue while also letting an AN thanking everyone that kindly warned me of the bug either through a review or a PM. That said, the reviews I'll be answering here will be regarding the last chapter's content._**

**_On Silver Wings: Regarding your commenting about the words I used to describe the Arena, I thank you very much for the observation you did. Also, I'm very happy that not only you liked my chapter but also that you found it deeply enjoyable. I hope you like this chapter as well._**

**_NightsAnger: An awful pun, but an awful smart pun. I honestly didn't expect to see any puns when I published it, and also I found it quite amusing. I hope you like this chapter as you liked the last one. _**

**_Scorpion6955: You really think my grammar has improved? Well, that would be probably because of the tips many authors has given me these past months. I do am, however, very happy to hear this, since it is something I've been aiming for the moment I started writing this story. Regarding the thesaurus I still don't believe that,_** **_after you betaread this chapter_**, **_you waited days until I published it just to tell me that. It was mean! :P_**

**_T-Biggz: Thank you. I really wanted Hiccup's methods with dealing with those two to be as different as possible from one another, and especially from the movie. His way with dealing with the Snaptrapper came quite easily when I started to write the dragons as intelligent creatures, instead of the more animalistic look the movie gives the,. Your assumption is neither right nor wrong. I don't wish to share any information, spoilers apart obviously, because I don't wish to disappoint you. All I can say is that you shouldn't throw away both options._**

**_WanderingReader10: Sounds like you just wandered into my story when I missed up-okay, that was a horrible pun. Anyway, thank you for being understanding, and for wishing me luck on uni. It's being a bit hard to adapt, but I think I'm already finding my place in there._**

**_So, without further ado:_**

**xxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxx**

When both of them were inches apart, one of the heads looked at him in the eyes. He felt pretty much the same way when Toothless first pinned him down after the Night Fury was freed from the boles. He had felt like the reptile could see directly into his soul, making him feel very vulnerable, and he was feeling the same at this moment.

They stood like this for only a few seconds, until the silence was broken by a distant call. Both Hiccup and the dragon turned to look at the direction of the noise, before looking back at each other.

Sensing they came to a rather hasty agreement, the dragon head nodded and lowered to the ground, while another motioned for him to climb up. Hiccup, already weakened by the poison, climbed with the help of a third head. After that the dragon hurried, although surprisingly silently, back to its cage. When they were at his door, the head carrying Hiccup stretched high enough so the boy could pass through the chains. Once up there, he turned to look at the dragon and gave him a nod.

The dragon nodded back, all heads doing so, and entered the cage. Using the outside lever, he locked the cage, and hurried to the cove as fast as he could. Even though he barely began running his breathing was already uneven and his vision was already blurring. Luckily, he managed to reach the cove without stumbling too much, or passing out, and quickly went down.

There, Toothless happily greeted him. His demeanor didn't last long when his snout caught the scent of poison coming from Hiccup. He quickly went to his side, and Hiccup put the unbitten arm around Toothless' neck as a support. While offering a weak smile he spoke with his dragon, "It w-worked. The S-Snaptrapper is safe a-and no o-one is hurt b-back t-there," he told Toothless, his stuttering getting worse since the poison was imbibing itself deeper into his body. The dragon grunted in disagreement, looking at Hiccup's wounded arm with disapproval wretched on his face.

"W-well, except for m-me. Your s-saliva has healing p-properties; I n-need you t-to use it o-on my w-wound. I t-think it'll c-cure the p-poison," he explained once he sat on the ground and leaned against a rock. Toothless looked worriedly at him, and while Hiccup thought it was because of the poison, the night dragon worried about something else.

007

I eyed the hatchling worried. He probably figured this out as a result of the previous times he woke up wet by my saliva. I wanted to be happy to help him, and that his plan succeeded-well mostly-but I was also worried of using my saliva. The only times I used were when he was unconscious, and he still felt pain. I didn't know if using while awake would be more painful than asleep.
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"Toothless, p-please b-bud, I n-need you t-to d-do t-this," he said, almost begging, as he took off his bracket and rolled his sleeve up. The bite had unfortunately been just above his armpit, where he had no armor. Had it been slightly lower, the mouth would have bitten the bracket. He mused that his streaking luck ran out that moment. Fortunately Toothless eventually complied, but not without hesitating a moment to lick the wound.

When Hiccup's head swayed a little because of his dizziness, Toothless licked his wound. Hiccup bit his lips and closed his mouth as he felt a sudden burst of pain, but didn't complain out loud. Toothless felt his friend's distress, but took his silence as a cue to continue the licking until the dragon deemed safe to stop.

When Toothless was finally finished, Hiccup's knuckles and lips were white, and he was panting heavily. The dragon looked him in the eyes and Hiccup patted his head while smiling. "Thanks b-bud. You think you c-could wake me up a-after a while? I t-think they'll be searching f-for me very soon," he asked Toothless, his stuttering decreasing as a sign that the dragon's saliva was indeed working as an antidote.

The dragon happily took him in and wrapped one of his wings around Hiccup, acting like a blanket. "Can't h-have Heather track me down, c-can we bud?" he said, before drifting to sleep. Toothless remained vigilant while his friend rested to recover from his injury.
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When Hiccup woke up, he was happy to see that the sun had moved little from the last time he had seen. That meant not much time has passed since he fell asleep. He also felt a lot better; his dizziness was gone and the world no longer was turning in circles. He patted Toothless' wing so the dragon would lift it and stretched out the little sleep left on his bones.

Once standing, he spoke to the dragon: "So, I'll hopefully be able to return later. Maybe if I come, we'll try to work out your tail. What do you think bud?" he asked, and Toothless bounced around the cove, acting like a happy puppy as an answer. Hiccup laughed carefree at his dragon's antic. He also laughed because he was no longer stuttering, meaning there was no poison inside his body anymore.

"I'll be back Toothless, probably," he said, waving to the dragon, before he left the cove. He decided to go to his house and change his tunic, since probably Heather was on his heels, and would interrogate him the moment she would see bloodstains and a rip in the tunic he was wearing.

He reached his house and entered through the back door quietly, thankful that no one saw him.

Quickly, he climbed the stairs and entered his room. As soon as he was inside, he took off his fur coat and tunic, and then proceeded to take a new tunic. He hid the older one under his bed and wrote a note on his desk to mend the gash later. He vested back his fur coat and took his journal, guarding it inside the coat. His objective was to go to the forge and improve his brackets…

…Which only now he noticed that he left on the cove. He gave an exasperated sigh, and made a mental note to retrieve it the next time he visits Toothless. He was about to leave his house when his stomach growled in hunger, reminding him that his body, albeit healed, had not had food since before Training. Quickly, he went to the kitchen to cook some fish to satisfy his hunger. After cooking it he sat and began to eat slowly, enjoying the silence of the house. While he was eating he heard a knock on the door, too gentle to be from Gobber, unfortunately breaking the silence.

"Come in," he said after sighing, and before continuing eating. He wouldn't tell whoever it was to go away, even though he surely enjoyed the brief quietude. The person which entered the house was none other than Heather, wearing a slightly angry expression. Hiccup considered lucky that he was drinking water, because he gulped the moment he saw her face.

"Would you like to tell me where in the Nine Realms have you been? Gobber was searching for you in that arena for half an hour and even considered opening the Snaptrapper cage to see if you were stuck inside there. I'd have encouraged him had I not seen you come from the forest to your house," she spoke with a demanding tone that rivaled Stoick's voice.

"Well…" he started while rubbing his neck. "The Snaptrapper trapped himself inside the cage, and I just locked it. I got out of the arena, but I guess you and Gobber were busy with the teens. Speaking of which, how are them?" he asked a bit shyly, while purposely dodging her question.

He thought of asking specifically about Tuff, Ruff and Snotlout since he hadn't seen them any moment inside the arena, but guessed that, by not being specific, he would cover fairly well his lack of knowledge about their whereabouts.

Her gaze softened a little before she sighed, her face suddenly looking very tired. She took a chair on the other side of the table and sat on it. "They're fine. Fishlegs surprisingly had no concerning scratches, but was hyperventilating. Astrid had a slight concussion, but she will be fine. Tuff, Ruff and Snotlout were all poisoned inside there. I gave them the medicine, and now they're resting in the hut." She explained, exhaustion dripping clear from her.

Hiccup felt sympathy for his friend that moment, and was also relieved that Toothless' saliva worked out, even though it had been painful. He didn't want Heather to have any more work to do besides what she already had.

"And you? Have you been bitten back at the Arena?" she asked in concern, before narrowing her eyes, "And would you like to tell me why Fishlegs is saying you singled that dragon all by yourself?" she half-asked, half-demanded using an uncharacteristic harsh tone while crossing her arms.

"Well, if I had been bitten, we wouldn't be having this conversation," Hiccup answered with his usual sarcasm. Heather merely facepalmed, feeling at a loss at how to put some sense inside the boy's head. "A-and Fishlegs is telling the truth. I-I had to tackle Astrid since she had been reckless enough to fight head-on the dragon alone."

Heather laughed at the irony of Reckless speaking of someone being reckless. Hiccup paused, and it didn't take long for him to understand why the girl was laughing. "Anyway, if I hadn't done that, she would have been another person for you to have in your hut," he finished explaining with a soft, understanding tone.

She just closed her eyes while leaning on her hand. She couldn't really be mad at Hiccup when he practically saved a fellow tribesman, and saved her of having more people to treat poison sickness. "Well, that explains why she has a concussion, and why Fishlegs was so nervous." Her eyes opened, as if she remembered something. "Also, Astrid wants to talk to you, perhaps to thank you for saving her, or something like that. She's in the hut with a block of ice."

Hiccup didn't really look forward to see the blonde, but nodded anyway. Heather stood up and walked to the door, ready to leave, but stopped. She turned to Hiccup and smile. "He also told me how you handled the situation while he followed you. Gobber and I are proud of you Hiccup, and I'm sure your father would also be," She spoke with a proud tone that Hiccup rarely has heard the brunette use.

With that she left the house to attend the unconscious teens.
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Later that day Hiccup went to the healer's hut. He was afraid that not facing Astrid would result in being stalked by the girl, and the last thing he wanted was to face an enraged Valkyrie while sewing a harness and carrying a saddle.

When he entered the hut, he was met with the sigh of three young Vikings sleeping in the beds, along with a fourth one sitting on one of the farthest beds while holding a block of ice on her head. Hiccup slowly approached her with a likeness of the way he did with Toothless. Fortunately, she wasn't conscious enough to see him acting as if he was calming a wild dragon while being defenseless.

Once he was near her, she looked at him. It seemed that when he needed that rare confidence he found earlier in the arena, it was nowhere to be found. "H-Heather told me y-you wanted to talk," he said shyly. Not just that but it seemed to him that it was impossible to look directly at Astrid's eyes, so he decided to fix his gaze on the wall behind her.

"Yeah… you might want to sit though," she said in an uncharacteristic soft tone that surprised Hiccup. Coming to think he didn't even know if he ever heard Astrid talk any other way than the harsh tone she was known for among the tribe.

He did so, and waited for the blonde to talk. He did not notice, as he was evading Astrid's gaze, but she was pretty much doing the same, considering she was almost killed because of her pride, and no doubt caused large amount of pain earlier to Hiccup, if the way he ran out of the hut that day was of any indication.

"Look, I wanted to thank you for aiding me back there,"-Hiccup was fairly surprised, and a bit indignant at the word 'aid' since he pretty much saved her from being blacked out like the others, but he knew this is as far as Astrid Hofferson would go-"I acted recklessly by facing the dragon alone, and it could have been worse to me if you had not intervened," she admitted. Despite being the best between the teens, she acknowledged her mistakes, and this had been one of them.

"I also wanted to apologize"–she missed Hiccup's jaw drop and his mouth hang wide open- "For the things I told you that day in the arena. I was being too prideful to speak those things." Before she could speak anything else she was interrupted by Hiccup's voice.

"You don't need to apologize," he replied. "If anything I should be apologizing to you for almost killing you." Before she could protest he added "Even if unintentionally. Besides I don't remember what you said, so I bare no ill thoughts against you. If you want to hear something to ease your guilt, then just be careful with whatever you said back there. I have never known what makes me snap like that," he said.

Although he was trying to maintain a light tone to ease Astrid, she could faintly hear a sad and fearful note behind it, hidden his nonchalantly facade.

She wanted to complain, especially about Hiccup's forgiving nature. She made a mistake and she admitted it, and he should be harsh so the mistake wouldn't be repeated, not take the whole blame. "I'll let it pass if you do so. I have as much guilt in this as you. So there is no need to keep blaming yourself if you're willing to forgive me. Do we have a deal?" she said in a strong tone, so Hiccup wouldn't evade her demand. She extended a hand to seal the spoken deal.

Hiccup gave up as soon as he noticed Astrid had her mind already made up. It would be useless to try to discuss things, much like it is with his father. She was, next to his father, the most stubborn Viking he knew. With a sigh, he shook her hand, agreeing with the deal. An awkward silence fell between them as both still didn't meet each other's gaze. Fortunately, or not for Hiccup, it didn't last long, as a swift punch connected to his right arm.

"OWW, why would you do that?" he asked while rubbing his sore arm. This time, he looked at her in the eyes. Had he not been friends with Heather he would have wondered if violence was the only way a woman on Berk could communicate with anyone else.

"That's for giving me a concussion," Astrid answered, though not with her usual harsh tone. Hiccup took the cue that she was trying to look fierce after letting her guard down and only offered a smile, before standing and leaving the hut.

She had been afraid that after the hit he would have been mad at her but when she looked into his eyes and saw his smile, the fear was already gone. Still, she was known to be fierce, and this was not the first time Hiccup had seen her soft. She wanted to be sure he knew she wasn't going soft, although a part of her knew that he knew it anyway.
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Hiccup spent the rest of the short day, and a part of the night sewing the harness. After hours of work he quickly retreated to his house to sleep, only to wake up early and visit Toothless. He met the dragon and resumed their trials on flying.

Their days quickly became a routine. Hiccup would spend the morning with Toothless, trying to improve the tail so the dragon could go back to soaring the air while also learning more about the dragons, including their weakness, such as their desire to pursue the sun's reflection on metal, a grass he dubbed dragon nip as it left Toothless in some sort of ecstatic trance, the scratching, among other things.

Then later he would go to the arena and quickly subdue the dragons with his tricks, much to Astrid's dislike. His 'improvement' in fighting dragons quickly earned the good side of the teens, even of his cousin's, and of the villagers as well, while Heather and, especially Astrid, became even more suspicious of his disappearing after each lesson.

Of course, not all days had been smooth. Sometimes he would come back to his house with bruises by crashing with Toothless, only to face Heather. He would always conjure an excuse, the most common one being that he tripped while running in the woods, and Heather would always scold him for being reckless in her motherly way, much like she always did.

However, he didn't notice the raven-haired girl growing sadder as Hiccup passed more and more time in the forest. Astrid would also have been, since to her it appeared that Hiccup was definitely evading her, had she not been so furious that she was no longer the best trainee in the arena, especially considering Hiccup knew how important it was to her. There were some days that the only time Hiccup would be seen by anyone was during training. Neither at morning, nor until late night would he be found.

Among these days, there had been a few close encounters in which Hiccup's secret was almost blown. One of them had been during the initial testing of the tail when Hiccup and Toothless were mapping the tail's positions while the dragon was tied to tree. The wind force ended snapping the rope and they both collided with a tree.

The hook that tied Hiccup's harness to the saddle had bended, rendering it unable to unhook the harness, and in this occasion, Hiccup had left his brackets and dagger inside the forge to be tweaked later. He had decided earlier to change the shelter into a pocket to store dragon nip, since he now barely had any need to use his dagger, since he could simply carry it in his belt like he always did. His only option had been to, reluctantly; take Toothless to the forge while using the cover of the night.

Hiccup had been too focused on fixing the hook as soon as possible, to notice Toothless looking around the forge, until he knocked a basket in which he had thought that it contained fish. The dragon wasn't to blame though, since even the boy could smell the scent of Icelandic Cod coming from that bucket.

Unluckily, someone outside also heard it. And to make Hiccup's situation worse, it had been none other than Astrid. "Hiccup? Are you in there?" she asked while approaching the forge. With the speed of his dragon, he jumped out through the window, closing it as fast as he opened it. He was lucky that Toothless was pitch-black, instead of a lighter color like a Nadder. Astrid would have certainly spotted the dragon had it not been for his natural camouflage.

"Oh, Hi Astrid, hi Astrid," he stammered nervously. Astrid eyed him, confused because of his odd behavior.

"You're acting weirder lately," she accused while crossing her arms, "And you're avoiding Heather and me. Why?" Her voice sounded slightly hurt, while she averted her gaze from him for only a second. When she turned to look at him again, he was gone and the forge window was moving slightly. She quickly opened it, but found nothing.

Had she been paying more attention, she would have noticed a shadow moving on the corner of her vision. She briefly wondered if she had just imagined seeing Hiccup in front of her, but then dismissed the idea as she went to her house to sleep.

Hiccup had been pushed by Toothless back into the forge. Luckily for him, it had been in the exact moment Astrid was distracted. He directed the dragon to the cove, and they reached it in just a couple of minutes. However, he couldn't stop thinking about what Astrid told him. 'Am I really avoiding them?' he thought.

He didn't mean to do this, but considering that he has been spending more time with Toothless, it made sense that they would think he was avoiding them.

It didn't help that his trust on Heather was slightly shattered, or that things got even more awkward between him and Astrid. The Valkyrie seemed to sometimes, though these were rare, care about him, and in the next second she would be, most of the times, completely enraged because of his proficiency on the Dragon Training. Not that he wanted the spot, but he really didn't want to see anyone getting hurt, either dragon or human.

She also seemed to know that he was up to something, since he had to evade her a couple of times when going to visit Toothless. Luckily, she only chased him if he met her while she was training in the woods.

He had been lucky that she had fast reflexes because on their first encounter, he had been seconds away from being accidentally beheaded, before being chased by the blonde. Luckily for him, years of evading his bullying cousin made him quite fast, if not, dare he say so, faster than the Valkyrie herself.
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The day came where Hiccup would do with Toothless their first real test flight. After doing numerous tweaking to Toothless' tail and pedal, and testing them and mapping the positions, he decided they were finally ready to test the tail. Hiccup reached the cove, and was greeted by a happy Toothless as usual. Sometimes he wondered how from being enemies they became such close friends in such short time.

Even though Heather had been a great friend to him, he felt that Toothless' friendship was different. While Heather encouraged him, she also scolded him whenever he got himself in danger. Even with her he felt somewhat judged, but with Toothless he felt free, away from prying eyes and judging gazes. He didn't need to fit any standards, or follow any rules. There was only him and his best friend. And the Night Fury seemed more than happy to be with just him.

Even when Toothless disagreed with him, he knew the dragon wasn't judging him. Hiccup didn't really know how to put with words; he simply felt that his friendship with the dragon was different from his friendship with the healer-in-training.

"So bud. What do you say we finally try flying for real?" he proposed to the dragon. Toothless, although tired of waiting to soar back the skies, was a bit reluctant since it was risky, mainly because he wouldn't have full control of his flight anymore, and would not be alone up there as he had been his entire life.

After a couple of seconds thinking, he resolutely nodded and positioned himself so Hiccup would strap the saddle on him.

Hiccup wasted no time strapping the saddle after Toothless readied himself. It wasn't before a minute that he was finished and already hopped on Toothless. The dragon wasted no time getting into the air, heading for the far side of the island. "Ok bud, let's take this nice and slow," he instructed Toothless, and earned a grunt in agreement.

Hiccup briefly looked at the tail to see if there was nothing wrong. Toothless was just gliding on the air, well below the usual speed he has while flying, waiting for the boy's instructions. Said boy looked at his 'cheat sheet', a paper mapping the tail's different positions. He gave a tug to the paper to see if it was being held firmly, as he didn't want to lose it in the middle of the flight.

"All right. Position three… no, four," he spoke to himself, before flipping the pedal. A metallic click was heard and the artificial tail snapped at the desired position. Toothless peered back at his tail, and copied the position with his natural one. Soon they were in a steep dive, stopping just above the ocean as Hiccup clicked again the pedal, with Toothless closely following in the change with his natural tail.

After they stabilized just above the ocean they neared a natural archway made of rock. Birds flied above them as they went through it.

"Ok, it's go time, it's go time," he muttered to himself while flying through the arch. When they successfully went through it without any problems he cheered in relief. "Yeah, that worked!" Unfortunately Hiccup's relief distracted him, making him accidentally lead Toothless to a rocky spire. Hiccup noticed his mistake and tried to correct their flying path, but the pair crashed on it anyway.

"Sorry, bud," he apologized to the dragon. Unknowingly, he steered Toothless to meet another rocky spire. This crash was less rough than the last, but it was still a crash. "My bad," he apologized again, and earned a slap in the face from one of Toothless' earplates. "Okay, okay, I deserved it," he grunted to the bossy dragon.

Soon when he saw they had a clear path, he decided to change their course. "Position four, no three." and another metal click was heard. They soon began ascending quickly the skies. Toothless, excited, flapped even quicker his wings. "This is amazing," Hiccup shouted.

They dared to make an almost vertical climb. "Woohoo, the wind in my face," he shouted happily, and Toothless locked at him with a face that screamed 'hey, this is fucking cool isn't it?' He laughed at seeing his friend's look. For the first time, both boy and dragon felt truly free, with the limit being as far as the eye can see; and away from everything, every pressure, every judging gaze. There was no one to judge them, nothing to hide, no war to worry about; only he and Toothless.

Once they were almost touching the clouds, Hiccup looked back and saw the distancing figure of his home. He turned to look at Toothless after correcting their flight so they would be gliding above the clouds and patted his head "Hey bud, wanna try a dive bomb? No one will hear or see us here," he asked the dragon, while adrenaline was fueling their veins. Now that they knew how to fly with the prosthetic tail he finally felt confident enough to see Toothless make his signature dive bomb.

The dragon warbled happily as an answer for the request, and Hiccup didn't lose a single second in tweaking the artificial tail. Soon they were dive bombing straight to the sea at breakneck speed, the strong wind rushing through their faces, making Hiccup's eyes water as they were not used to such wind. Hiccup felt his stomach tie into knots as he no longer felt his weight. It was like he was paper, almost weightless. The ear piercing shriek notorious to his dragon and him alone filled the air.

Just as he closed his eyes, his ears picked a faint shout. Toothless' ear plates twisted at the same moment, also hearing the famed shout: "NIGHT FURY, GET DOWN." Hiccup barely had enough time to come out of his shock to steer Toothless out of his dive, and consequently, out from crashing into the ocean. The dragon, however, did not slow down.

He turned his head around and saw two ships, one of them heavily damaged from battle. For a panicking moment, he though it had been his father's search for the nest, but when he directed Toothless to turn around, although maintaining a good distance and speed so nothing but a black blur would be seem by the sailors, he noticed the ships had the Bog Burglar crest in its sail.

He directed Toothless to soar above the small pack of clouds that were in the air. Panicking was quite an understatement of how he felt at this moment. He didn't remember any scheduled Bog visit, especially since the ice would set in less than a month. It also made things more complicated that the ships were between him and Berk, and he wouldn't have time to go around, evading the risk of being noticed.

Since his father was absent and so was Spitelout, Gobber would likely drag him to deal with the visitors. Either that or Cami would go hunt him down, supposing that she-probably-was in the ship.

Toothless hovered in midair, waiting for Hiccup's instruction. "Toothless, you think we can pass these ships without being hit?" the dragon warbled annoyed in response, almost like his pride was hurt. "Ok bud, I got it. And do you think we can pass them without I being seen?" he asked more worriedly.

A Night Fury being spotted in mid day would already be cause for more alarm, as if the Bog's visit wasn't enough. If news passed that there was a rider on top of said dragon, not only it was quite possible that Hiccup would have to deal with two chaotic tribes, even if he has Gobber's help it would be hard.

Not only that but it also would make harder to practice flight with Toothless.

Seconds felt like hours as Hiccup struggled to make a decision. Before they were flying, his biggest worry had been that they would fall into the ocean or crash on a rock. That way, at least, death would be quite painless and quick. Now he had too much at stake. He weighted the pros and cons of either risking reaching Berk before the Bogs or after them.

In the end, he resolved that reaching his village before them would save him a lot of trouble, mainly from Heather and Cami, since it was likely both would hunt him down.

"Toothless, we need to go back, as quickly as possible," he hushed to the dragon. Toothless looked him in the eye and gave him a fierce nod, determination radiating from the dragon. Nodding back, Hiccup drew a deep breath… and twisted the pedal. As soon as he did this they were dive bombing again at breakneck speed, going toward Berk. There was a cloud formation near the island, close to the far mountain. It would allow them to reach the village undercover, so the Bogs wouldn't say that a Night Fury headed to Berk.

The familiar shouting was heard by the pair once more. As they neared the ships, axes and arrows began flying around. Hiccup, in a desperate moment, flicked the pedal almost instinctively, following with absolute precision Toothless' evasive movements. The pair flew as one in that moment, the hush and danger of the situation flashing constantly through their minds. Toothless was smart enough to figure why was important to reach Berk quickly.

The 'little one' as he affectionately called Hiccup had told in these days his entire life story, and the rest he picked by Hiccup's emotions.

It felt like hours before they finally went through the ships unscathed. Their speed made the ships swung on the water, providing Hiccup the cover he needed for no one to see that Toothless had a rider. He released a breath he didn't know he was holding once he was far enough from them.

He sworn he had seen Cami's angry face at missing hitting the elusive dragon. He admitted to himself that she had been the closest call they had there, but the Gods seemed to be favoring him now. This or it was all a trick played by Loki, so the trickster god could find amusement in Hiccup's desperation.
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Soon they were gliding above the clouds, the ships all but a dot in the midst of the vast sea. They flew through the mountain, and used it as a cover to their descent in the forest. It didn't take more than 5 minutes to land in the Cove, and almost the same so Hiccup could even his breath and his heart would stop pondering against his chest, much like the hammer at the anvil while forging a sword in Gobber's blacksmith.

He patted the dragon's head and bid him goodbye before leaving the Cove. He wasted no time in running back to the village. While he was heading to the village Hiccup kept thinking how it seemed that he had bonded with Toothless even more when they went by the ships.

Sure he had befriended the dragon the moment Toothless didn't eat his hand, but back there, when they were flying past the ships, he felt like his mind and Toothless' were one, like each could read each other's thoughts and how synced their movements were. It was a feeling Hiccup wanted to linger for a good while, but he decided to save it for later.

If everything goes well, he would be able to visit Toothless at night and share what he felt back there.
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He quickly reached the blacksmith, as it was the place where Gobber was most likely to be. As soon as he reached it, he was met with the sight of Gobber looking like he was ready to invade the dragon's nest all by himself. "Oh, Hiccup. I was ready to go looking for yeh in that forest," the man explained while disarming himself-literally since he took off his axe prosthesis and put his signature hook.

"A villager said he sighted ships coming this way, we must be prepared for battle," he added, as he pushed Hiccup to go out of the forge. The boy, however, refused to leave.

"It's the Bogs; I saw the crest on their sails," he said, before freezing on spot. Gobber stopped walking to look at him with surprise and suspicious. Both knew that from the distance the ship were it was almost impossible to see the crest in the sails. It had been one of the reasons Hiccup decided to invent something that would allow spotting ships from the distance months ago.

"And how yeh know that?" Gobber asked, leaning forward to be face-to-face with Hiccup. Hiccup's eyes averted from the man and quickly scanned the room while trying to build a believable story. Luckily, his sight landed on one of his project…

"I was testing my spy glass," he said. His mind continued trying to build scenario, in case Gobber asked for details. Said man looked confused at the moment.

"Spy glass? What the devils is that?" the blacksmith asked bewildered. While Gobber most of the times knew about Hiccup's projects, this had been one of the few he didn't know about, much like Astrid's blade-although Hiccup didn't know that Gobber had figured out this day the blade was forged from his method.

Fortunately, Hiccup's desire to explain his invention kicked in and soon he found himself explaining the purpose of the invention. Gobber, while always supportive usually makes a negative remark or two, but didn't utter even one about this invention, unlike with the Mangler.

Luckily to Hiccup, the man forgot to ask why he wasn't holding one when he barged into the forge. "All right, yeh can talk later bout this new contraptions of yehrs. Right now we need to go to the docks greet our unexpected guests," he pointed to the docks and Hiccup nodded.

Gobber, just to make sure, grabbed the spy glass and looked at the direction which the ships were coming from. True to Hiccup's explanation, he could see, albeit not crystal clear, the Bog crests on the sails. Sighing in amusement the blacksmith left the contraption inside the Forge and joined Hiccup to walk to the docs.

A few moments later they were heading to the docks. The few villagers that stayed in Berk were waiting just above the cliffs, some expecting the chief's expedition while others expecting an enemy. The teens stalked the pair, curious to get a closer look at who might be.
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Minutes passed as boy and man stood at the docks, looking at the approaching ships. They were close enough to the people see the crest on the sails without the spy glass. Some people, as soon as they saw the crest, went back to their homes, disappointed that their familiar ones weren't coming home while others, out of curiosity, climbed down to the docks to know why the unexpected visit.

The teens were hidden among the small crowd, also watching the events unfold.

Gobber leaned to Hiccup so he could whisper. "Now, as yehr father is absent, you're the acting chief. That means you'll be representing us when dealing with the Bogs," he explained and earned a terrified look from Hiccup. While finding the situation funny, he pitied the boy, since it reminded him of Stoick in his early days of being chief.

He placed his beefy hand at Hiccup's shoulders before speaking up. "Now, don't yeh worry. I'll be right here to help yeh, though I'm pretty sure yeh can handle this." This seemed to help the boy, as his posture became less stiff.

Hiccup's terrified look morphed into one of surprise. "Y-you really think I can handle this situation?" he asked, both in surprise and disbelief. While he heard Fishlegs talking about how he acted like a leader back at the first day fight the Snaptrapper, his self-esteem didn't quite agree with it.

Not that being bullied around for almost a decade helped him have one at all.

Gobber nodded without hesitation. "Yes I do. I heard Fishlegs' tale about yehr adventure when I released the Snaptrapper. And yeh always had a clever thinking. If anyone here can handle this unexpected visit, it is you Hiccup," he spoke proudly, tapping his hook on Hiccup's chest. The boy smiled, the praise giving him an encouraging boost.

They stopped their talking when the ships neared. Hiccup soon noticed the figure of his longtime friend standing at the hull of the front ship. At first he smiled, since it had been years since they last met, but soon his smiled turned into a frown as he noticed the usually energetic girl seemed somber and quiet. The air around the Bogs seemed thick and transmitted an eerie feeling to anyone at the docks watching their arrival.

The plank fell on the ship the moment they docked, and Hiccup went to welcome his friend. Cami looked to him when he called her name, and went to embrace him. He, however, noticed the way she embraced him was much more like she needed comfort than happiness of seeing him after so long.

When they finally parted, Hiccup noticed someone was missing… someone too loud to be missed at the ships' docking. "Cami, where is your mother?" he asked worried.

His fear grew when Cami looked away. She was inhaling deeply, hugging herself, as if trying to not cry. After a few seconds of an uncomfortable silence she answered. When she answered, Cami spoke quietly, while not quite meeting his gaze. It appeared that the girl was on the verge of crying, and was doing her best to don't do it right there.

"She died before we sailed to here."
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"She died before we sailed to here." She quietly answered, not quite meeting his gaze. It appeared that the girl was on the verge of crying, and was doing her best to don't do it right there.

Hiccup's looked at her with wide eyes as he gasped. Just like with his father, he had always seen the Bog chief as an immortal being, telling tales of fighting dragons and of the rivalry she shared with the Hooligan chief. Though always competing, they shared a strong friendship. Both because Cami was a close friend to him and his dad's friendship with Bertha, he had grown quite fond of the woman who affectionately nicknamed him 'fishbone'. Unlike his cousin, she always seemed playful when using his nickname, much like Gobber was with 'toothpick'.

He then frowned, recalling the familiar pain of losing someone close. And it was not like he was a stranger to the feeling, as he not only had to cope with losing his mother on a dragon raid a decade ago but he had also helped Heather and Astrid cope with their losses. Still, he didn't know if losing a mother at their current age was more or less pain than losing at the age he lost his own.

His heart ached as he saw Cami slowly wipe off a tear rolling her cheek as she quietly sniffed. Hiccup, albeit not unfamiliar with the situation, also didn't know how he should deal with it. Things like that appeared to be easier when everyone was younger. He slowly put a hand on her shoulder, and when the girl looked at him with bright, red eyes, he offered her a smile. "I'm…" he swallowed, since saying those words always brought back the pain his friend in front of him must be feeling at the moment.

"I'm sorry for your loss," he said soothingly, "I-I," he stuttered before going silent. He took a deep breath, trying to not also get emotional with the whole situation, "I know how you feel… and…" he said slowly, as the words were not easily coming to him, "And… I'm here for you if you need it…" he finished.

Cami looked at those warm forest-green eyes. She could see behind the warmth the pain those eyes held. She took comfort hearing his words, as she could remember soothing Hiccup when she visited Berk after the incident years ago. Had the situation been lighter, she would have laughed at the irony, as she vividly remembered telling a young, crestfallen Hiccup that 'one day he would be able to return the favor', and almost 10 years later he was indeed.

Her hand went for her face to wipe off uselessly the tears that was flowing freely from her eyes. She didn't do it, though, since Hiccup's free hand did it for her. As soon as his thumb made contact with her cheek, she embraced him, clutching on the boy as if her life depended on it. Hiccup was momentously surprised, before returning the embrace. He saw the Bogs behind Cami bowing their heads, honoring the memory of their former chief. The Hooligans behind Gobber and Hiccup did the same, understanding what the situation meant.

He closely held Cami, as she silently sobered in his shoulders. A few lone tears escaped his own eyes, as he could feel the pain inside his friend. They held the embrace silently for a few minutes, as no one dared to do or say anything. Back where the teens were hiding, overlooking the docks, Heather shed a few tears of her, recognizing the familiarity of the situation. Astrid also felt a pang in her heart, as she recalled the loss of her Uncle. Her tough Viking demeanor, however, made her refuse to let free any tears. She was grateful, though, that none of the teens could see her slightly bright eyes.

Cami slowly broke out of the hug, occasionally sniffing. She offered Hiccup a genuine smile, letting him know how grateful she was of his actions. After Hiccup smiled back, he decided to speak. "It's okay, we can talk later," Hiccup suggested, seeing that the young chief needed that comfort, though also wanted to deal with something else. Cami nodded, absently stroking the hand he had on her shoulder.

She took a deep breath to calm down a little before addressing her friend. "T-thanks…" she paused, deeply breathing so her voice would even, before speaking again. "Right now I need to address your father," she said, finally breaking her gaze on his soft eyes to look around, searching for the vast man that was supposed to be there. When she didn't find him, her blue eyes turned back to Hiccup, expecting to know why the vast man was missing.

He finally let go of her shoulder to rub the back of his neck, "Well… about that, he went searching for the nest after last raid." She was surprised and stiffened hearing the familiarity of those words. She would have felt pity of the boy had she not known of Stoick's usual habit of searching for the nest. She slightly pondered if her mother's inexperience on searching for the dragon's nest was the cause of her demise, though she didn't linger much on the idea.

She was about to talk when he interrupted her. "Spitelout also went with him, among most of the village." She closed her mouth. Moments passed and her mouth was widened as it finally dawned on her what Hiccup was not directly telling her, hence the sheepish attitude.

"You mean to tell me you're the acting chief at the moment?" she asked in a whisper. Her surprise didn't end when her friend nodded, looking a bit nervous. She took her time to get passed the surprise so she could address the chief regarding what she wanted to talk about. "Well…" she shyly began. She would have felt embarrassed for breaking down in front of the acting chief, but she knew Hiccup was not the usual Viking that would say 'suck it up'. "I guess it would be better we go somewhere to talk, as chiefs," she added.

Hiccup was slightly surprised. His mind didn't even register that with Bertha's death, Cami would be the new chief of the Bogs. Still, seeing someone around his age already at chiefdom, permanently, sent shivers down his spine. He quietly thanked the Gods that his position was only temporary, and prayed that his father would not meet the same fate Cami's mother had.

"Y-yes, of course," he answered, trying to cover his surprise, though he didn't succeed much on it. "We c-could go to the Great Hall or my house. Whatever m-makes you feel more comfortable," he added to the Bog chief. She pondered for a moment her options before instructing him that they should first have a private conversation before addressing publicly the visit. Besides, away from prying, judging eyes, she wouldn't need to worry of breaking down in public again.

Hiccup turned to Gobber and motioned the man to come closer so he could speak in a low voice. Gobber had given them some space the moment he noticed Bertha's absence. They had been close friends, almost rivaling his friendship with Stoick if distance hadn't been a problem. As soon as he overheard Cami's words he took his time to mourn his friend. He only hoped that she had a glorious death and was in Valhalla. "Cami and I will talk in my house privately," he spoke to the man with a slight trembling voice. It was hard for him to maintain a tough appearance with the shocking news he just received, not to mention Cami's current state.

Gobber nodded, before talking back "I'll instruct the Bogs and whosever in the village to wait in the Hall for yeh two to arrive. Yeh two can take yehr time," he turned to look at the Bog, and placed his beefy head on her thin shoulder. "I'm sorry for yehr loss. Yehr mother was a great women and a great friend. I'm sure she must be in Valhalla by now," he spoke, trying to comfort Cami in his own way. It might not have been the best, but she knew he had good intentions.

With that they parted ways, the two young chiefs heading to Hiccup's house, while Gobber was instructing those at the docks. The people who had gathered to watch the arrival opened way so the two could go through. They eyed Hiccup, trying to understand the situation happening before them, but either the boy was distracted and didn't notice them or simply ignored them. They, however, didn't dwell for long in it as they heard Gobber instructing that a meeting in the Great Hall would be held. The burly man, along with some of the villagers, guided the Bogs to the hall while the rest of the Hooligans went ahead, some parting the group to notify those who didn't hear the instructions.

One thing they knew. If Bertha was dead, and they were here when the ice was about to set, then it meant things had gone really bad for the Bogs. Soon apprehension felt in everyone, and the few that dared to ask a Bog about what happened were met with a saddening silence. Their only choice was to wait for Hiccup to shed some light for them. While he had vastly improved at Dragon Training, defeating the beasts with his bare-hands, some doubted of his leading skills. While most of the village already heard of Fishlegs' tale, some were still wary, remembering all the times the child tried to help them and ended up aiding the dragons by accident.
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Hiccup went all the way to his house holding Cami by her shoulder. He missed Snotlout's glare, probably envious that he would be alone with the pretty Bog, or the teens' surprise. Heather went after him, probably to ask what happened, but she stopped when he gave her a glance that clearly meant 'later'. They didn't stare for long, as they heard word that a meeting was being held in the Hall. Soon everyone was going there, though Heather stopped to glance back at the figure of her best friend entering the chief's house with Cami.

A small part of her felt jealous of thinking he was alone with the Bog. Everyone knew of their different culture, especially their denial in marriage and how they made their offspring. Though she somehow knew it was unlikely, she prayed that the girl wouldn't use him to make one. Her fear quickly died when she and the teens heard word of the former Bog chief's death; her jealous quickly changed to guilty as she realized what Hiccup's intention probably was, since she knew he was a close friend to the Bog heir. Not only was that but, at that exact moment, it dawned on her that he was the acting chief for the moment.

She hoped that her reckless boy would know how to act. She felt some hope as it had been days since Hiccup had been wounded on the Dragon Training. The other teens' wound rate significantly dropped, though every now and then one of them would still get hurt, mainly the Twins.

Also she had been one of the first to hear Fishlegs' tale.

While everyone was waiting at the Great Hall, Hiccup and Camicazi entered his house. After making themselves comfortable and giving her a mug of water, he decided to go straight to the point. "Cami, what happened to… your tribe?" he asked, refraining himself from specifically asking about her mother. Speaking of the Bogs as Cami's tribe felt foreign to him, hence the pause when speaking.

"Well… we don't know much of what happened. It started when we had a peculiar bad raid, which was quite surprising. N-not only because it was an unusual time for the dragons to raid us, but the large amount of dragons that did it. So, after we survived it, mom…" she abruptly stopped, feeling that her throat was closed. A single tear escaped her bright blue eyes, which was tenderly cleaned by Hiccup.

"Thanks…" she mumbled as a small smile on her face. She took a deep breath and continued explaining. "She decided to search for the nest. She went with 3 other ships to there, but they never returned. Then, one day, the village woke up with our houses burning. It was like fire was raining from the skies. Some Bogs claim that they saw a huge dragon in the dark night, but no one knows for sure. Since most of the village was burning to the ground, we decided to leave the island. We had three boats left, but one was burned while we were leaving. Whatever did that thought we weren't worthy of being chased once we were away from the island."

Hiccup felt lost. No one knew of a dragon capable of burning a village to the ground. Not even Toothless would be capable of that. He would do some research later, as it seemed the matter had yet to be finished. "D-do you think it was the White Death?" he asked the young chief, recalling the tale of the Hysterics demise: A tribe that was obliterated and burned to the ground within a single day, leaving nothing but ashes and white scales behind.

Only merchants that went there saw the destruction, and once word spread out, no one came near the island again, in fear that it would either be cursed by the Gods, or that the dragon might have taken residence within the ashes. Since no one was quite close to the tribe, no one bothered to go properly burry the burned bodies either.

She shook her head. "Some said the thing was huge, and fairly blended with the pitch-black night it attacked. I think that if it had been this dragon, more of us would have been able to spot It," she explained, making Hiccup feel somewhat relieved. Even though the destruction still happened, it eased him to know that the Bogs weren't probably being hunted by the White Death.

Still, something worried him. The ice was about to settle and apparently all of what was left of the Bogs was docked at Berk and waiting for them at the Great Hall. "So, why did you all come here?" he asked, thinking this was what she wanted to talk with his father.

"Don't you see?" she snapped, and he recoiled a little. "We have no home, and you were the closest allied tribe form our island." She went to him and took his hands, looking directly into his eyes "You have to help us Hiccup. You're our only hope," she pleaded with bright eyes, and Hiccup knew he couldn't deny her request. He already pitied her for losing her mother to the Dragon War, just like he and Heather lost. And now, she had the weight of a desperate tribe to burden her. As a friend, helping the Bogs was the least he could do.

He disengaged his hands from hers and held both her shoulders. "I'll do what I can Cami, but t-this is something that requires the Council," he spoke. The Council was a group of elders that helped the chief with important matters. While the chief held the last word, the Council's word heavily weighted in the chief's decision, sometimes even changing it. Since Hiccup was too nervous to decide alone the fate of the Bog tribe, he thought it would be better if he heard the elders regarding the matter.

Cami nodded and soon they marched toward the Great Hall. Once they reached it he took a deep breath before opening the large steel doors. The Hall, which was so loud that a muffled noise could be heard outside, felt in deep silence as they entered it. Hiccup felt a thousand eyes gazing at him, just like a pack of wolves would gaze on a deer. Still, he went to the table in which his father used to discuss important matters-the same Stoick had used to organize his search parties for the dragon nest.

As he approached it, the elders looked at him expectantly. Since they were too valuable, none of them had gone in Stoick's voyage to the nest. While Hiccup was, technically, the acting chief, most of common day affairs were dealt by the Council. Before, the few that remained in the village believed that the Council did it as they didn't think Hiccup would be able to handle it. But since Hiccup's fame rose, they quickly changed their opinion, saying instead that the Council took pity of laying these affairs in such young shoulders.

Hiccup suddenly froze, seeing the elders looking expectantly at him. Whatever words he was about to speak were lost in his tongue. For seconds he stood there, until he felt a hand in his left shoulder. Turning his head, he saw Gobber looking at him, giving a small nod as if to say 'don't yeh worry, I'll be here'.

He gulped, and turned to face the elders again. Lightly shaking, he spoke "Elders, as acting chief, I request your opinion on this matter," he spoke, surprisingly without stuttering. The elders looked at one another, changing small nods. He had to be strong, for Cami, just like he had been the day he face the Snaptrapper. If he could calmly deal with a four-headed poisonous dragon alone, he could deal with a bunch of elders.

Soon one of them spoke: "Very well, what is the matter that requires our attention?"

He, Gobber and Cami took position where Stoick usually is. Both Hooligans and Bogs looked at him, though with different intentions. While the former waited to hear what happened to the thieving tribe, the later-or what's left of it-looked rather fearfully, since their destiny was pretty much at the hands of the boy.

"Camicazi spoke to me of their situation." Looking to said girl, he received a nod, meaning that he could relay to the Council her story. "The short version is that Bertha went for the nest after they suffered a particularly bad raid. According to her, the ships never returned from the search, and one night they woke up with the village burning," he explained. Gobber tapped his shoulder and he looked at the man. They changed some gesturing before Hiccup let Gobber stand up.

"Can the Bogs present confirm the lass' story?" Gobber asked to the Bog women. Some murmurs of agreements and nods passed through the female crowd. He left his position, and Hiccup soon took over to continue explaining the matter. So far the boy was holding up nicely, so Gobber didn't see any reason to step in and take charge of speaking.

"According to her, they decided to leave the village as it was mostly burned to the ground. There were three ships leaving the island, but one was burned down before they left," he finished explaining. Inside his stomach was doing flips, his nervousness was barely kept on check. He kept replaying that thought on his head, about how he dealt with a dragon with such confidence, and that now instead of dragon, it was a Council.

The elders exchanged looks before one, the same that addressed Hiccup, spoke: "Very well. We hear your situation. Now we will hear what you request from us, as an allied tribe," he addressed Cami. Hiccup could tell his friend was nervous, much like him. But, while he had Gobber to support him, she had no one other than him. He squeezed her shoulder in reassurance, and Cami felt more confident to act as chief.

"We request shelter for the remaining of the Bog tribe on Berk. In exchange, we promise to aid in the dragon raids and the search for the quest," she spoke firmly, not even showing the trembling voice she had back at his house. Luckily, she didn't need to speak further, as the Hall's silence broke into murmurs, most coming from the natives of the island. The Bog women remained silent and stiff, waiting to hear their fate.

"Camicazi," the elder addressed. "How many Bog women remain from your tribe?" he asked in a neutral tone.

"No more than 30," she answered. The murmurs grew louder since everyone knew this was a number too small for a tribe to hold its own against the raids. The Council exchanged some whispers, before looking at Hiccup again.

"Hiccup, as acting chief, we would like to discuss this matter with you. More privately," the Elder spoke, clearly showing they wanted Cami and the Hall out of the discussion for the moment. He would have objected, but his courage had a limit, and his limit was heeding to whatever the Council said.

A small circle was former at the back of the Hall, with Hiccup and Gobber there. When the blacksmith's presence was questioned, Gobber explained Hiccup's father usually sought Gobber's council, and so would he. When they questioned Hiccup, the boy timidly nodded, confirming the blacksmith's claim. The issue was no longer voiced after this.

"Winter is near and supplies are short," Hiccup felt some of the elders looking accusingly to him, though luckily it had been only a few. "More mouths to feed might lead to rationing," one spoke. It was obvious the first thing they would address would be food. It always was, whenever the Council reunited to discuss a raid, an incoming visit from another tribe, or a ceremony that would have a feast.

"B-but it also means more warriors to defend our stock. While w-women, we all know of their f-fighting skills," he protested and mentally cursed his stuttering. It could only mean that his confidence was faltering, and he couldn't afford that right now. Luckily, his stutter seemed to be overlooked as the rest murmured in agreement. "That means the dragons are likely to leave with less stock," he spoke with a bit more of confidence, finally managing to not stutter. Unfortunately, his voice quavered, if only a little.

"Winter is too close. Building houses now could be a risk once the ice settles," one complained

"True, but also means that it would be impossible to navigate through the waters," one retorted.

"Besides, the Bogs can help on the constructions or cutting the wood at least," another one added.

A couple of minutes went by as the Elders weighted the pros and cons of sheltering the remains of the Bog tribe. Gobber and Hiccup silently heard each point, while Cami went to speak with her tribeswomen since her presence was not requested by the Council. The villagers began talking, mostly speculating what dragon could have burned a village to the ground, and the future of the allied tribe.

Heather and the teens, meanwhile, sat in the corner, silently observing the situation. Fishlegs was the only one to occasionally break the silence, mostly pointing out how Hiccup seemed confident or nervous while dealing with the situation. Snotlout's face would twist in jealousy at every remark from the husky boy.

Finally, the Council weighted every opinion they had and face Hiccup, waiting to hear the verdict on the matter. Gobber squeezed Hiccup's shoulder in support since the boy started shaking lightly once silence fell in the circle.

"The west forest holds a large amount of wood, so we won't be risking our supply that we use to repair the houses after a raid. The Bogs can help cut down the wood to speed up the construction, and some of the villagers could shelter the Bogs that don't have a house by the time winter sets in," Gobber suggested to Hiccup in a whisper, who nodded in agreement.

When he voiced out the suggestion to the Elders, his confidence once again shrunk seeing the reluctant looks some of them were giving him. "But their numbers are too small for a tribe. Shouldn't they be merged with ours?" an Elder pondered, sparking panic inside the boy.

"Well…" Hiccup said while rubbing the back of his neck. The confidence he had as he was determined to help his friend was slowly faltering. He could only hope that they would reach a conclusion before he became nothing but a huge pile of nerves. "While you are right, I doubt they will accept that." Some elders started murmuring to one another.

"We can…" he added and waited the elders fall silent. He continued "Make a treaty. Cami could relay part of her authority to us since we'll be sharing our resources," he suggested. Seeing some agree with his idea made him continue his trail of thoughts with much more confidence. "T-that way they can maintain a-a certain amount of independence w-while, if needed, we can intervene without r-risking a war in our own island," he finished suggesting, silently cursing his stutter again. He didn't say out loud, but he deeply hoped that Cami would accept this condition.

He sighed in relief as they agreed in unanimity after a moment of exchanging silent glances. Soon Cami was called and a treaty was signed. None of the Bogs dared to complain about the terms, since they could only feel relief that they found a new home. Construction of the houses was settled to begin at dawn, and most Bogs happily volunteered to chop down trees.

With that, the villagers soon decided to head home while the Bogs made themselves comfortable in the beds inside the Hall. Hiccup went straight to his house, feeling completely sore.

The teens were the last to leave the Hall. Fishlegs was all but talking how Hiccup acted like a true chief, and to everyone's surprise, even Snotlout agreed, albeit reluctantly. The Twins were mostly complaining how the boy didn't blow up things anymore-since they loved watching destruction and agreed that Hiccup was the best in doing it. Heather was silently feeling proud of Hiccup while Astrid felt suspicious and surprised at Hiccup's sudden confidence.
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He invited Cami to spend the night at his house. He would give to her his room, while he either slept on his father's room, or made up a bedroll with blankets. Unfortunately, sleep didn't seem to stay for long on the young Bog, as nightmares plagued her through the night. Hiccup resigned his sleep, as he spent most of the night comforting his friend, and she didn't complain nor worried at how un-Viking she was being.

Obviously, she wasn't surprised that he wasn't complaining either. Fortunately, she had been too coped up with sobbing on Hiccup and trying to cope up with her loss and her nightmares to notice the blush he had once he noticed they were both lying on his bed. Fortunately, sleep seemed to come at the Bog after he comforted her, and with him by her side, she seemed to sleep peacefully. Apparently having him to squeeze as if her life depended on it made it easier to keep the nightmares away.
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Next day arrived quickly, and Hiccup found himself awakened by the smell of fresh breakfast. He was fairly surprised to find out that Cami woke up before him and made breakfast as a 'thank you' gesture. She also seemed to be somewhat embarrassed that they slept so intimately, and both agreed to never utter a word about last night once they left the house. After both ate breakfast, she quickly left to go talk to her tribe while he went to find Gobber on the Arena.

Gobber decreed that no classes would be held that day since they were finally ready to confront the White Fury as the final test. Both Fishlegs and Hiccup paled by hearing that their next class would be dealing with the legendary dragon, second only to the Night Fury. Later the peg-legged Viking excused Hiccup from working on the forge, joking that 'a chief needs to rest'. With that, he wasted no time going to the woods to fly with Toothless, hoping that they could enjoy some peaceful flight.

Luckily, he hadn't remove Toothless' tail and saddle, making their take off quick. They spent most of the day flying lazily. At a certain moment they fished, as both had started feeling hungry, and landed on a small stony island. Hiccup built a small campfire to cook the fish and Toothless lit it. Together, they watched the sunset, enjoying the flickering of the burning wood as it was the only sound to break the silence. Toothless was lying down, happy with his catch while Hiccup was leaning on the dragon's belly, cooking a fish to eat.

He heard some disgusting noises before he turned to see a regurgitated fish. "Err, no thanks. I have mine," he gestured to the cooking fish. Toothless huffed as if saying 'whatever' and returned his attention to the pile of raw fishes he had caught earlier. Hiccup's head turned as he heard flapping noises breaking their comfortable silence.

He watched as three Terrible Terrors landed. Toothless growled at the dragons, pulling his pile protectively closer to him. Two Terrors fought for the regurgitated head. One of the Terrors breathed fire at another, effectively winning his much desired price. Toothless watched amusedly the fight, until his attention turned to a fish that looked like it was walking. His surprise didn't last long.

He pulled the fish, uncovering a sneaky Terror. They engaged in a tug-of-war for the fish, which resulted in the victory of the onyx dragon. The Terror hissed and clawed the ground, trying to look intimidating, while Toothless just looked with boredom at it. When he opened his mouth, about to release fire, Toothless shot a small plasma blast at it. The Terror inflated for a second, before starting to walk dazedly around, with smoke coming out of his mouth and nostril.

Hiccup was watching the interaction with amusement. Once the 'fight' was over, he lightly slapped his dragon "You are one mean dragon, did you know that?" he scolded playfully Toothless. His answer was a snort, clearly saying 'deal with it'. He took a fish from Toothless' pile and threw at the dazed Terror, feeling pity for the poor creature. "There you go," he said after throwing, ignoring Toothless' indignant glare.

The Terror happily accepted the meal, before eyeing the human. He slowly approached him before finally nesting around one of Hiccup's arms. He felt awed seeing how the dragon seemed to be safe near him. "Everything we know about you guys is wrong," he spoke in complete disbelief.
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Astrid's day was nothing out of the ordinary. Instead of practice axe throwing, she decided to help chop down some wood as an exercise. After tiring out, she decided to have a much needed talk with Heather. After she left the woods, she went straight into the hut, not even bothering to knock before entering it. She found Heather organizing some newly caught herbs.

She raven haired girl turned to greet the blond one. "Oh, hi Astrid. What can I do for you?" she said while finishing storing the herbs. Astrid took a chair and sat, waiting the healer's apprentice to finish her task before talking to her.

"We need to talk," she said, with her tone passing a 'right now' message through the air. Heather heard the silent urgency and quickly finished her task. Once finished, she took a chair and sat in front of the blond.

"Hiccup is hiding something," Astrid simply stated. Heather was about to talk when Astrid continued. "He suddenly went from the worst student of Dragon Training to Berk's prodigy. And out of nowhere he found this confidence that makes him act like a leader." She saw that Heather was looking like ready to protest, and then added: "Not that this is bad. He'll be our chief in the future, so it's good that he knows how to lead. It's just that it's too weird how that suddenly appeared," she explained, making Heather soft up.

"Well, what do you suggest that we do?" Heather asked, not quite understanding where Astrid wanted to go by speaking of that. So far nothing the girl spoke was new to her, but still, she knew Astrid was not one to state facts without an objective in mind. Besides she didn't like the tone the girl used when speaking of Hiccup's abilities in Dragon Training…

"I think we should confront him about his secret," she answered. "And I think you should do it first," she suggested, making Heather be quite surprised. The puzzling look she had on her face made Astrid explain her decision. "Hiccup obviously trusts you more than me, since you have been friends all these years," she spoke with a slight sad tone. Heather felt pity of the girl, since it was obvious, to her at least, that Astrid somewhere regretted not being Hiccup's friend all these years. But she also knew that her pride would stop her from speaking that.

She put a hand in Astrid's shoulder, careful to avoid her spiked armor and smiled at her. "Don't worry, I'll talk to him when he comes back from the forest," she spoke, reassuring the blonde. Astrid smile back and bid Heather goodbye, heading to her house to rest. The young healer quickly returned to storing whatever herb it was left before Astrid came in.
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Gobber's day was quite happy. Stoick's ship had been sighted-he used Hiccup's spy glass and was very pleased with the results. He made a mental note to praise the boy's project-after dawn and by midday they were docked. He noticed the damaged setting of the ship, but still asked hopeful: "I trust you found the nest this time?"

"Not even close," Stoick grunted, showing he was not in a good mood. "At least we didn't lose anyone," he added after a pause, trying to look on the bright side of the situation. After all, it was unusual for a search party to return with no casualties. "I trust you have good news," he said to Gobber, hoping that his brother-in-arms had more success with the task he had set before leaving.

"If by good news yeh mean that yeh're parenting problems are over, then yes," Gobber nonchalantly answered. Stoick looked at in, not sure of what to do with this statement. And certainly what the villagers spoke up didn't help.

"Out with the old and in the new," one spoke.

"No one will miss that old nuisance," another came

"The village is throwing a party to celebrate," came one more.

"Bout time things change around here," one more came.

"Took long enough, we were beginning to worry that day would never come," the last one said.

Stoick turned to Gobber, looking completely horrified. "Hiccup is gone?" he asked, fear lacing out of his voice. Gobber though seemed unfazed by hearing such frightening question. In fact, the blacksmith seemed to completely miss the implications all those words held. And apparently, so did the villagers that spoke them.

"Well…" be hesitantly began, "Yeah, most of the times. I mean, who could blame the poor lad. The life of a celebrity is very hard, as he can barely walk around without being overwhelmed by his new fans. They're like dragons fighting for a sheep, or Vikings fighting for mead," Gobber proudly spoke, as if Hiccup was his own son. But alas, he was Stoick's, even though Hiccup did sometimes look at him like a fatherly figure.

"Hiccup?" Stoick asked in disbelief, thinking that, either his friend had gone mad, or that another Hiccup was in town. Just seconds ago he had been sure Hiccup was gone, and now Gobber was telling him he was suddenly a celebrity between the Berkians.

"Yeah, who would have thought eh? He has this way with the beast," Gobber spoke while waving his hand, for he knew not how to explain the boy's proficiency on Dragon Training. A huge smile grew inside Stoick's huge beard. "And that's not all. Yeh should have seen yehr boy acting like a chief," Gobber added.

Stoick was stunned, surprised and shocked. He remembers clearing leaving orders that the Council should overtake any affairs of the village instead of calling Hiccup as acting chief. He couldn't think of a reason to why Hiccup would be needed. At least he was thankful that the Jogerson boy wasn't called to whatever urgency that required such action.

"Why would Hiccup need to be acting chief?" Stoick asked in curiosity.

Gobber sighed, pulling his beefy hand around Stoick's shoulder. "Let's talk while walking. It's a long story," he suggested. With that, both men headed to the village.

"The Bogs came yesterday here. Saying their island was burned to the ground and after Bertha went to search for the nest." He stopped, looking sadly at Stoick. "I'm sorry, but she didn't survive. Cami said her ships never came back from the search," he explained, softly speaking to comfort his friend. Stoick was momentarily frozen in spot, not believing that the Bog chief died. Adding to the pile of surprises was the fact that Bertha went searching for the nest, since it was not a habit of the Bogs to search for it, and also that he didn't even see a Bog ship during their own search.

He started walking again and Stoick lamely followed, since Gobber's arm was still around him. "Cami came with what's left of the tribe and asked for shelter on the island. Yehr boy held the situation like a true chief, making even a new treaty with the Bogs. They'll be living here, on the west forest, and yeh will even have power to intervene in their affairs if needed."

Stoick's grim expression turned into a proud smile. "Stoick, I think it's time yeh start training the boy to become chief. He's already proven himself both as a leader and a warrior," Gobber seriously said. Even though he wasn't looking, he could feel Stoick's resolute nod, and the radiating proud feeling coming from the bearded man. Stoick decided to reward Hiccup when he sees his son.
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Later that day Hiccup was lazily doodling on his journal. Heather had been busy tendering the Bogs while the teens were doing whatever they wanted. Cami spent the whole day overlooking the construction of the houses-or the beginning of it-while also arranging who would temporarily shelter her tribe.

After he had returned from his flight with Toothless, he went to his cozy little room inside of the forge and began to play with some drawings. He heard news that his father returned from his quest and was quite relieved that, unlike Bertha, his father survived. Still, facing him was not something he was looking forward to do, since Astrid was getting closer and closer to find out about Toothless and that was making him panic already.

Unfortunately, fate seemed to not pay any heed regarding his wishes, as the vast man began entering Hiccup's room, albeit facing some difficult in doing so. It was no mystery why. The door frame was large enough for Hiccup to pass, not for a normal sized Viking. Even Fishlegs would probably face some difficult in passing through it.

"Gobber's not here if you're looking for him. So I think you should…" his voice took a high pitch tone once he noticed it was his dad that invaded his room. "Dad," he said in a high pitch, startled by the vast man's sudden appearance. Quickly he closed his journal and tried to stuff as many Toothless' drawings as possible under it.

Stoick ignored Hiccup's weird antics and messing with the papers. He was very proud of his son, not only because Hiccup held his part of their deal, but also because he surprisingly managed to act well as chief. And it only seemed appropriate that Hiccup was reward. Still, Stoick wanted to tease the boy, since apparently his son had been hiding his true potential for all those years.

"Just how long you thought you could keep things hidden from me? Not only I'm your father but I'm your chief as well," he said with a serious deep tone, but if Hiccup had paid attention, he would have noticed a mischievous glint in his father's eyes, similar to the one Gobber had whenever he teased his former apprentice. Unfortunately he did no such thing.

"Dad, I-I-I," he tried to answer his father, but the only thing that came out were some grunting noises, as if a fish had stuck on his throat. His heart was quickening up as panic began to erupt within. A question burned through his mind, and he knew there was no way it could be answered right now: 'Did he know about Toothless?'

"You've been keeping secrets Hiccup… from me, from Gobber, from everyone," his father went on, still addressing Hiccup with his accusative tone. He wouldn't admit, but he was having quite the fun this moment. Unfortunately, the same couldn't be said for Hiccup as with each word that his father spoke, his mind was more convicted that he indeed knew about Toothless. And that quite possibly this would be the last conversation he would have in his life.

"I-I don't know what you're talking about…" he replied with a trembling voice. Suddenly he was sustaining himself on his desk, as his legs were shaking too much to hold still his body. He tried his best to be calm, but with his father intimidating pose and accusative tone, it was quite the impossible feat to achieve. Even downing a Night Fury seemed to be easy when compared to maintaining a calm demeanor at this situation.

"Nothing goes around this island without me knowing about it. I'm not the chief for nothing," he said as he leveled his head with Hiccup's, looking intensely at his son's eyes. The same eyes his wife, Valka, had, and that always reminded him of his failure a decade ago. He was happy beyond imagination that at least Hiccup didn't become another one of his failures.

"I-I never said anything about…" he tried to defend himself but his voice failed. Was he mad at him? Would he receive the Blood Eagle, or be shipped off the island? Did his father think he questioned his position as chief? Those were question that passed hasting around his head, and to make things worse, he didn't know how to answer any of them.

"Tell me Hiccup. Do you take your old man for a fool?" he asked with a low tone, making Hiccup involuntarily whimper. The bearded man was oblivious to his son's internal struggle as he was on the verge of laughing. He never thought he would be asking so many silly questions at his son in a row.

Panic exploded as the color vanished completely from his face. He frantically ran a hand to his hair as he tried to build up an excuse. "Dad, I-I'm sorry, I n-never meant to s-show that. I w-was going to tell you, not that, but…" his stuttered apologize trailed off as his father began to loudly laugh, making Hiccup's panic be completely overshadowed by bewilderment.

"You're… laughing," Hiccup said in complete disbelief, "D-does that mean that you're not upset? O-or mad?" he asked somewhat hopefully. His mind had already decided that Stoick indeed knew about Toothless, but his response to it completely caught off Hiccup. It was understandable though; one moment his father was deeply serious and the next he was laughing as if someone told him the greatest joke of all times.

"What?! Of course not, in fact, I was hoping for all of this," Stoick boomed proudly, further increasing Hiccup's bewilderment. It wasn't possible for him to be proud of his friendship. His father was one of the best dragon-slayers of Berk, and had a deep hatred for dragons ever since they took Mom away a decade ago. Hiccup had shared the feeling until he had met Toothless, and since them he no longer hated the reptiles. He only wished he knew where that four-winged dragon took his Mom so he could go searching for her with Toothless.

"And it'll just get better, believe me. The feeling of crushing your first Terrible Terror skull, or mounting your first Gronckle head. Gods the sensation of feeling blood coming out from a Scauldron's belly or beheading your first Zippleback is just amazing. Oh son, you don't know what awaits you," Stoick clarified, making Hiccup go from white to green as the boy was barely keeping himself from puking. He wasn't exactly a fan of grotesque images, even back at the days he wanted badly to kill a dragon.

He never held himself when seeing wounds. Even back at the days he hated the dragons, whenever he caught a glimpse of a dragon or Viking bleeding or being dismembered, or having his guts spilled he looked the other way before he puked. He almost blacked out the day he saw Gobber's stump and the blood oozing from it after a particular bad raid. Luckily Heather had been around and helped him with some herbal tea, and treated the man's stump before Hiccup could see any more blood.

"You really got me there son," he said punching Hiccup's shoulder, almost making the boy fall in the process. Stoick shook his head in amusement. "Not only me, but the entire village as well! All those years of the worst Viking on Berk, Thor almighty, I almost gave up on you. Almost," he said, oblivious to the hurt look Hiccup had in his face because of what his father just told him.

"But in the end you were just hiding all of this from us," he said gesturing to Hiccup. Usually the boy would have sarcastically answered back 'You just gestured to all of me' be he was still too hurt that his father almost gave up on him, just because he was different, to say anything. "And… well, you kept your end of the deal. So I believe a reward is in order," he said after a pause, taking something from behind him.

Seeing the helmet made Hiccup's hurt expression turn into one of complete surprise. To receive a helmet from your father meant that you were finally seen as a Viking by him and the village. Because of his 'differences' Stoick never gave one to him…until now it seems. "This is to me?" he asked in disbelief to his father, who enthusiastically nodded back.

"It is indeed," Stoick answered back. "Your mother would have wanted you to wear it… its half of her breastplate," he explained, making Hiccup grimace at the sight of the helmet. "It keeps her close you know," he said while tapping his owofn, eyes slightly brightened. Hiccup didn't know if he should feel disgusted or elated with the breast-hat. He would have never thought that one of the few things he would have of his mother would be… her former breastplate.

"And that's not all," he said after a moment of silence, increasing Hiccup's surprise. His eyebrows had all but vanished in his moppy-hair hearing this. His mouth was gaping like a fish out of water as his father continued. "I heard how you handled our visitors, and I think you're finally ready for this," he said while showing an apparently common short sword. But what made it different from all the others were the jewels craved in the handle and the runes on the blade.

Hiccup put aside the helmet to carefully grab the sword. He knew exactly what receiving it meant, and it seemed that the weapon had just been repaired and polished. He guessed that his father had Gobber do that while he was flying with Toothless earlier. Still, to receive this sword meant that his father thought he was worth of his title as Heir of the tribe, and soon would begin training.

For years he thought his father would give this sword to Snotlout, or even Astrid, given how she became Berk's prodigy. Hiccup felt a wave of happiness wash around him, and before either man knew, he had put the sword on his table, next to the helmet, and was hugging his father, tears almost slipping from his eyes.

"T-thanks dad," he said with a muffed voice, since his face was all but buried in the vast men's belly. Stoick was at a loss for words, since, much to his sadness, he couldn't remember the last time Hiccup hugged him. Not being a man for such actions, he awkwardly hugged back his son, and both shared a moment of silence like this.

Soon Stoick broke the silence as he awkwardly cleared his throat. Hiccup let go of him and began studying the sword while his father grabbed a stool to sit, managing to almost hit the roof because of his huge frame and the small size of the room. Thankfully the boy had the sword to study; otherwise he would also have been feeling awkward by the sight of his father feeling this.

"Now…" he began excited, earning Hiccup's attention, "That you're finally doing so well in the Ring, we finally have something to talk about," he exclaimed as he sat closet to Hiccup. He looked at his son expectantly, and a pregnant pause happened, with awkward silence filling the space between them. To be honest, Hiccup would rather have his father discuss the chiefdom than discuss Dragon Training thereby, discussing killing dragons.

He put the blade aside and faked a yawn, a mild attempt of breaking the awkward silence between them. Fortunately, Stoick believed in his yawn, thinking that he was tired. "I think I should probably be going to bed," Hiccup said, trying to fake a tired voice. In fact, he was a little tired, but only because he did nothing since he returned to the village.

Stoick nodded as he stood. "Ok then, good talk and…uh… wear the hat for protection," he said and had to bank his head low as his helmet hit the ceiling of the roof. "And, uh, good luck tomorrow son. I know you'll make me proud," he spoke, obviously taking about the exam regarding the White Fury. "Good night," he added before awkwardly leaving the room.

Hiccup suddenly felt burdened, now more than ever. The village shined looking at him, and his father was proud of him. He had won things he didn't ever think he would, and all because he was building up everything on a lie. He didn't know for how longer he would be able to keep acting all those things, and it hurt him that his father was proud for the boy he thought he was, rather than for whom he really was.
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He slowly left the forge, not bothering to take his new possessions with him to his house. It wasn't like someone would either enter his room, or take them. He was absently walking back to his house when he bumped with someone. Snapping back to reality, he realized that he bumped into no one other than Heather.

"Hiccup?" she asked somewhat surprised. When she saw the pained look the boy had on his face worry instantly crept up on her. "Did something happen?" she asked, her voice evidencing the sudden worry in her heart. It was quite rare to see Hiccup with a troubled expression, and given that she saw both him and Stoick leave the forge, she was worried that they had another one of their discussions.

He sighed, thinking whether or not he should try talking to her. She still hasn't even told him that she told Astrid his secret, meaning that she didn't have his trust back yet. After giving a thought to the subject, he conceded on talking with her by weakly gestured toward his house so they could talk more privately. His father was among everyone at the Hall, celebrating their arrival and the treaty with the Bogs. Cami, as the new chief, had been unfortunately dragged to there as well, so both chiefs could celebrate together. She had yet to thank him for helping her tribe, but Hiccup didn't blame her. He had seen how busy she has been since the new treaty.

Once they were inside his house he vaguely gestured to one of the chairs for her to sit while he went to the kitchen to fetch a mug of water for each of them. Heather had been silent the entire trip, finding odd Hiccup's silent behavior and, to be honest, she was very worried about him. He seemed to have lost all his enthusiasm after his father left the forge, not to mention that he had comforted yet another close friend from her loss.

He sat and offered her a mug. She accepted it and smile in gratitude, but this didn't seem to reach the boy. He took a long gulp of water before sighing. Finally, when the silence was unnerving the raven-haired girl he spoke, somewhat desolated. "Have you ever deemed yourself unworthy of something someone else thought about you?" he asked, but it didn't seems like he was waiting for an answer.

Heather stiffened as the first thought that came to her mind was that he found out she told Astrid his secret. She didn't know why she did it that moment, but ever since she relayed that piece of information to Astrid she was regretting in doing so. Seeing the saddened expression he had, and how he didn't seem angry with her at all made her fear wash away, only to be replaced by guilt. 'You have no idea' she wanted to say, but the thought kept itself restrained, tormenting her mind and her alone.

"Dad came to talk to me," he continued, oblivious to the guilt look Heather had stamped on her face. "He was… happy at my performance at Dragon Training, and wanted to tell me it. Not only that but he was also surprised, yet happy nonetheless, about how I dealt with the Bog situation, even if it was mostly Gobber and those Elders that did so," he explained, making Heather soft up, as it was obvious that his demeanor wasn't related to the axe subject.

Even if she softened up, she was feeling confused. Hiccup had finally made Stoick proud, so why he seemed so upset? It was a question that kept circling her mind, and only the boy before her had the answer. She felt a sting pierce her heart as she recalled Hiccup being in a very similar mood when he made Gobber hide the fact that he made that axe.

"He's just so proud… but it isn't with me, with who I am. He's proud of the boy subduing dragons in the Arena, he's proud of the boy that handled with confidence the entire Bog deal alone. And…" he paused to take another gulp of water. "That's not who I am. I still only Hiccup, the boy that builds crazy contraptions only Gobber understands and that fails to have a proper brain around Astrid." He spoke with such self-pity that it made Heather's eyes brighten. She never saw him feel so hopeless and desolate like he was that moment.

She stood then went next to him and gently put a hand on his shoulders. She kneeled, and cupped her other hand on his face so she could look him in the eyes. "What happened, Hiccup?"

**xxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxx**

**_ANII: I hope you all like it. Again, sorry for the long wait, and feel free to drop an email or PM if I don't upload another chapter until the 13th of June. the email is unknow1945 at hotmail dot com. Until next time, and thanks for sticking with this story_**


	22. The White Fury - Part One

_**AN: Hello my fellow readers. First of all I'd like to thank those that messaged me to update it. I'd have done sooner but I had a test and earlier today my neighbor had a blackout for nearly 7 hours. Some of you may probably be going to read this only hours after I publish, so I apologize for the tardiness. **_

_**And seriously, I'm very, very excited to see your response of this chapter, since it is the one where I introduce the infamous White Fury. I'm really eager to hear your thoughts regarding it. And, of course, I hope you all like it.**_

**_Anyway, here is the review response:_**

**_Nick Tanico: Indeed, there are a few dragons that could be the White Death. The Screaming Death of the series could very well be it. But, I'm not saying it is. _**

**_EmeraldCrater: First of all I want to thank you very kindly for your words. It's words like these that get me going on everyday, despite all the hinderance that my depression is being. And secondly, I don't mind that you write your thoughts on a review to me. It is, as a matter of fact what I actually wish each and everyone of you would do. I do agree that he is a little bit too forgiving, and I'm trying to fix this wihout astraying too much for his character here. Lastly, your review was readable, all of it, so you need not to worry about whether your English is good enough or not._**

**_White Hunter: Here it is, a bit later than the promised, though not as much as the last one. I hope you'll enjoy this one greatly, and hope to read your thoughts about the new dragon too._**

**_Cottonmouth25: To be honest, I felt very honored when I got the email that you started to follow this story. It's truly an honor to have an author like you reading it. I do know that there are mistakes, and I'm trying my best to fix them, but sometimes they simply go on a blur. Even though my English is acceptable, sometimes my mind just automatically corrects the mistake, which makes me to not notice it. I do hope, though, that the number of mistakes per chapter have lessened since the first chap. lastly, I had promised you that I'd start reading your crossover, and, as you may have noticed, I haven't. I'm truly sorry, because I had promised you and didn't fullfil my promise yet. I will start it as soon as my tests finish, which will be on Thursday. I promise. This is the least I could do._**

**_AZalmega: Well, if you're complaining about last chapter's cliffhanger, then you'll try to kill me after you read this one's. I swear I didn't do on purpose! Secondly, I want you to guess which one (it'll only be one, that's all I'll say) will find out about him. And then tell me it, and tell me why you thought that person would be the one. _**

**_ivanganev1992: Your review was a bit confusing, mainly because it was missing some comas, so forgive me if I don't address all of it. Toothless is still in the Cove, and pretty much it'll happen to him what happened in the movie. But with the other Fury... Well, it is a surprise. I'll leave to you to guess who else will find out about Toothless, and who will win his heart-tip: NO Toothcup, that's just too weird (sorry if i offended any Toothcup followers);_**

**_Without further ado, here's the next chapter. Since vacation begins on Thursday-Friday, updates may be more consistent. Also, GUYS, season 3 is only SIX DAYS AWAY!_**

**xxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxx**

"What happened, Hiccup?" she asked with concern pouring from her voice. He was a far cry from the energetic, creative, kind and tender boy she was friends with and cared all those years. He was always there for her whenever she had nightmares, or when she missed her parents.

Yet he seemed so devoid of energy this moment, as he barely made any motion to show he was awake. Dejection radiated from his body like heat from a bonfire; he seemed to be haggard, like he had been the entire day on Dragon Training or working on the forge. His shoulders were sagged as if they carried all burdens of this world.

He sighed before drawing a deep breath. His elbows were now on his knees, supporting the sudden heaviness of his body. He took Heather's hand that was cupping his face and began to distractedly stroke it while his other hand loosely held it, a sense of comfort coming to him from doing this. He averted his gaze from her concerned green eyes, instead looking to the hearth at the center of the room, the flame dancing as it illuminated the household.

He took a couple of seconds to begin explaining, as his body cried to sink down into the ground, his burden too heavy for his shoulders to support it. "Dad came to the forge today. He…" Hiccup stopped for a brief moment, considering it would be best if he left out how his father nearly made him panic. After all, she did not know about Toothless, so to her there wasn't any reason for him to panic as he did. "…told me how proud he was. And then he gave me some gifts."

"He gave me a helmet… said I kept my part of our deal" he explained, making Heather widen here eyes, slightly surprised. She knew that a father giving a helmet to his son meant he was finally recognized as a Viking, and this had been what Hiccup craved for all this time. Yet… he didn't seem happy. "And then he gave me the Heir's sword. Said something about me handling well the Bog's visit, and that I was ready for It." he added, earning a small gasp from Heather.

She was only more confused. Hiccup finally had everything he wanted, and yet he looked like he lost everything he had. Finally, her curiosity was better than her and, before she could realize, she blurted out the question: "Hiccup… you finally have everything you ever wanted. Why aren't you happy about it?" she asked softly, not minding to remove her hand that was slightly sandwiched between his.

He finally broke his gaze on the hearth to look at her. Tiredly sighing, he leaned back against the chair, the hand the Heather had on his shoulder falling off from it to softly land on his knee. "He is not proud at me. He is proud of his dragon-killing son who can be a chief like he is. And…I'm not that kind of person. He was right all along, I'm not a dragon-killer; I never was in the first place. I'm just trying to keep everyone from being harmed." He explained, not bothering to lie but not also to let out the entire truth. He didn't mind either speaking again what he had just spoken, since his mind was too tired to register this.

"So what are you doing out there?" she asked, finally drifting into the mystery she wanted to uncover. Unlike Astrid, she wouldn't dare pushing him too far, especially after seeing how afflicted he seemed with the whole subject, or be straight forward about the matter. And if he really wasn't trying to prove he was a dragon-killer, why and how he was the top student, surpassing Astrid easily. And above all, how and why was he subduing the dragons if he didn't see himself killing one anymore?

"I don't want to talk about it" he mumbled, averting her gaze. He was tired and hurt; he didn't feel like talking about this matter with her or anyone. Not to mention he was slightly frustrated she didn't come out clean about giving in his secret to the blond axe-wielder. He didn't want to lie, but he couldn't trust her either, not until she came clean about the axe. And this pained his heart, because she had been the only other person besides Gobber that he could trust all those years.

"Hiccup…" she said using her motherly tone. It was not on purpose though, since she became used to use it whenever Hiccup was bad, either physically or emotionally. Besides, she had a good hunch that the whole thing troubling him was associated with whatever secret he was hiding, and that this secret was also behind his long disappearances at the forest and his behavior in Dragon Training.

"I said I don't want to talk about it" he said a bit coldly, letting go of her hand. She retracted her arm away from him, bringing it near to her chest as her eyes widened when she heard the tone. He never spoke to her using that tone, and that scared her greatly this moment. She didn't mean to press on, but apparently he understood she had. She let go of his knee, suddenly afraid of touching him at such state.

"Don't you trust me?" she asked hurt, her voice barely above what one would consider a whisper. The fear she had had when they first entered the house, the fear that he knew about her mistake, was materializing again, taunting her mind and bickering at how she stabbed her best and only friend in the back because of her selfish curiosity. It sickened her spirit, because she knew she had no right of asking this question.

He stiffened for a moment, debating whether he should answer her question or avoid the subject altogether. Either way, she would come out hurt, and this saddened him. Yes, he was mad that she spilled his deeply buried secret to his longtime crush, but she was always there for him, always caring and, even when she scolded him for his recklessness, it was because she was afraid of losing him.

Besides, he was tired of lying, of keeping secrets and appearances. Even if Heather kept that a secret from him, he would feel better if he came out clean to her and tell her why. If she already regretted revealing, he did not know. What he knew was that he would have to be honest, and tell her the truth, even if it would hurt her. With a pained, yet resolute sigh he answered with honest the dreaded question: "Not anymore…" finally making Heather's fears become a reality.

He saw how her eyes brightened as she stood and took a step back once, and he felt like his heart had been run by a sword at this very moment. Even if he felt deeply hurt and betrayed that day he would have never wished Heather or anyone would feel the same. He was just being truthful, and he learned now that the truth hurt, and a lot; but still, he would rather hear a hurtful truth than a smoothing lie. If only he could talk to Astrid, and hear whatever she had (if she had something at all) to say about the axe, he would feel a weight being lifted from his shoulders, no matter the outcome of that situation.

"You broke my trust the day you told Astrid I was the one that forged her axe." he began explaining, averting his gaze from her again. He couldn't endure how pained she looked, and he couldn't help but feel responsible for it. He might forgive her if she did regret doing so, but not right now. She asked him a question and he would truthfully answer it, and he felt that if he kept looking at her, his purpose at answering would be lost. He was a forgiven person all right, and would quickly forgive her mistake if he kept seeing how hurt she was. And, honestly, it wasn't something he wanted to do this moment.

"Your voices awoke me up. I was about to get up when you spoke of the axe; it was only then that I decided to keep lying down, since she was already suspicious of your questions. I could only hope and pray that moment that you wouldn't finish what you were saying, and I did so. Unfortunately my pray had fallen to deaf ears. I haven't been ignoring you since them, but neither had I felt I could trust you again, since you never told me you did this…" he paused, sighing and closing his eyes.

He leaned on his arms, his knees supporting his elbows, while he pinched the bridge of his nose. A lone tear fell from his eye as he finally left out all the hurt and betrayal he bottled up ever since, yet that was nothing compared to the flowing stream of tears that Heather had on her face. They weren't tears of sadness, but of guilt. She finally could see the damage she had done in her selfish moment. "I'm sorry…" was all he added after a silent pause.

She lightly shook her head, but it was useless since Hiccup had his eyes closed. "No… I'm the one that should be, not you." She weakly protested, and slowly made her way to the door. Slightly leaning on it she spoke up again before opening it. "I'm sorry Hiccup. I truly am…" after opening it she turned to have one last look at her friend, friend that no longer trusted her. "Goodnight… and good luck tomorrow." She faintly heard him reply before leaving the house.

She was no longer sobbing, only shedding a couple of tears every now and them. She would have been crying harder had Hiccup not showed her he not only bared no ill thoughts of her but also had no grudge against her. She hugged herself, in a vain attempt to conceal her feelings as she was walking to the healer's hut.

Unfortunately Astrid had sighted her leaving the house and quickly went to catch up. Since she came from behind Heather, she didn't see the girl's distraught state or the dried tears in her face. Since Astrid knew nothing of what just transpired between the young healer and the young blacksmith, she, as usual, went straight to the point. "So, did he tell you?" she asked, slightly showing a hopeful tone.

Heather just hugged herself tighter and restrained herself from punching Astrid on the face. Soon enough realization came in that the blond knew nothing of what just happened. There was also the fact that Astrid probably saw her leave Hiccup's house and presumed she spoke to him about this matter. She took deep breaths so her voice would not come out shaken before answering, "No he didn't. Because he doesn't trust me anymore…" she answered briefly before quickening up her pace to the hut.

Astrid was too busy being angry that their plan failed to question Heather further about what exactly she spoke with him, or to notice the shaken demeanor the black-haired girl had. Huffing, she quickly returned to the woods she just came out to vent her frustration. She noted that, even if she wanted to, she would not be able to remain training for long, as tomorrow was the final test day, the test that would choose who would have the honor of killing the Nightmare, and Astrid was more than determined to win instead of Hiccup.

The next day…

This day was the day every teen waited for since the beginning of Dragon Training, some with eagerness, some with nervousness and some plainly afraid. Hiccup, much to his luck, was caught feeling all these three feelings. He woke up feeling terrible because of last night's discussion with Heather. His father only spoke to him briefly, saying something among the lines of 'I know you'll make me proud' and 'be careful with that beast today', but he didn't pay much attention to it.

He quickly left to make a brief visit to Toothless, since training was due in almost two hours. They spent most of the time trying to talk to one another, since he wanted to know why his best friend was so spooked when he mentioned the so called 'deceptive dragon'. Only when did he get that the two Furies were related (just like the legend said) did he stop trying to figure Toothless out. He dismissed it as a family feud, much like Snotlout is with him.

He resigned himself from building any sort of approach to the dragon. He had almost no information about it, since most of the stuff they knew was either by legends or the madman that survived facing the dragon before his tribe captured it. He would try to stick with Fishlegs, since, as he recalled their first day of Training, the husky teen seemed to know a little more about that dragon than what the Book of Dragons had written.

He settled in taking a very long bath, afraid that the dragon would be able to identify the scene of its cousin. Not that it would do him much the bath, given how Toothless' saliva doesn't wash out. Still, it was all he could do before leaving his friend and heading to the Arena. He only had his shield-bracket, since a dagger would only make things worse. The helmet and the sword were left forgotten at the forge, and honestly, Hiccup would not have brought them if he remembered their existence. The other trainees were called by Gobber to do the final test while he was away, and when he reached the Arena, everyone was there.

Unfortunately, the final test, much like the award given to the best trainee, involved facing a dragon that they only knew by reading (almost little to none information since most things were legends and telltales), never having actually engaged it in Training. And, to Hiccup, this test was even worse than the award, since it involved what everyone called a 'deceptive dragon' and it was a species none had seen raiding Berk for decades and thereby not even knowing it's moves. And it was Toothless' cousin on top of it all.

Of course it didn't help Gobber's enthusiasm that they would probably make out of it alive, though death was more possible as others trainees died at the hands of the elusive White Fury before. Why they kept sending teens that barely knew how to hold their own, against a legendary beast was a mystery to Hiccup. The only one that knew anything about said dragon was Fishlegs, but the boy was unusually quiet this day.

Then again, as he always reasoned, Vikings were never the bunch that cared about safety in the first place… hence why they kept living on an island that was constantly raided by dragons. Gobber's famous phrase summed up all of what Hiccup knew: "safety's overrated" was his answer whenever someone questioned why he would let free the dragons in the first day of training. That or "I believe in learning on the job" as Hiccup knew too well from being his apprentice back at the forge.

Gobber's instructions had been really simple, and perhaps for the first time since they set foot on that Arena, they made sense and were told in a serious way. He emphasized twice the absolute need of sticking together and explained the dragon was possibly able to enter someone's mind and exploit their fears to make his victim lay down its defenses. Of course, he was met with disbelief from almost everyone (Fishlegs had been the exception as he knew of the ability by the legends he heard about the creature and believed in them), or at least half of them. Snotlout and the Twins didn't pay much attention and it would be surprising if they heard anything at all.

Hiccup was feeling uneasy. The reason behind it was simple: Toothless had been downright worried when Hiccup spoke that he was going to meet the other Fury. To further fuel his fears, the black dragon had somewhat confirmed to him he was related to the White Fury, and somehow he understood the two didn't really get along (unfortunately he didn't have the same luck when trying to understand why of the grudge). Hiccup was afraid that probably the dragon would single him out for having the scent of the Night Fury in him and, because of this, he bathed his hardest before the test, but didn't hope too much that he scrambled away every trail of Night Fury scent he acquired these weeks.

Of course, another reason he had been feeling uneasy was that either Snotlout or Astrid would leave him alone in an attempt to shut out his chances of winning Dragon Training, and, consequently, possibly coming out of this test alive. Had he not been slightly more knowledgeable than the other (Fishlegs excepted) about the White Fury, he would have panicked. While Snotlout became friendlier since his improvement, his urge to win Dragon Training as a way of woo Astrid was greater. And the Valkyrie's desire of also doing it was also greater.

The moment they entered the underground Arena, which was a series of tunnels faintly illuminated by hanging lit torches, the result was what Gobber strongly advised against: it was everyone by themselves. Well, except for the twins, who could never be two feet away from each other if they were not pranking one another that is. The underground cave was more like a series of tunnel networks, lowly illuminated and that transmitted an eerie feeling. He noticed the tunnels were large enough for a dragon no bigger than Toothless to roam around. Gobber told them it was too risky to illuminate more the tunnels because of the Fury's ability of reflecting light with his back.

The Fury, unknowingly to the teens, had detected the faint scent of Night Fury as soon as they stepped on his cave. This surprised him, since it was not the scent of blood, but more the scent a dragon would acquire for spending time together with another dragon. The fact that a human had this kind of scent made him immediately mark it as his priority target. If the human hatchling was associated with his cousin, he would have finally found a way to give some payback.

Since he was locked inside the cave, he had no contact with the other captive dragons, not that he would want to. He was despised by most of the dragons, and a few dared to stand against him. Mostly those were part of droves that would likely kill him if he attacked one of them. Still, as he held no contact with them, he had no way of knowing how a human hatchling had a Night Fury scent embed in him that was not by blood.

He decided to use his usual tactic. Since the scent was faint, he couldn't source it unless he was close to his prey. To his bad luck, all the teens seemed to have it (Gobber roughly shoved them all together inside before closing the first gate), but one in particular had it slightly stronger. Of course, he didn't know that one was Hiccup, so he had to search teen by teen, and probably single out each of them.

He planned killing them all anyway, although after killing the owner of the scent; it was his favorite hobby actually. Depriving the bloodthirsty Vikings that caged him of their hatchlings was something he never let pass. The only problem was that most of the times they were together, so it both made his job harder and made him have to single one of them out before he could kill. Therefore he was lucky whenever one went astray from the group, which meant that his task was much easier.

Unfortunately his first victim had been the Twins. He stumbled on them briefly after beginning his quest to painfully kill the hatchling that apparently was friends to the Night Fury (a part of him told him that was impossible, but he knew all too well to not ignore the signs.). As soon as he was noticed by them, he quickly worked up into deploying his abilities, and readied himself into a battle position should one of them try to hit him.

He tapped into one of their heads, immediately alerting them of his presence. While Tuffnut was unable to strike since he was busy having his mind being invaded by a dragon and suffering unbearable pain, Ruffnut was free to do so. Fortunately for the Fury, he was able to tap long enough to learn his fear and changed to the girl before she could strike a hit. He was quite pleased to see that both shared the same fear: losing its sibling. And that invading their minds was rather easy.

Not long after he freed himself of their minds, he lunged at them, swiftly striking both with his tail and managing to separate them. He shot a plasma blast to the top of the tunnel causing rocks to collide, blocking the path and thus any way of one reaching another through sound. The White Fury, though, wasted no time in stalking his first prey, eager to see if it was the owner of his cousin's scent.

'Well, well, well, what do we have here' his voice echoed through Tuffnut's head, but for the boy, it seemed to come from the walls of the cave. Though the light was low and faint, one could clearly see the color drain completely from his face and his hands shake slightly at the grip of his spear as he saw the silhouette of the White Fury in front of him.

"Y-you're talking to the deadliest weapon in the world" Tuff answered back, trying to sound fearless but it actually came out in a shaken voice. He refused to show fear, but deep inside, he was filled by the emotion so much that it almost made breathing hard for him. Odd as it was, he didn't find weird that the dragon was talking in his mind. The fact that his sister wasn't around him, either to annoy him or have his back, only made him feel more fear, and took his attention to the fact that a dragon was talking.

'Is that so?' an amused, deep voice replied. It seemed to resonate with the walls of the cave, and it gave away the feeling that its owner held wisdom and had seen things beyond what one could imagine. 'Then how did the deadliest weapon in the world…' the voice said mockingly, '…failed to protect his dearly and loved sister?' it finished, making the question come out as if it was curious. Tuffnut froze for a second, letting it sink, but as soon as it did, he refused such statement right away.

"I don't love her!" He yelled at the dragon, "Nor she is dead" he added, though his voice was faltering. His knuckles were white because of the force his grip on the spear had. His legs were starting to shake and his confidence was plunging down. He couldn't find the dragon, thereby being unable to hit it. All of this was making even harder for him to be confident. He frantically looked around, but saw no sign of his sister, making the situation all the more dreadful.

'Is that so…' the voice said as if it was skeptical, '…then call her. If she is as alive as you believe, she'll answer you' it suggested teasingly. Tuff was that moment shaking his head in disbelief. He briefly recalled Gobber saying something about tricks when talking about that Fury, but he didn't remember much of it. He had been occupied fighting with his sister again. Oh, how he regretted not hearing the peg legged man right now…

"RUFF" no answer came back, "RUFF, WHERE ARE YOU?" the only thing he heard was his heavy breathing and the faint laughing of that beast, "Come on, this is not the time to prank me" he added, his voice faltering more and more at every word he spoke. "Answer me Ruff" he said, almost desperately. "Please…" he finished in a whisper, his eyes slightly bright as it dawned on him that his sister, that he loved/hated could probably be dead.

'See… No answer' it said smugly after finishing his laughing. Tuff's legs were shaking so badly that he ended falling to his knees, rapidly shaking his head and repeatedly whispering 'no'. "She can't be dead, she just can't be. We're Twins, we do everything together…" he mumbled to himself in a broken voice. Had not been the shock of losing someone so close (only Astrid Hiccup and Heather lost a parent to the Dragon War) he would have attacked the dragon, as it was in a vulnerable position at the moment.

'Did everything together…' the dragon corrected evilly, 'Not anymore…' it said, finally making Tuffnut break down into tears. He never told anyone, but his biggest fear was of being alone, without Ruff. He would have no one to prank or make pranks together, no one to tease, or care, or spar. He would just be the village idiot, the disguise he and his sister had built so perfectly so they could always get away with their pranks. And now he would be alone in the world, just like he saw in his occasional nightmares.

Because of his blurry vision, the faint light of the faraway torches and the sound of his sobs, he didn't notice nor heard the dragon coming in near him. Neither did he hear the dragon sniffing him or letting out a sigh, while a broken Tuffnut shedding manly tears, mourning the supposed death of his dear twin was near him. The Viking stood in that position for almost 5 minutes while the dragon took pleasure of his misery. Finally, after those 5 minutes, he determinedly stood, only to be shoved harshly against the wall by said dragon. He silently sworn to avenge his sister and he faintly heard the dragon mockingly laugh before blacking out.

Somewhere near Ruffnut heard footsteps. Though she also was seen by everyone as an idiot, just like her brother, she was smarter than everyone though; smart enough to notice that the sound of those footsteps were too heavy to be from any of her peers. She had been so far shouting Tuff's name since they were separated by the dragon, but lowered her voice to a loud whisper as soon as those footsteps reached her ears.

'Ruffnut Thorston' the voice spoke inside Ruff's head. She gritted her teeth, feeling a massive headache. She brushed it aside, thinking it was some leftover pain from fighting with her brother while Gobber was explaining something. She didn't see anyone so she assumed it was a fellow tribesman calling her, as she also didn't hear Gobber's explanation on the dragon's abilities.

"Who are you?" she asked shouting, as she didn't know if the source of the voice was close of far. "Wait…" she reconsidered, "It doesn't matter. Help me find my brother" she asked, unbeknown to the fact that she was talking to a dragon. She tensed, as seconds passed and no one appeared while the footsteps grew closer to her.

She heard chuckles, and slightly paled. 'Is Ruffnut Thorston, the toughest girl of Berk asking the help of a dragon?' it amusedly asked, slowly stepping toward the girl. The slightly white face turned into a ghostly one once she saw the silhouette of the deceptive dragon nearing. Her mouth was gaping, her mind terrified that the dragon spoke to her, and her eyes couldn't look away from the sapphire blue ones of the dragon, as if she was locked in a trance.

"Y-you c-can speak?" she asked stuttering, and deeply afraid of the answer. She had paid even less attention to Gobber than Tuff had, basically not hearing even a word from the man. Therefore she didn't know of the dragon's ability to talk. Nevertheless meeting him was a terrifying experience by itself, and the fact that she was without her brother only increased her fear.

'Indeed I can' it answered nonchalantly, as if it was the most normal thing for a dragon to speak. 'I see you didn't pay attention to…' he began lecturing but trailed off, 'What was his name again?' it asked her, though by the sound of his voice it looked like he already knew the answer… 'Gobber…' he finished slightly chuckling as he saw Ruff's ghostly face.

"B-but how?" she asked in disbelief. Her mind simply refused to acknowledge the fact that she was holding a conversation to a dragon. They were mindless beast, every Viking knew this. So how one of them had not only a mind but also the ability to speak was something completely abnormal. She for a moment considered it was a well played prank of Tuff, but the dragon's next words made her drop the idea.

'You and your brother should have given more credit to Fishlegs, or to Gobber.' it told as if lessoning her, 'but, of course, you didn't.' it added, 'too bad he won't have the chance to redeem himself with the husky boy' it finished mockingly laughing, knowing just where he needed to poke so Ruff lost her cool and acted recklessly.

"WHAT DID YOU DO TO TUFF?" She asked yelling as she tried to score a hit on the dragon. But, because she was angry, she missed by a long shot coming near the beast. She, unknowingly, shared the same fear of her brother, of ending up alone, without a Twin because of the war, but neither had ever told one another that, much less anybody else. And the dragon's mocking comment had ignited her fear and anger.

'Oh, I did nothing to him.' It answered mocking hurt, 'you did' it spat accusingly. Ruff froze for a moment, trying to understand what the dragon meant. Her mind didn't find any logical explanations for the moment, so it didn't take long before she tried scoring another hit at the White Fury. But, just like last time, she missed widely the strike, as the dragon was quick and swift in the narrow tunnels.

"I did nothing to him!" she shouted, as she felt she should say something in her defense. She didn't say, or wanted to show, but she was still confused at the accusing statement of the dragon. 'What could I have done? We fought but only before we entered this blasted underground Arena' she thought to herself.

'Oh, sure you did' it replied with the same accusing tone it held before as he kept his distance from the female Thorston. 'You fought with him while Gobber taught your little group about me…' it spoke in a matter-of-fact way. Ruff halted her attack, and looked genuinely confused at him. She couldn't see what their little play fighting had to do with the whole 'Tuff is missing' situation.

"Yeah, and…?" she asked out of curiosity. Her mind has simply forgotten that she was talking to a dragon, and being answered by one that moment. For some reason, she didn't even try to attack him as he approached her.

'Your little spar' the White Fury began explaining, 'deprived you two from precious knowledge…' it spoke, lessoning her. Her hands began shaking, as one particular fear kept ringing inside her head. She was afraid that the dragon's next words would confirm it. '…knowledge that could have saved your brother…' it finished teasingly.

Her legs began to shake as she stumbled backwards. Her grip on her spear tightened as his words kept replaying on her head over and over again. She as, as Tuff did when meeting the white dragon, denying what it spoke. "What did you do to him?" she asked, unconsciously letting her fear slip out in her voice. She did not see, but the White Fury smirked evilly. She tried to attack him with her spear, only to have it blocked and her weapon thrown away from her.

'Did you know that he blamed you?' it asked, completely ignoring her question. He began approaching her and she, weaponless and afraid, vainly tried to keep her distance by walking backwards. 'He cursed you before dying, saying you distracted him from what could have possibly saved him…' he added once her back hit the wall of the tunnels.

"No…" she whispered to herself, "That's not possible" she spoke, falling to her knees. Tears welled up on her eyes as she shook her head, not believing she was partly responsible for Tuff's death. The dragon noticed the sorrow slowly turning to anger inside the dragon and quickly went to sniff her, only to be disappointed that she was also not the one that held the source of the Night Fury scent.

He quickly retreated as Ruff stood, sniffing before shouting to the dragon. "I'LL KILL YOU CURSED BEAST" She paused to take a deep breath, "I'LL AVENGE MY BROTHER" she added before starting to stand so she could run after the dragon, seeking revenge. Little did she know that the dragon was waiting for her to just do that. With one swift move, he crouched, his belly almost touching the dragon, and pounced at her.

His head hit straight into her chest, and pressed her to the wall with a crushing pain. Ruff felt the air leave her lungs as her whole body was pressed between his head and the wall by a fraction of seconds. She was instantly knocked the moment her head hit hard the wall. Fortunately, her head kept her from being severely injured in the head.

He removed his head from her chest, and with a paw, he grabbed and threw her as if she was a pebble. Her body hit the ground, emitting a thud. She kept on the ground, knocked out cold, as he approached her. 'Commendable how much you both care for each other.' he said, mostly to himself since Ruff couldn't hear him. 'But your Viking stupidity kept you two from letting the other know about it…' he said, spitting the word 'Viking'. He casually went away, searching for the next youth with the Night Fury scent.

It wasn't long before Fishlegs stumbled across the dragon. He would have cursed his luck had he not frozen when the dragon noticed his presence. "t-t-t-the W-w-white Fury-y" he whispered, heavily stammering and on the brink of hyperventilating. The amused chuckle that the dragon gave only made the chubby boy panic even more.

'Indeed I am' he spoke, causing Fishlegs to pale even more. The boy's breath was coming in and out unevenly and shakily, causing him to feel slightly lightheaded. He was practically face-to-face with one of the most mysterious and dangerous dragons known to Vikings. The loads of legends he knew about the dragon added more to his fear than to his confidence. It didn't help him that the most fabled legend about the 'deceptive Fury' turned out to be true.

"S-so it's t-true. You can t-talk" he spoke fearfully to the dragon. He did not notice the cold sweat sliding from his forehead or his trembling hands weakly holding his chubby hammer. All he could do at the moment was wish that he had Hiccup by his side, just like it had been with the Snaptrapper. He was sure the young Haddock would know what do to, and probably protect him.

'Not exactly...' It replied somewhat amused, leaving Fishlegs slightly confused. Did the Vikings really think he spoke as their filthy species did? 'I am inside your head, hence why you can hear my voice.' The dragon added, satisfying Fishlegs' curiosity. He found something odd about this chubby Viking. The aura he emitted was not the bloodthirsty one he had seen on the Twins, or other Vikings he met before being caged.

"S-s-so w-what Gobber s-said…" he began speaking, but was cut short by the dragon.

'It's true' he finished, 'all that knowledge about me… those legends, are facts.' He talked, slowly walking around the boy, 'do you think it'll be enough to save your skin?' he asked, standing face-to-face with Fishlegs just like he had been at the beginning of their conversation. Had Fishlegs not been on the brink of pissing himself in fear, he would be awed at the prospect of talking to a dragon and blurting out millions of questions per second.

"Y-yes?" he answered with uncertainty. The dragon would be amused at the boldness that the answer (or was it a question?) the boy spoke, had he not seen the boy's memories. He decided to not try to kill this hatchling. His aura was different, and, despite being a Viking, this one seemed to want more to study his Kin than kill them.

'Hiccup's not here' the White Fury spoke, surprising Fishlegs on a whole new level. There was nothing stating the dragon could read thoughts, or see memories. Then again, to Fishlegs it wasn't impossible either, considering the Fury was inside his head, talking to him. 'Was it worthy though?' it asked faking curiosity, 'Agreeing with Snotlout's prank to leave him alone here. Now he's not here to save you like he did with the Snaptrapper.' It stated, making Fishlegs shake badly.

The husky blond was so afraid and nervous that he didn't even register the dragon sniffing him or letting out a disappointed sigh. 'Do you know what you should do?' he asked uninterestedly. The boy was shaking so much he was beginning to get sick by just looking at him. To the White Fury, Fishlegs would be incapable of hurting even a fly. And since the boy was not the owner of the Night Fury scent, there was no more reason to be playing with him.

"W-what?" Fishlegs asked, not noticing he was holding his breath as he waited to hear the answer. He was deeply afraid that this would be the last conversation he would have before being burned to a crisp, so he obviously was afraid of hearing the Fury's answer.

'Run'

And the boy didn't wait a second more before he began running in the opposite direction of the dragon, screaming out his fear and stumbling at the tiniest rocks. The dragon laughed at the scene, shaking his head in disbelief. He couldn't understand how the boy was even in Dragon Training to begin with. He had dared to approach the boy the moment he invaded his head, noticing he was made more of knowledge than of brute force.

The White Fury was slightly perplexed at the image of a scrawny boy with brown hair and green eyes. He had seen, in Fishlegs' memories, how it singled a Snaptrapper with abnormal confidence, considering his (apparent) lack of strength and weapon. He went to the other direction, continuing his pursue, and setting as a priority finding the boy.

The White Fury felt ecstatic, he had finally found a trail stronger than the other ones. But, his luck didn't last for long as he had been so focused on not losing the trail that he didn't notice Snotlout until the boy accidentally bumped. 'Wha…?' he asked when he felt a bump. He didn't stop to think about it as he narrowly avoided being hit by a mace.

"Ha! Found you, now I can kill you so Astrid definitely falls into my arms!" Snotlout smugly said while doing a swing. He muttered a curse when he missed hitting the dragon by an inch or two, and then cursed again when the dragon disappeared from his eyesight. He spun around, looking everywhere but found no trace of the dragon. The faint light of the torches didn't help his vision so much. There were too many places the White Fury could hide because of the shadows cast by the faint illumination.

'And what makes you think my head will make you win her?' the White Fury asked rather annoyed. It had not been the first time someone tried to kill him with the intent of giving a part of him as a gift to a woman. He was glad the dragons didn't do the same thing when trying to mate, otherwise he would be sick seeing arms and legs of Vikings around; they were already smelly alive, he couldn't even imagine the putrid smell the bodies would emit when they were dead and torn apart, and older than just a couple of hours.

"Because it will" Snotlout answered as if it was obvious, "Chicks love to get prizes, especially coming from a killed dragon" he added smugly as he searched his surroundings to find the dragon. He only stopped looking when he grabbed his head the moment he felt a nasty headache. He had also been too distracted wooing Astrid to pay attention to Gobber's lesson; otherwise he would have known this was a signal the dragon was inside his head.

'And why would she like to have her kill stolen from her?' he asked, seemly curious. For some reason, to Snotlout, the fact that he was talking to a dragon, that he didn't even know it could talk in the first place, passed through his mind as if it was plainly ordinary. The dragon resisted the urge to sigh, as he, unluckily, stumbled across another ignorant Viking, even worse than the Twins.

"Pfff, what are you talking about? Of course she would like that I kill you" he spoke brushing aside the dragon's question as if it was absurd.

'And that's where you're wrong. You see… she wants to kill me as badly as your little cousin Hiccup wanted to kill the Night Fury' it reasoned, smirking as he saw Snotlout's smile fall off from his face.

"You don't know anything" he spoke angrily. In fact, he was denying that killing that dragon would lessen his chances of winning Astrid. Add the fact that it mentioned his cousin and the White Fury got a very pissed Snotlout. His patience was running short with the Viking and, although he would rather attack Snotlout when the boy shows a weakness, he was almost heading straight into a fight with him.

'I do know quite a lot' it answered mockingly, 'enough to see that she would hate you if you dare to kill me.' He added, daring to approach the Viking boy.

Snotlout readied himself when he saw the White Fury coming, but he hesitated in whenever he should strike or not. Even though he kept denying anything it said was true, a side of him was, unknowingly, slowly agreeing to the beast.

'She will loathe you until you're very last day. She might even try to kill you for stealing her kill.' He approached Snotlout's face and the Viking tightened his grip on his mace, but had yet to swing it. 'Is it worth: To lose your prize for killing me and winning Dragon Training?' he asked, standing face-to-face with Snotlout.

He readied his mace "Vikings kill dragons on sight. Everyone knows that" he spoke with slightly quivering voice. He paled a little when he thought he had seen the dragon smirk. His confidence was faltering the longer he looked into those dark blue eyes. His knuckles were almost white, due to the tight grip he had on the handle of the mace. His breathing quickened and, for a second, Snotlout was genuinely afraid of the deceptive Fury.

'Yes they do' he agreed, 'but no one knows you have sighted me, except for you. Therefore there is no one to call you a coward for sparing me, and you'll still be able to claim her with your vikingness' Snotlout was confused, and because of that he didn't notice the dragon sniffing him while 'speaking'.

Snotlout eventually made up his mind. "I don't care" he yelled as he attempted to score a hit on the dragon's face. The White Fury lost its patience and lunged toward the boy. He bit the mace, making Snotlout freeze on spot, and threw it away. Since the Viking boy stubbornly held the mace, he was thrown as well. Eventually he lost his grip on the weapon, as his head collided with the ground.

The White Fury didn't spare a second for him to recover. He pinned Snotlout using his right paw and snarled, his fare inches away from the boy's. Snotlout paled, seeing the White Fury so close to him, and those slit eyes with murder screaming from them. He tightened his grip on Snotlout's torso, making the boy yell in pain, and lifted him. He stood on his hind legs and used his wings as a support to keep this position. 'I will not have some arrogant prick hunting my head.' He spat to the Viking before throwing him again.

Snotlout felt the air being stolen from his lungs the moment his back hit the wall. Due to the low lighting he couldn't be sure if black spots really danced on the corner of his vision or not. He tried to stand, but his legs gave out, making him kneel. The White Fury slowly approached him, the same way a hunter approaches a wounded pray, and stopped in front of the boy. 'Stupid Vikings, too proud of themselves and their stupid traditions' he spat, before clawing Snotlout.

He fell on his butt, bleeding gashes running across his arms. Surprisingly, none of them were deep, or were bleeding too much to the point where he could bleed to death. Nonetheless, he felt incredibly tired, and was deeply horrified of the dragon in front of him. Never before he had seen such hatred against something as the dragon was showing to the Viking kind. Even Stoick's hatred for dragon paled when compared to the White Fury's hatred at this moment.

He pinned Snotlout against the wall using his paw. The Viking weakly looked at the white face before him, at those blue eyes burning with the desire to murder. For a moment he had thought that was the end of it, that he would never see the day he would be marrying Astrid or becoming chief instead of Hiccup. 'When will you see that a dragon is not something like a weapon to be given as a prize?' the White Fury asked but mostly to himself rather than to the Viking.

Snotlout saw the dragon open up its mouth, and the faint crimson light building up at the end of its throat. He looked at it, ready to face death and reach the halls of Valhalla for dying in combat. But the crimson flame never came. The White Fury's snout picked up a strong trail of the Night Fury scent, thus making him close its mouth. He turned his head to look at one of the tunnels, before looking again at Snotlout. 'Looks like you'll live another day' he said before smacking the boy against the wall, rendering him unconscious.

The White Fury ran, as fast as possible within these tunnels of course. He was determined to let nothing stray him of the scent trail this time. Once the trail got stronger, he slowed down to a stalking pace, so the boy would not be alerted of his presence by the sound of his footsteps. He spotted Hiccup slowly walking, always checking his surroundings. He felt ecstatic he had finally found the owner of the Night Fury scent, and luckily to the dragon, Hiccup hadn't seen him yet.

Since the mission of today's Training was to acquire some sort of flag rather than confront the White Fury and bring it down, he was busy avoiding both the flag and the dragon. He knew that if he won he would have to face and kill the Nightmare, a fact he didn't think he would succeed due to his new perspective about the dragons, therefore exposing the entire facade he held during the whole Dragon Training. And he didn't fancy facing a Fury either. Meeting Toothless had been more than enough.

But Hiccup had not been the only one spotted this moment. The White Fury had been distracted long enough silently celebrating for finally the owner of the Night Fury scent that he had missed Astrid, and had missed Astrid spotting him. His head would have probably been missing from his body if Astrid didn't do the classic Viking war cry before advancing toward the dragon, thus alerting her both of her presence and intentions.

Her cry startled both dragon and human. The White Fury cursed under his breath when his attention had forcibly been changed and Hiccup went out of his sight, ducking behind a rock. He had to dodge more than one axe swing and for a brief moment he admired the teen's determination in killing him despite the odds being against her. This little distraction, though, earned him a scratch on his left foreleg, a cry of pain from him and a cry of glory from her. He was also having some trouble invading her mind, as it seemed to be slightly better protected than the others teen's minds.

"Already crying like a baby?" Astrid teased, reading herself should the dragon counter-attack, "and I thought the deceptive White Fury would put up more of a fight than that." She chuckled, mocking the dragon. Her confidence was very high due to the hit she scored on the deceptive Fury. A swift, incredibly fast dragon and she managed to hit it.

He smirked, putting aside briefly the fact that she had struck his pride. Her mocking had given him an opening long enough to enter inside her mind, thus allowing him to speak back and see her memories. 'Fearless Astrid Hofferson' he simply called, and, as she heard his voice, his smirk grew bigger when hers faltered. It was clear that, even though his scratched foreleg would hinder his ability to tackle her, the odds were again in his favor.

She cursed under her breath for her foolishness had allowed the dragon to invade her mind. Still, she decided to focus on fighting him, not giving him any opportunity to be deceiving. She swung and swung her axe, missing strike after strike. They were at a stalemate, since he couldn't talk to her without risking being hit and she couldn't hit him as long as he kept moving. He earned his chance when she accidentally tripped on a rock she had not seen, for the room was too dark to clearly see the deformations on the ground, and halted her swing.

'It's quite funny actually' he spoke chuckling, 'I recall having fought another Hofferson before…' he added, effectively making Astrid halt her attack as she was caught off by this statement. She knew that this dragon was their prisoner for quite a while, but never thought it would be long enough to fight her parents on Training.

"How long have you been here?" she asked amazed, and that didn't go unnoticed by the dragon. Her stance might not have changed, but inside her fear rose a little, since that dragon was way too much experienced with trainees like her apparently. And Gobber told them of how the trainees that went astray never came back. She gulped, noticing that she was alone facing him. She hoped none of the other teens stumbled on him before her.

'Ooh… long before your parents were even born' he said with a dark tone that made Astrid pale a little. Hiccup paled even more, considering he was watching the scene and hearing it, and had noticed Astrid pale as well. He was ready to intervene should it be necessary, but he didn't wish to win this Training, nor to face almost certain death, either from a dragon or a seething Astrid. Therefore he kept hidden, but also watching the dragon and the Valkyrie.

'I remember your Uncle. Fearless Finn Hofferson' she gritted her teeth at the mention of her uncle. For the last decade, not once had his name been mentioned without an insult coming after it. 'He was a strong, determined boy, just like you are. Shame I didn't manage to kill him…' the dragon trailed off and for a moment Astrid was stunned, thinking the dragon just praised her uncle. 'But I guess someone else did the job…' he said mockingly, letting out a dark laugh.

Astrid was livid, for lack of better words. Her vision reddened and she advanced mercilessly toward the dragon. The White Fury, expecting such reaction, easily dodged her attacks, laughing as her rage kept her from attacking properly her target. It also made tired her out faster than the common, increasing even more the odds for him. Hiccup noticed that it wouldn't be long before the dragon went offensive against her, and she would not be able to fight back.

She stopped, her hands holding the axe while it rested on her knees, as she struggled to regain her breath. She was panting heavily, and was finding hard to breathe the air of the suffocating cavern. The White Fury too was tired, since he let the gash bleed quite a lot, although much less than the blond. It didn't take him more than a few seconds to regain his breath. He smirked seeing Astrid panting and she tried to lunge at him, only to horribly miss.

One of her hands grabbed her head as she felt a massive headache. Her eyes closed, but only for a moment, as they soon widened and the blood all but disappeared from her face. She recognized the signs Gobber told them before training of having him fussing inside her head. She rapidly shook her head, in a vain effort to throw the dragon off from the inner depths of it. The headache didn't last much longer, but she knew already that she was fighting a losing battle. She was tired for blindly attacking him and now the dragon knew everything about her.

'You're so much like your Uncle. Determined yet foolish.' he said in a harsh tone. He needed no more to search her memories, for he had already found everything he wanted. His plans to catch the other hatchling were put at hold, since the hatchling before him embodied everything he hated and despised about the Viking kind, even more than Snotlout. And while most of the dragons didn't accept him, he would be doing everyone favor in killing this hatchling before it could turn into another hateful Viking.

Snotlout was the fitting image of a Viking, killing dragons and using their parts as prizes. The White Fury deeply hatred that attitude, but hated even more Astrid's kind. She was one of blaming every single dragon for the actions of one, not to mention that her Uncle's demise was a consequence of his foolishness alone. He didn't die in the midst of a raid; he died trying to proudly single handle a Flightmare, a poor choice by the White Fury's standards.

Besides, he couldn't deny himself the sweet pleasure of mauling one of those Viking hatchlings. He didn't know if he killed the others, probably not considering his goal of finding that boy was more important than killing them, but she would be an exception. The more his prey seemed to embody the foul Vikings he deeply hatred, the better he felt when killing it, and he couldn't pass the opportunity of having a defenseless hatchling, that embodied the trail he most hated, before him. It was quite hard to not have a grudge after being caged and trapped for years and for other reasons...

'You, like him, singlehanded a dragon for selfish reasons. And just like it happened with him, you jeopardized the life of others in the process' it spoke, his voice sounding like the one of a mother lessoning her offspring for being caught doing something wrong. Astrid made a move toward the dragon but missed again, and was humiliatingly shoved to the ground by its tail as he lost his patience with her stubbornness.

"It's not true!" she weakly protested as she slowly rose up. Hiccup was admired beyond imagination of her perseverance, and absolutely terrified of her sheer stubbornness. It was pure madness to face a Fury by itself, and the faint scars in his chest were proof that he knew this very well. "He faced the Flightmare to save us." she added with more fierceness as she got a better hold on her axe, ready to try hitting him again.

'And what good it came out?' it spat venomously. The thing he most hated about the Viking kind was their dumb stubbornness, or arrogance; to him it was quite hard to differ which was sometimes. He unknowingly surprised Astrid and made her step backwards in fear of the sudden venom in his voice. 'His death didn't stop your precious little village from being attacked.' It added, with no less hatred.

'All it did was strike sorrow and hatred inside a young hatchling' he spoke and for a second Astrid could have sworn his voice held sorrow and sympathy, but it didn't last long, 'Hatred you now direct toward me' he spat, the brief sympathetic tone returning to the harsh one. Astrid began to move forward, noticing the White Fury was slightly distracted, though from what she did not know.

'Tell me Astrid, was singling me worth Hiccup?'
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	23. The White Fury - Part Two

_**Hello friends, and welcome to another chapter. I'm finally on vacations, yaay! which means faster updates. I bet you all weren't expecting another update before the end of the month, but, I promise that now onwards there will be one update per week, or if I skip a week, a longer update every two weeks. I LOVED the positive response the White Fury got from all of you. I was very eager to show it to all of you, and to hear your responses.**_

_**Anyway, here are the review responses:**_

_**Nick Tanico: you NAILED it. This is exactly how he can be defeated. But is there someone smart enough to outsmart it?**_

_**thearizona: You'll find out what is going to happen now, and yes, it is a White Fury power only. You'll also find out why they hate each other, although the hatred is mostly from the White Fury's part. And SERIOUSLY SEASON 3 IS AMAZING!**_

_**Cottonmouth25: Yup the White Fury is a jerk. A mind-invading, hatredful, vengeful, jerk dragon. And don't worry, there will be much more Hiccup-Heather moments ;)**_

_**Virginia: I'm so happy you liked him. There will be more White Fury here, and in the near future.**_

_**NightsAnger: I'm sooo happy that you loved him. And yes, there will be more of him here, in the next few chapters and in the sequel.**_

_**White Hunter: You're indeed right. I hope you like how Hiccup will deal with him. IF he still is alive**_

_**ivanganev1992: Ah, much easier to reply to you since you separated your quesitons in topics, so here we go. Nope Hiccup won't melt his heart. He's hateful and proud, and that won't change. I can't tell you the outcome, that would take the fun of this chapter away. She may never be worthy of knowing Toothless, who knows. Astrid's vision of Hiccup changed since she found out her axe was forged by him, but not much. Heather wanted a friend, and friends share secrets, so she shared one. What happens next... you'll know on this chapter, and the many more to come.**_

_**AZalmega: Haha, I didn't plan to end the last chapter that way. You'll find out what happened to Hiccup on this chapter. He may be alive... he may not. And yes he is very OP. That was my main vision of him. A dragon capable of burning an entire village to the ground, and nimble as a Night Fury.**_

_**Without further ado:**_

**xxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxx**

'Tell me Astrid, was singling me worth Hiccup?' he said, his voice sounding almost as low as a whisper. He smacked himself mentally over and over again for showing weakness in front of the Viking hatchling. He was done with it, and would not delay another moment in using his method to bring her down. But, he wanted to cause her as much pain as possible before killing her. He felt pity for a moment, seeing how her hatred for the Flightmare that killed Finn fueled her desire of killing him and the dragons in general.

Still, the feeling didn't last long; he knew the Training consisted on taking the piece of leather at the other side of the tunnel network rather than directly confronting him, and he would not withstand being the object of someone's hatred for unfair reasons. Adding the fact that she only saw him as something inferior to other dragons, and she got herself a death wish.

She froze on spot, unable to finish her strike. She didn't dare to show, but inside she was afraid that the boy would die today. While she was beyond furious with him for taking her spot, and was more than certain that his behavior during training was nothing but a fluke, she was afraid that Hiccup wouldn't live to the day where she would be able to say things she kept for herself, like thanking him for making her axe. She actually planned in doing so after discovering Hiccup's secret, and maybe also after giving him a punch of two.

"What are you talking about?" she asked warily, narrowing her eyes in suspiciousness. She knew the dragon was capable of lying and deceiving, hence why she despised him even more than the mindless beasts that raided the village, but she couldn't stop a side of her from fearing for the boy's life. She knew Hiccup was crazy and curious, so the chances he actually tried to talk to the dragon and got crisped were actually fairly big to her.

'You left him alone, all to pursue me. Just like your peers,' he paused, making Astrid's fear increase. Her heart was no longer beating fast for moving too much, but was from fear. Her logical side kept telling her that it was a trick, a fluke for her to lower her guard and be killed on spot. Gobber taught her that, and she kept remembering, but the way the dragon spoke made her believe it was not a lie.

In fact, it wasn't a lie at all as proof was that said boy was watching both of them alone, while the other teens were either running back to the entrance or furiously hunting him. Unfortunately, Hiccup was frozen on spot, and didn't muster the force to voice out that he was alive and well, unlike what the dragon seemed to imply.

'You knew they would leave him alone, each to their own reasons. You knew it, yet you chose to pursue me to satisfy your stupid pride,' he spat accusingly, making Astrid grit her teeth in pain. He had noticed the boy was fairly different from them, given he had a different aura around him, one that was not hateful. In fact, he seemed to be avoiding both him and the Training's objective, all the more why he wanted to find this boy.

She paled a little, since even if the dragon was deceitful, he was not lying. She had hoped Fishlegs stuck with him, but the un-manly cry she heard earlier proved otherwise. She did notice he blood on his scales, but whether it was from his gash or not, she did not know. So at least she knew Hiccup probably wasn't mauled. It still didn't leave the possibility of being crisped, since it would leave no trail until she stumbled across a charred body.

'He was quite interesting,' he said, not entirely lying. While he waited eagerly to meet the boy and learn how he got the scent of a Child of Night, he had sensed his different aura. And it was very different compared to Fishlegs', never mind compared to the others, especially Astrid's aura. 'Very different from your average Viking he was,' he added contemplatively, thus increasing Astrid's fear.

He knew through her memories, and from Fishlegs', how Hiccup was, so he had some information to back up his speech. This hatchling seemed hard to convince, though he already saw it was not impossible. "What did you do to him?" she said, trying to sound fierce and angry, but actually sounding afraid. The smirk that crossed his face told her he didn't buy her fierceness, much to her dismay.

'I put an end to his misery; misery you and your pitiful worthless tribe created,' he answered simply, making Astrid's face go as white as snow. She her stance was faltering, while fear was bubbling inside her. 'It was simply loathing and shunning him out for being different, and you never tried to help him because of your senseless pride, no wonder he looked relief during his last breath,' he added, further destroying Astrid's emotions.

'And now you can't apologize to him anymore.'

That simple statement crumbled Astrid, as she felt on her knees, tears building up on her eyes as she weakly shook her head. She closed her eyes in a pitiful attempt to prevent herself from crying, not even caring it was downright stupid to do so, never mind doing it in front of a dragon, and it being the deceptive Fury no less.

"No…no… that can't be possible," she whispered as one by one tears slowly fell from her eyes. Hiccup was flabbergasted by seeing Astrid cry. He could only remember one time when she cried, hence why he couldn't even imagine she would cry at the mere idea of his death. The White Fury was also surprised momentarily surprised, as he didn't quite believe this would have crumbled her enough to make her cry. He didn't think she cared that much about the boy, but seeing Astrid at such a pitiful state made him feel pleasure, even more than he expected for crumbling her.

But his surprise didn't last long, as he wanted to cause as much pain as possible before killing her. 'It is, and you, above everyone else, is to blame for that,' he said, further increasing her guilty. She was clearly sobbing by the moment, and slowly hatred increased toward her. It was her Uncle's story all over again, but this time she would succeed in avenging the fallen, she would kill the dragon.

The White Fury sensed this and wasted no time building up his fire. While his claws would kill her more painfully, he didn't want to risk being hit again. Hiccup's eyes widened impossibly seeing the light building up on the dragon's throat. He left his hideout, and broke into a run straight toward them.

"Astrid," He shouted as loud as possible. With inhuman strength, he ripped apart his shield bracket from his arm; desperately throwing it in between and hoping it block the strike. The White Fury only peaked up his ears, while Astrid's eyes shot wide open in surprise and shock. Realizing at the last second her situation, she put her arms in front of her face to protect her and squeezed shut her eyes.

The crimson plasma bolt was launched, illuminating the cave and blinding temporarily Hiccup. He squeezed shut his eyes and covered them with his arm as the sudden burst of light was too much for his eyes to bear. His heart was beating as fast as a Gronckle's wing, as he had an eerie feeling about the outcome of this situation.

He only realized his lungs didn't take in air when he saw Astrid's figure whole, although lying on the floor. His shield was on the other side of that tunnel, glowing red-white as the metal was really hot from the plasma blast. He ran frantically to her, and was only relieved when he saw she was still breathing. He supposed the shield must have hit her head after the shot and knocked her out due to the sheer force of the blast. He only hoped she didn't have any serious injuries because of the hit.

He only became aware again of his surroundings once he heard an enraged snarl. Hiccup quickly spun around, only to greet the sight of a livid White Fury. He gulped, his mind playing a memory to when he was greeted with the same sight, but the dragon being the opposite color of the one currently before him. 'How dare you steal my kill? I'll have your skin torn to shreds worthless Viking,' the dragon snarled before lunging at Hiccup.

Luckily for him, the times he spent running away from his bullies, wrestling with Toothless and making him fly allowed him to be fast enough so he could dodge the attack. A scream left his mouth, and he wasted no time looking back as he frantically ran into deeper the tunnels. A part of him knew Astrid would be safe, as long as he wasn't around for the Fury to burn him alive.

The only big worry he had was that he would leave the underground Arena torn to pieces. He barely looked back, as one wrong step and he would be mercilessly mauled by Toothless' cousin. The dragon shot a plasma blast, to which Hiccup narrowly avoided as he ducked to a different tunnel section. The White Fury tried two more shots at him, one of them almost getting his left foot charred, but missed.

Unluckily for him, the dragon didn't need to try another shot, as he had to abruptly halt since the tunnel was a dead end. Hiccup visibly gulped before slowly turning his head toward the White Fury's direction. He paled seeing the dragon slowly approaching him, holding a stance to which he could clearly smash the skinny boy against the wall. It didn't help Hiccup that, knowing dragons were also capable of expression emotions, he could see the dragon smirking. 'Looks like it's a dead end for you, little Viking,' he spoke, slowly approaching Hiccup.

He stepped backwards while the dragon approached, until his back hit the wall. He never broke his gaze from the dragon, more because he was afraid that if he did so it would be the last thing he would do. Hiccup removed his hands from the wall and put them in front of his body, clearly showing that he meant no harm. "Please, I'm not your enemy," Hiccup said to the dragon, effectively making him halt his approach in surprise.

The White Fury stopped, completely caught off. Did he just hear right? He narrowed his eyes and resumed his approaching while also addressing Hiccup. 'Do you really think that? Every Viking is an enemy to the dragons, and you know it. Do not take me for a fool!' He stopped inches away from Hiccup's face. 'Let's see how you have this scent,' the dragon added before invading Hiccup's mind.

The boy clutched his head as an agonizing pain ran through his head and spine. The dragon wasted no time, searching for the first memory related to the Night Fury. He stumbled back and gasped in surprise once he saw the night Hiccup shot Toothless down. 'How… how is that possible? No one can catch a Night Fury. How… how did you do it?' he asked, genuinely surprised. He clearly underestimated the young Viking before him.

"It takes an unconventional mind to capture an unconventional dragon. No one ever shot down a Night Fury before because no one tried a different approach…" Hiccup mumbled, not fully conscious that he was answering the White Fury's question. He just didn't want to relive the day he shot down Toothless. Yes, he had been proud back then, but now he could only remember of this day feeling disgusted at himself.

The White Fury shook his head before narrowing his eyes again. There was something off about this Viking hatchling that made him feel uneasy. 'You said catch, didn't you kill him?' he asked, making Hiccup sweat slightly. He was afraid of what the White Fury would do if he acknowledged the fact that Hiccup was friends with a Night Fury. It certainly seemed to the boy that the dragon had been hunting him due to the scent of his scaly friend embed in his clothes.

He approached the boy as Hiccup met his question with silence. He was sweating cold, and his hands were shaking badly. His legs threatened to give out, and probably would have by now if he wasn't leaning on the wall. 'Well then, if you're not answering me, I guess I'll have to find out the hard way,' the dragon teasingly said before fussing Hiccup's memories again. To the boy's surprised, the process was far less painful than it had been the first time.

The White Fury felt more shocked the more he looked at Hiccup's memories. He saw the boy holding the knife at point blank, the boy sparing the dragon, their second meeting. He saw the boy talking to it, bonding with his cousin. It all seemed impossible to him, like if the boy somehow tricked his mind into making up these memories. The idea of a dragon rider, and a dragon bonding with a human was insane.

It sounded like a wonder tale, one of those stories a sire would tell his offspring before calling a night. Even when he heard of places far away into the mainland that veneered dragons, rather than hunting them, like a Grapple Grounder, wasn't as farfetched as the memories of Hiccup. He came out of the young boy's head and stumbled, his mouth slightly agape and his eyes widened. For the first time in a long time he was before a Viking with eyes dilated rather than slits.

He was too shocked to see Hiccup reacting once the pain left his head. His hand quickly flied to under the White Fury's chin and, for a second, Hiccup prayed that the similar anatomy to Toothless meant that the pressure point was, if not at the same place, then near where it is in his friend. Luckily for him, he was right, and with a light scratch, the White Fury feel to the ground with a blissful expression on his face. He couldn't deny the wave of pleasure that shot through him because his pressure point was squeezed, but it didn't take away his anger, mostly toward himself for being distracted.

Hiccup fell as well, his back sliding across the wall as he slowly sat on the ground. He gave out a long sigh and decided to rest a little. Considering many things about the Fury lying on the ground before him was similar to Toothless, he guessed that it would be almost an hour before the dragon snapped out of this trance. 'H-how…did you know this…?' the dragon weakly asked, surprising Hiccup.

Hiccup chuckled, not believing he was, once again, standing before a knocked Fury. Loki must have quite the fun watching his life, if the past days were anything to say. The fact that he was talking to the infamous white dragon with blue eyes was just another craziness to add to his long list of crazy deeds. "I found out when I was scratching him. I figured it would be probably in the same place with you since you both have a similar body anatomy…" he replied.

"Oh, well, not considering the fact that you have an extra pair of wings" he awkwardly added. If he was going to keep talking to the dragon, then at least he should talk properly. He wouldn't like for someone to mistake him to… say, Gobber, just because they both have a right arm. "You're really one of a kind, did you know that?" he said after a moment of silence, much to the dragon's surprise.

"I mean, you don't just talk, or more like put your voice inside other people's head, but you can also see the other's memories. Granted that it's a big privacy invasion doing so… man, I hope you didn't see the other's memories. Well, I know you saw Astrid's but I don't think the Twins have anything good to see, other than maybe destroying something in the village, or pranking people," he rambled a bit carefree. The White Fury couldn't place if the boy had hit his head, or was unaware of what he was saying.

"Still, that's something really cool. Imagine how much Gothi must have seen but can't pass on since she doesn't talk. Having your ability would allow everyone to know all the things she has seen in her life. She probably saw dad being born, if the rumors about her age is true…" he chuckled imagine the great Stoick the Vast as a baby. It gave him an image of a bearded baby, and he assumed his mind would be scarred forever after this.

If the dragon could, he would have shot his head up in complete shock. Not even the dragons had seen his abilities with good eyes, much less praised them. He could see now why Hiccup had a very different aura from every other Viking; it was like he was part dragon. And given how much time the boy spent with his cousin, it probably wasn't a lie either. He sighed in defeat, as once again his cousin managed to have something he didn't.

A part of the dragon knew it was pathetic to hold such grudge against the Night Fury. He never humiliated him, or feared him because of those abilities. He just kept his distance, working begrudgingly for the Queen. But another part didn't want to let go of this grudge, because he knew that his entire life he lived on the shadow of the Night Fury. It's rather ironic to think this, since his cousin was the one to live under shadows, while he was the one to live under the sun.

He was brought out of his thoughts once Hiccup spoke again. He had forgotten that the Viking had been sitting near him as if they were buddies, and was surprised that the boy was still sitting in the same place. "I just wished I knew why you hate the Vikings so much. I've never seen someone hate something as deeply as you. I don't think even Astrid's hate toward the Flightmare or Dad's toward dragons in general is as big as yours toward us," he commented, not really expecting the dragon to answer.

Hiccup sighed and leaned his head against the wall. He closed his eyes, even though there was barely any light to block out. He ran a hand on his hair, feeling a bit sore. He wasn't sure, but somehow he knew he had run even more this time than the time a Nightmare was high on his tail that fateful night. Well, considering that he didn't have an injured leg this time he was probably right.

He began laughing. It began as a faint chuckle and grew louder and more hysterical as time passed. He laughed hard, so much that it was making him feel pain in his stomach and feel breathless. The White Fury, albeit half-knocked out, was thinking that he either had scarred the boy's mind, making him insane, or that the boy naturally was. Panting, Hiccup managed to slow down his laughter as he tried to even his breathing.

Once calm enough he shook his head in utter disbelief. "Gods, I'm talking to a dragon. And you're actually listening to me. Even a dragon listens to me, yet my father doesn't. I suppose Loki must really love toying with my life…" he said, his sad tone a striking contrast form the uncontrollable laughter he just had. He sighed, as reality crashed in. He didn't come to chatter with the dragon, or to see if the dragon could actually talk…

He knew he would have to return eventually, even though he wished he wouldn't have to. Even if the dragon right beside him didn't crisp him once he got over his blissful state the others were likely to barge inside the cave if he takes too long to come out. The only problem was that he didn't want to. Something was telling his guts that he would have to leave the cave carrying the flag, meaning he would have to face the Nightmare within two days.

Reluctantly Hiccup stood, not before letting out another sigh in defeat. He walked and kneeled in front of the dragon. He placed a hand on his head, and saw one of his eyes weakly look at him. He knew the White Fury could hear him, despite being half knocked out, but felt sorry for the struggle the dragon was facing to just look at his face. "I'm just a friend… and I'm sorry," he said, repeating the same words he had spoken to the Timberjack the first time he face the giant dragon.

Slowly he rose and then began heading toward where the flag was supposed to be. He casted a last glance backwards, and faintly saw the white figures still standing on the ground. Something told him that this dragon was more alike to him than he knew, but Hiccup decided to think over this matter later. He would have to go check on Astrid and possibly have to carry her back if she still was knocked out. Honestly, he just wished that she awoke and was already outside these suffocating caves.

The view of the small altar with the flag hoisted in a pole came to his sight. He groaned, and decided to be faster so he could just go to his room and rest a bit. He snatched the flag and began making his way to the entrance. He passed through where Astrid had met the dragon and was grateful that she was no longer lying on the ground. He stopped and kneeled to exam his shield.

The piece of equipment was completely broken. The metal had melted together, so it no longer was retractable, and pieces of it were lying on the ground. The metal became weak and breakable because of the heat of plasma blast. Feeling slightly frustrated that yet another of his inventions was broken Hiccup stood and left the shield there. The leather had burned, leaving ashes in its place, so nothing was salvageable from it.

He bowed his head and squeezed his eyes shut, the brightness of outside being momentarily too much for his sight to bear. Once he lowered his hand he was immediately snatched and placed over Gobber's shoulder. "Hiccup came back with the flag! Yeh won lad! Yeh won the chance to kill the Nightmare!" his mentor shouted enthusiastically. The Vikings outside the dome cheered, and he noticed that his others peers were already out, most of them bandaged.

He grimaced when looking to his cousin. The White Fury had surely been merciless with him, and for a moment Hiccup wondered what kept the dragon from killing his cousin. He sighed in relief once his eyes fell on Astrid who, other than holding a block of ice on the head, seemed to be just fine. His relief didn't last long as it quickly turned to angst when he saw the deep anger burning in her eyes and how ghostly white her knuckles were for gripping too tightly the block of frozen water.

Turning his gaze toward the gate Hiccup spotted his father making his way through the crowd to reach his son. Gobber must have seen the same because soon enough Hiccup was back into the solid ground. When Stoick approached his son Hiccup felt a stab of guilt on his heart seeing how much he was smiling. To be honest he couldn't remember seeing the great Stoick the Vast smiling so much, not even when the man gifted him the breast hat.

Stoick put a hand on his son's shoulders, and leaned slightly. "I'm proud of you Hiccup," he beamed, further increasing Hiccup's guilt. He soon let go of the Viking's shoulder, and Hiccup was thankful for that. His father was not very knowledgeable of the force he used, and it took everything for Hiccup to not sink on the ground while the beefy hand was resting on his shoulder.

The Chief turned around and waved his hands in a calming matter. "Alright, quiet down," he yelled, making the cheers die down and everyone give him full attention. "Hiccup's fight with the Nightmare will be in two days time, so the young can recover from their wounds enough to watch the event. Meanwhile we celebrate his victory at the Great Hall!" he said enthusiastically, earning cheers from the Vikings.

It was obvious that their reaction would be this one. After all, Stoick just declared that they would hold a two day celebration, meaning there would not be a single adult sober. And no Viking in their right mind would miss the chance of getting drunk like this. Hiccup just noticed that he was grateful of that. It would allow him to have some time alone, without anyone cornering him up to congratulate his success or try to learn some tips on how to fight dragons.

The crowd seemed to be so happy about the news that everyone raced to the Great Hall, forgetting Hiccup and the teens in the Arena. Not that he would complain, though, as he was very thankful to finally be out of the spotlight. Unfortunately his moments in the shadows didn't last long as, the moment he turned around, the teens approached him to congratulate his success, or in Fishlegs' case, throw thousands of questions at how he escaped intact from meeting the dragon, or if he met the dragon at all.

Fishlegs' interrogatory didn't last long as Heather pushed him away and started looking at every inch of Hiccup, worry radiating from her eyes. It was obvious that, after seeing Snotlout, she was worried that he came out of the underground Arena bleeding and beaten, although a part of Hiccup thought that Gobber would have let her know this before hopping the small boy on his shoulder.

"Hey, hey, calm down. I'm okay," Hiccup said, gently grabbing her wrists. The soothing sound of his voice seemed to reach her as she stopped looking at every inch of him to look at his eyes. He offered her his lopsided goofy grin and spoke again: "I'm okay, a bit sore for running for my life, but okay nonetheless." She must have recalled that raid where he shot down Toothless, and had his leg injured, for she briefly looked at said leg before gazing at his eyes again.

She sighed both in defeat and relief. Her biggest worry about this day had been that he would have not come back from the training at all. Heather couldn't honestly understand who in their right mind would send a bunch of teens, who barely knew how to face a Gronckle, to face something as mystical and unsettling as the White Fury. Fishlegs spoke nonstop about it, and Snotlout seemed to pale every time he heard the dragon's name coming out from the husky boy's mouth. Given how mangled the Jogerson came out, it was pretty understandable why, although Heather knew Snotlout would never admit being afraid of the deceptive Fury.

"Alright…" she conceded, removing herself from Hiccup's gentle grip. "You seem to be fine… though how did you escape it?" she asked, quirking an eyebrow up. Hiccup thought he would have to resist the urge to groan, since he should have predicted that someone would ask him this, but found out he didn't even have to in the first place. Even though he still didn't let go of the fact that she told Astrid about the axe, he didn't feel annoyed that she asked it, or was worried for his safety.

He actually felt somewhat comfortable with this in fact. Given how everything changed, the… interesting talk he had with the dragon, and how things would change again when he face the Nightmare, a part of him felt at ease seeing her concern. It was one of the few things that have not changed since he met Toothless, and it gave Hiccup's mind an odd sense of security.

He remembered quickly enough that Heather was waiting for an answer and proceeded to speak. "Well… I did what I always do: I ran for my life," he answered, joking half-heartedly. Heather chuckled, and shook her head slightly in disbelief. Hiccup didn't need to hear what she was thinking, and he knew that she was right. No matter what danger he faces a sarcastic remark would never be too far, or the situation too dangerous to say it.

Before she could speak up again Hiccup beat her to it. "Do you mind if I go home? I'm really tired and wanted to rest…" he asked, not fully meeting her gaze and letting go of her wrists. Heather found this odd, since it was very rare for Hiccup to not meet her gaze except when he either has done or will do something that will probably unsettle her.

Seeing how thoughtful he seemed to be Heather let him go, although worried. 'What could have possibly left him so intrigued?' was the pertinent question inside her head.

Hiccup was thankful that she left him be and headed straight to his house, for he had much to think. And he was even more thankful that his father decreed a two-day celebration before the final trial, meaning he would have plenty of time to think about it. Hiccup knew he would never be able to hurt the Nightmare, much less slay it. He had made an oath to protect those dragons from the moment he realized they were kind, gentle creatures, if not kinder and gentler than his tribe comrades.

He chuckled, amused and infuriated that Toothless, the arch nemesis of every Viking on Berk, showed more understanding and compassion than those supposed to be his brothers and sisters in arms. Only Heather showed this trails all those years and Gobber, to some extent. He only wished that he could entrust them the knowledge he acquired with Toothless, and the dragon himself.

He stopped right before the door of his house, when an idea hit his head. Could he trust Heather to show Toothless? A part of him refused to believe so, mostly because she broke his trust weeks ago and because she had a duty to the tribe and would not deny it. But, another part considered the idea. Of everyone he knew Heather was the least 'Viking' one, so to say. She thought about the situations instead of going bullheaded onto it, she showed compassion to him, and even defended him when Astrid unrightfully yelled at him after meeting the Nadder.

He sighed before entering inside the house. He had all the afternoon to think about it. He recalled how sorry Heather seemed to be when she apologized for speaking of the axe to Astrid, while he filled a mug with mead. Granted that he was not a fan of the drink, but right now he wanted something to help him ease his mind. There were too many things running inside it for him to be properly able to weight this or any other idea.

He grimaced slightly when he swallowed the liquid, but immediately relaxed as felt the warmth of it reach his belly. He rested his elbows on the table and played with the liquid inside the mug. He could feel already the liquid messing with his mind, and left a happy sigh as his shoulders seemed to be rid of the weight his 'victory' imposed. He was never a strong drinker, probably because of his small size.

He didn't want to be on spotlight, nor wanted any of the attention he has been receiving ever since he began 'improving'. He didn't want, either, any attention when he was making his contraptions, if it meant it would be in a negative way. For a second he wondered why he even tried to prove himself to the tribe, when Heather never tried to get attention and was just fine. In fact, if she wasn't his friend she wouldn't even be bothered by the teens. He just wished they all would leave him alone.

Leave… the idea of leaving everything behind had only crossed his mind a handful of times all those years. And every time it did so the idea was quickly shut out when he thought of Gobber, of Heather, of how his father would be proud if he killed a Night Fury. But now he realized that he had his father's approval, and it didn't feel right, because it was approval toward something he was not fit to be.

…And not just that. He no longer wished to kill a Night Fury, or any dragon. Even the dragon that took his mother away a decade ago he would not kill if he met it. And how could he keep this posture if he was going to be set against a Nightmare within two days? The idea of taming the Nightmare, pretty much like he did with the other dragons, crossed his mind, but as quickly as it came in it was shut out.

There was no way they would listen to him, and he knew it from experience. Nothing he tried to do that was unconventional to the Vikings was seen with good eyes, and all his words always fell on deaf ears if he tried to explain it. Gobber left clear that when he said: 'There's the Viking way, and there's yehr way, and yehr way makes grow man uncomfortable'. The prime example was the night he trapped Toothless, and it had been the main reasons that set the chain of events that changed his view of both Vikings and dragons.

He could kill the Nightmare. A simple scratch on its chin and the dragon would fall unconscious to the ground, leaving his chest open to be ripped open with a dagger. But doing it was another matter entirely different. Not just the fact that he couldn't harm a dragon weighted on him, but also the fact of how Toothless would react to it. He would never be able to look in the Night Fury's eyes again if he killed a dragon, much like he would never be able to look at his father's eyes if he killed a Viking.

Because of the mead, his mind was slightly dizzy, and more open to ideas that he would shut down normally. And because of this he, for the first time, didn't turn over the idea of leaving. Instead Hiccup began weighting what was keeping him on the village, and what was urging him to leave the island, and everyone behind. He barely gave heed to the laws, as they state that desertion is a serious crime, punishable with death, or other serious punishment like being pinned against the dragons. Hiding a Night Fury was enough to get him the Blood Eagle, or being cast out, so the laws did not matter.

Gobber was the first thing that crossed his mind. He knew the blacksmith was fond of him and vice-versa, since to Hiccup he was the father he never had. He was sure that the blacksmith would miss him and vice-versa. But then he recalled his mentor's words: 'Stop trying to be something yeh're not'. He was a Dragon Rider, and his mentor a seasoned Dragon Slayer. He realized that, as much as Gobber listened to him, the man would not hesitate to slay Toothless, especially considering that the dragons took two limbs from him.

So if his secret came out Gobber would likely side up with the village, and even possibly ignore any of Hiccup's explanation. If possibly his mentor would feel betrayed that his apprentice sided with the beasts that scarred him so much. His heart shrank realizing this, and he saw that leaving would leave Gobber away from the pain of betrayal. There was no way Gobber would be hurt more by missing him than by feeling betrayed. So unfortunately this was a pro for leaving instead of a con.

The next thing his mind drifted to was Astrid. Dear beautiful and fierce Astrid, the long lost childhood friend and currently his crush. He blushed, realizing that he just thought of her as a crush, as someone he would marry and kiss rather than simply a friend. He supposed this was an effect of the mead, not something that he always kept deeply hidden within the depths of his mind.

He didn't feel any joy of thinking of her. She would be a prime reason to why he should leave, instead of a reason to stay. She never uttered a word about the axe, thus showing how much he meant to her now-a-days. The days they had been friends were nothing but a distant memory, and recalling how her glare at the Arena seemed to be so hateful only hurt his heart more.

Given how she lost her uncle to the Flightmare there wasn't even the chance of showing her to Toothless. Hiccup had no doubts that, being the perfect Viking, she would either dare to raise an axe to the legendary Night Fury or rattle him to his father, both the prospects that were weighting the option of leaving Berk. Not to mention that she didn't care about him anymore, so she would not feel any sadness from his abrupt departure, or miss him.

And lastly, but certainly not the least, Heather came up. The only friend he had all those years, and possibly the closest thing to a mother, given how protective and caring she could be sometimes. She was the opposite of Astrid in fact: the prime reason of why he couldn't leave. She didn't have anyone else, and being his friend made her be cast out by the others.

Hiccup realized that she might have spoken of the axe in a weak attempt at being friends with Astrid. He never considered that Heather could also feel an outcast, just like he had felt. He had been only thankful that she was always there, and supposed the same could be applied the other way around. After all he doesn't recall seeing her show interest in being friends with them before, especially because they teased him for his differences.

But then something clicked inside him. She didn't have anyone else, which meant that he was probably the only thing holding her on Berk from becoming a trader or traveler. If he left… she would be as broken as if Toothless left him…


	24. A Fragment of the Past

_**AN: Hellow my fellow readers, and welcome back to another chapter. I happily want tell all of you that the draft of this story is complete! After an entire year writing it, I have finally finished it. All that is left is now polishing and publishing it. On an another note this chapter is longer than usual because I felt that breaking it in two would not only feel like a cheap way to wrin reviews, but would also break its atmosphere. **_

_**So, now to the review response:**_

_**dragonguest: I'm really happy that you like 'my' Heather, especially because she's a core of this story. And I also want to deeply thank you. Fortunately, albeit sadly, few understand what truly is to have depression. I wish to you all the same my friend,**_

_**thearizona: Not answering this, otherwise I'll be spoiling my future chapters to you. And, I didn't understand much your other question. Didn't you mean the pros of the White Fury's abilities? Also, I hope you have seen the rest of it, because GODS EVERY ONE OF THEM IS SO AMAZING AND SO FUNNY!**_

_**Nick Tanico: Sorry to disappoint you mate, but the 'romantic flight' is not on this chapter. The pairing is undecided, but I did like that you give me your opinion about it. It's nice to see that some people do wish to see Heathercup, instead of being Hiccstrid pairing only. Anyway, even if it's not what you expected, I do hope you'll enjoy this chapter.**_

_**White Hunter: I'm so asleep that I wrote White Fury instead of White Hunter the first time. Talk about irony... Anyway, you know I can't really answer any of these questions, otherwise I'll be spoiling my story to you, and anyone that reads the ANs, but what I can tell you is that maybe you'll find the answer to some of these questions this chapter. Maybe you'll find the answer to some questions you haven't thought until reading it...**_

**_Without further ado:_**

**xxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxx**

It was not a farfetched idea, however, since Johann had been looking for an apprentice the last time he anchored at Berk. He would have accepted it had he not been Gobber's apprentice, her friend and the son of a chief. But she, as he recalled, didn't accept, and, although he didn't know why, she did so possibly only because of him.

And if he introduced her to Toothless, as it had a small chance of not going wrong, she could leave with him as well. A part of him, though, reminded that she might not want to leave Berk, for unknown reasons. But if he was right, and if he managed to get her to see the truth about the dragons, then nothing would be holding him on Berk. He wouldn't feel longing from being away of his lifetime friend, or guilt from leaving her alone.

But all of this depended if she would be okay with leaving in the first place or, at least, if she gave a thought to the idea once. And the only way he had of knowing this was by talking to her. And given the subject it was likely that the conversation would not be an easy one. But did he really have much to lose by bringing up this subject? For all she knew he could have been building a ship on the other side of Berk, hence why the long time spent within the forests.

He sighed, finally coming back to really. Turning his head, Hiccup looked to the only window his house had, and realized that he spent a good part of the afternoon lost in thoughts. He also noticed he had finished the mug of mead a long time ago, although he didn't remember doing so. He shrugged, guessing he must have been absently drinking it while thinking.

He stood from the chair and went to the kitchen to leave the mug there. He decided to speak with Heather, and only after doing so he would decide if he was going to leave or stay. As he left his house he could only pray that he would not have to choose between his friendship with the young healer and his friendship with the onyx dragon. In an optimistic world, he would manage to avoid facing the Nightmare, and would leave with her and Toothless without stirring trouble.

Firstly he went to the Arena, in case she was still there taking care of the teens. Whilst he walked though the village, laughs and other merry sounds could be heard coming from the Great Hall. He spared a glance from the corner of his eyes to the direction of the sound, and saw a couple of Vikings stumbling at the stairs in front of the huge doors, probably drunk. The door was open enough for him to see food flying around, a fact he wasn't really surprised.

He reached the Arena, only to find it empty. For a brief moment his dizzy mind considered the idea of going to the underground Arena to have a pep talk with the White Fury. While insane, he couldn't deny the burning curiosity of the prospects of talking to a dragon. Knowing they were intelligent creatures, and that they apparently could hold grudges only fueled his desire of speaking to him, not to mention the prospect of finding out why the dragon hated so much the Night Fury.

The idea didn't last for long, as he remembered why he came to the Arena in the first place. He left the place, but not before casting a glance to the door of the White Fury cage. The next place he decided to go was the healer's hut. Heather wasn't one to join celebrations, or get drunk.

He was so lost in thoughts, trying to think how he would approach the subject with her, that he didn't notice a blond figure approaching him, and he only came back to reality after crashing into her. He muttered a curse, since it was the second time he stumbled across someone, before realizing who it was in front of him.

He quickly stood on his feet and helped Cami stand. "Oh, sorry, sorry, I wasn't looking to where I was going," he apologized sheepishly, not meeting her gaze. She just shook her head, amused at Hiccup's antics. Aside from Heather she was one of the oldest, and one of the few friends Hiccup had. So it was safe to say that she was not only used to his antics, but also was amused with them.

"It's okay. I was looking for you anyway." She answered, making Hiccup jerk his head toward her direction, confusion clearly expressed on his face. Heat crept on her cheeks as they slightly reddened, and suddenly the tough Bog was a bit sheepish. "I-I never got to thank you for what you did to us, and how you helped us…and Me." she added the last part quietly, feeling a bit embarrassed that she broke down so un-vikingly.

Hiccup registered the last part and smiled. His cheeks blushed slightly as he recalled how tightly she held onto him, something that he was not used to. "No need to thank me. You're my friend, and friends help each other no matter what," he replied fondly.

"So… aren't you going to the Great Hall celebrate your victory?" she asked in curiosity. It was uncommon of a teen to not join the celebration of winning the honor of killing a Nightmare. But then again, Hiccup wasn't your average Viking, so Cami wasn't all surprised when he just shook his head in response.

"Well, I'd love to hear from you how did you beat the White Fury, but I must join them. It seems like I am obliged to since I'm a chief now," she said with a hint of sadness. It was clear to him that she still had to get used with the new position, and her mother's absence. Hiccup placed a supporting hand on her shoulder and smiled when she looked at him.

She gave him one last hug before heading to the Hall. Once she was far enough, he released a sigh in relief, glad that he neither had to tell her of his little adventure with the white dragon nor was dragged to the Hall. He would gladly share a mug of mead with her, albeit not going past 2 mugs, but he didn't want to do so now.

He resumed his walk, a bit more hurriedly than before. He needed to reach the hut quickly before he either chickened out or was dragged by someone to go to the Hall to 'celebrate' his victory. He glanced around every second or so, being alert to see if anyone was coming to him. Because of the mead he drank, he wouldn't really be ashamed of running off the moment if he spotted someone heading to his direction.

He was so distracted that he only noticed he had reached his destination once he crashed into the door. Falling to his butt, he let out another curse, not as quiet as the previous one, and heard a crashing sound come from inside. Seconds after this the door opened, and Hiccup found himself staring shyly at a surprised Heather.

The moment of surprise vanished from her the moment Hiccup stood on his feet. "Hiccup?" she asked, a leftover of the early surprise coming out on her voice. "What are you doing here?" she asked again. She didn't expect that he would go to talk to her, not after the whole discussion they had the night before. "Are you hurt?" she added, thinking this must have been the reason he came to the healer's hut.

"What?" he asked confused, before it dawned on him what she really meant. "No, no, I'm fine. I just wanted to talk to you." He answered, surprisingly without stuttering. Heather's mouth was gaping slightly, as she was completely caught off. They had not even spared a word to each other before the confrontation with the White Fury, and Hiccup had vanished from the Arena rather quickly after he came out of the cave.

When Heather did nothing but stare Hiccup shifted his feet slightly, feeling a bit sheepish and nervous with her staring. "Can I come in?" he asked after a pause. The question was enough to get Heather out of her trance and, with her cheeks flushing from embarrassment; she motioned her friend to enter the hut.

Hiccup entered the place feeling nervous. He only realized, once again, why he came there after Heather closed the door, and started to feel nervous about it. When Heather offered to bring him a mug of water he asked instead for a mug of mead, much to her surprise. He knew how mead, in certain small doses, helped someone relax, something he needed considering the subject he would bring. He had seen this happen with Fishlegs once, and figured he could use this same calmness at this moment.

Heather came back with two mugs of mead. Hiccup eyed her in surprise and confusion since he didn't ask for two mugs. When Heather saw the look on his face she answered with a shrug. "Well, since you're drinking I might as well join you. I'm not much of a fan of mead, but neither are you as far as I know. So, if you're drinking, I don't see why I wouldn't share a mug with you."

They sat on the table, and Hiccup swallowed the liquid. A tense atmosphere fell between them, as neither spoke up. Hiccup bid his time, enjoying how the liquid was slowly easing up the tension on his shoulders while also thinking of how he would bring the subject. Heather meanwhile, was feeling nervous, and drank the mead in a vain attempt of calming herself. She had an uneasy feeling about Hiccup's visit on her belly, and thought that the mead would ease it down.

"Heather…" he began, making her snap out of her thoughts. She gave a quiet sigh in relief, since her mind was thinking only negative outcomes about his visit. He opened his mouth to speak, but paused to take another gulp of mead before doing so. He sighed deeply, and closed his eyes before letting out the question:

"Have you ever thought about leaving Berk?"

.

.

"What?" She asked without even thinking. 'Did I just hear it right?' she almost asked, but managed to hold her tongue from doing so. In all of those years she never heard Hiccup mention anything about leaving, even though sometimes it was obvious, by the look of his face, that he was thinking about it.

He sighed, suddenly feeling like an idiot. He had to resist the urge of just brushing off this silly question and going out since it was obvious that his friend would have been caught off by this question. He decided to rephrase it so it sounded a bit less aggressive: "I mean… have you ever thought of living somewhere else or travelling…?" he asked, pulling Heather out of her thoughts.

Her mouth was slightly open as her mind was trying to understand what in the Nine Realms passed through his mind to bring up this particular subject. She forcedly closed her mouth and breathed in deeply. He was, apparently, trying to amend their broken friendship and it would be foolish of her part to start questioning him at this moment. She could do it later, hopefully, but as of right now she would answer him.

She let out a sigh before speaking. "Do you want to really know the truth…?" she asked quietly, careful to not meet his gaze. Hiccup frowned slightly, noticing the slightly saddened tone of Heather. He nodded and Heather saw the action through the corner of her eye. "I…" she began but hesitated, suddenly afraid of how he would react if she let out that, years ago, she almost left Berk.

"Yes… I did think of leaving… years ago. And…" she breathe deeply, "I almost left once," she finished and looked to his face. She expected him to be shocked, or surprised, even angry, but he seemed to be at ease, as if he already knew this. For a moment she thought he somehow did know, but quickly dismissed it when he gestured for her to continue.

She took another gulp of the mead in her mug and averted her gaze once again before continuing. "It happened 7 years ago. I still missed my parents greatly back then"- Hiccup flashed to her an apologetic and understanding smile which she replied with a small one -"and it was around that time that the others began to talk about me because I was your friend…"

She turned to look at him and was surprised to see his face slightly flushed. He felt anger rise from within him, anger at the teens since he almost lost the only friend he ever had because of them. It didn't matter that they changed since his 'improvement'. As a matter of fact it was just another reason for him to leave. As soon as his façade came out they would return to bully him just like they used to.

"Hey…Hiccup?" she called, pulling him out of his hateful thoughts. He was thankful that she did so; he hated when he involuntarily falls onto this particular trail of thoughts. "Don't be mad at them…" she said as if she had just read his mind.

'Knowing Heather she probably did so' he mused mentally.

"I was already thinking about that before I acknowledged that they were speaking ill of me. I guess… it was hard… to be here and remember that night. I still had nightmares back then about that raid, even though I didn't see or know what happened to them. And I had thought that, maybe going on a trip would help me…"

Hiccup listened carefully, since he never actually discussed this particular event. He had a vague knowledge that she wanted to leave back then and suddenly turned down Johann's offer. Remembering this, a question came to his head: "So, why didn't you leave? It's obvious that, by the way you're talking, you seemed very settled about leaving…" he asked softly.

"I… I was about to leave. I just had to talk to Johann and your father so I could be set to leave as a matter of fact. I was heading to his boat when…" she faltered, feeling slightly reluctant of sharing this particular event. She had not doubts Hiccup would either feel saddened or angered if she made him remember it.

She saw him mouth 'when', indicating for her to continue. She sighed in resignation and finished the mug before continuing with her little flashback. "Well… I was heading there when I saw you being bullied…" he stiffened, but otherwise didn't protest. She took this as a cue to continue speaking. "I couldn't really do anything since I was small and weak back them, but for some reason I couldn't stop looking either."

"It was then that I realized that you were also alone, and suffering a lot, if not more than me. And it was also then that I realized that we only had each other as friends…" she said with a hint of sadness, and Hiccup, although slightly light-headed, didn't fail to notice this. He let go of his mug and gently grabbed the hand she had on the desk, lightly squeezing it as a way to comfort her.

Heather's eyes widened slightly, and her cheeks blushed faintly at the sudden bold move from Hiccup. She knew he was just being the caring friend he always has been, but a part of her couldn't stop from feeling warm at the sudden display of affection. A memory flashed through her eyes, and with it, a question popped inside her head: 'Was this what Astrid meant when she asked if I liked him?'

"I remembered that moment every time you were there for me, every time you hugged me when I needed, or lifted my spirits when I felt down. And I felt like the least I could do in return was to be there for you as well. You never gave up, no matter how many times they bullied you or how many inventions you created that failed to work," she finished with brightened eyes.

Just like Hiccup she never stopped to think about all those years, and everything that transpired in then. And just like when Hiccup spoke to Toothless, telling him this eased a burden that Heather didn't know her shoulders were carrying. She felt saddened yet also happy, but above all she felt her heart ache.

She never really got over her parent's loss, and little after the events of that day Heather just told Hiccup she began feeling guilty of thinking about leaving. As the years passed by, and her worry about Hiccup blowing himself up increased the pain and guilt dulled away, seldom returning and only in her dreams.

She didn't even notice tears falling from her eyes, even though she noted that her vision was blurry. She also didn't notice him stand and go to her side. She only became aware of her surroundings when he placed a hand on her shoulder and their eyes met. "Heather…" he called her, worry evident on his voice.

With emotions controlling her actions Heather hugged him without even thinking. Her body was shaking slightly as she quietly sobbed on Hiccup's shoulder. He caressed her head while he felt speechless. He was confused about her sudden breakdown, and was afraid of voicing out the question that nagged his head that moment: 'why is she crying?'

"I-I'm sorry," she said between with a raspy voice. "I'm sorry Hiccup. I'm selfish and stupid… you used to be thrashed around and you still cared about me, while I was selfishly thinking about leaving. Then I now go and break y-your trust," she swallowed a sob before speaking again "You must think I'm a horrible person…" she finished with a defeated tone, thankful that, because they were hugging each other, she couldn't see his eyes.

Hiccup did what a friend would do: he comforted her. While hugging her, he spoke on her ear; his voice barely louder than a whisper. "It's okay, it's okay Heather… you're not a bad person; you were just hurting. You still do…" he pointed, earning a sob in return as the young healer tried unsuccessfully to even her breathing.

"You did mistakes, just like everyone does. A-and even if you broke my trust… you cared about me… and you still do. Besides Gobber you're probably the only one that cares, and that cared all those years…" he said, his soothing tone calming her down and his warm words comforting her aching heart. A heart that borne scars that never healed.

All traces of bitterness and resentment Hiccup had with Heather were gone. He could clearly see she regretted deeply breaking his trust, and that it affected her in a way he didn't expect. While a part of him thought she did regret doing this he never expected having her break down in front of him.

As a matter of fact he could only ever recall seeing her as broken as she was this moment one time in his life. It was a day no one in Berk would ever forget:

_!0 years earlier…_

_A young Hiccup followed Stoick as they walked toward the Blacksmith. Stoick had discussed with Valka about having Hiccup becoming Gobber's apprentice. The vast man could see the signs showing that Hiccup would clearly not be as beefy as he wanted to, and therefore would need a little help in the muscle department._

_Both men could hear the clanging of metal as they approached the forge, and see the light of the burning charcoals in the forge. When they reached the door Stoick made his presence known to the burly blond by knocking on the door. Gobber looked back and grinned, before turning and putting the newly made sword inside a bucket of water; the liquid hissing as it cooled the metal and let out steam._

_He removed the sword and looked at it. Satisfied with his work he nodded before leaving the sword on a table so his attention was completely turned to his longtime friend. "Ah, Stoick" he greeted before clasping his right hand with Stoick's. "Didn't expect to see yeh here today, and even less at this hour. What can I do for yeh my friend?" he asked enthusiastic. While they were great friends their duties, Stoick's as chief and Gobber's as the smith, kept them from visiting each other as often as they used to._

_"__Ah, I was hoping you could do me a favor. I believe you know Hiccup?" he asked, nudging the shy boy out of his back so Gobber could see him. Hiccup's eyes widened as he saw the blacksmith, he was as big as his own father! A fate he didn't think he would ever see again. While technically he had seen Gobber before, he only did when he was a toddler, and thus couldn't remember the blacksmith._

_Gobber looked at Stoick's son and smiled, to which Hiccup offered a shy smile in return. He knew the boy since the day he was born as a matter of fact. It was curious though that Hiccup seemed to like Gobber's stories of trolls when he was a toddler, much to Stoick's and Valka's dismay. They were thankful, though, that Hiccup didn't remember any of them._

_"__I-We were hoping that you could… take him as your apprentice," Stoick said a bit sheepishly. While he and Gobber were great friends he didn't have much hope that the blacksmith would have Hiccup under his wing, especially considering it had passed nearly two decades since Gobber had an apprentice._

_Gobber eyed him skeptically. It was an odd request, especially considering the fact that Stoick knew that he hadn't had an apprentice for nearly two decades. He motioned for Stoick to come closer, since he didn't want the boy to hear their conversation. Stoick nodded, understanding Gobber's subtle gestured and said to Hiccup: "Why don't you have a look at the forge son? Just don't touch anything," he suggested, and the boy bounced happily, his eyes as wide as his curiosity._

_"__Why do yeh want yehr son to be my apprentice? Yeh know it has been a long time since I had an apprentice Stoick," Gobber harshly whispered. He didn't have anything against the boy, but wasn't comfortable with the idea of an apprentice either._

_"__He needs it Gobber. He's already 5 and hasn't shown a muscle yet. Spitelout's son can already lift a dagger with one hand and Hiccup can barely hold one with both hands. Valka and I talked"- Gobber snorted, knowing very well how Stoick 'talked' before making a decision. Stoick ignored his snort and continued talking -"And we agreed that it would do well to him if he became your apprentice," he explained._

_Before Gobber could answer Stoick's proposition an explosion happened in the village, followed by numerous others. A Viking stopped at the forge's door and addressed Stoick who had turned to look at the village: "Chief, Dragon Raid! And a big one! Some men are reporting dragons never before seen, among rare ones like Whispering Deaths," he reported, before ducking as an explosion happened nearby the forge._

_He nodded, "Very well. Man the catapults, have the women and children brought to the Great Hall and protect the livestock. I want a full report on those unknown dragons," he ordered, and the Viking nodded before leaving. "Gobber, have the forge ready to repair any weapons," he directed and Gobber answered 'on it'. He turned to look at Hiccup who was grasping his leg with all the strength he could muster; his eyes wide and full of fear._

_He kneeled and gently grabbed Hiccup's shoulder, making the boy look directly at his eyes. "Son, I want you to wait for your mother before going to our house as fast as you can. If you see a dragon I want you two to go to the opposite way okay? Dad needs to be a chief and protect our village," he said gently, earning a nod as an answer since Hiccup failed to find his voice._

_"__Be safe my son," he said before standing. He grabbed a hammer from the blacksmith's weapon stock and ran out, shouting a Viking war cry as he headed straight into a Gronckle that had a tribesman cornered. Hiccup turned to look at Gobber, but the smith was distracted sharpening a sword at the grindstone._

_Hiccup waited for what it felt like hours, but was in fact just a couple of minutes before his mother arrived in the forge, a short sword on her hand. "Son, where is your father?" she asked, but Hiccup failed to answer as he was too panicked to speak. Valka noticed Hiccup's fearful state and kneeled so they could at each other's eyes. "Son, I'm here, there's no need to be afraid. Now, I need to know where your father is, or if he said anything before leaving," she gently asked while placing her free hand on Hiccup's tiny shoulder._

_He gulped, and tried to answer. "He s-said he had t-to be c-chief, a-and t-that we s-should go home," he spoke stuttering heavily while his body trembled. He could see past his mother's shoulders the destruction the village was suffering. It was unfortunate that this would probably be the first raid he would remember, since this raid would later become one of the worst recorded in Berk's history._

_Valka nodded, understanding that she should keep their son safe. "Son, I need you to hold my hand, and run as fast okay? No matter what do not let go of my hand," she said before grasping his hand and leaving the blacksmith. Hiccup ran as fast as his tiny legs allowed him, although he didn't struggle too much to keep his mother's pace. She would have carried him on her arms, but the fact that she was wielding a sword and that the dragon's numbers was way higher than the usual made this idea a cumbersome one._

_They walked through the village, and Valka couldn't stop herself from fearing the future of Berk. The whole village was a no man's land, dragons and Vikings fighting everywhere. Decapitated bodies lying around, both dragon and Viking, and puddles of blood covered the once green ground. There was no way one could identify a Viking shout or a dragon roar since the sound that reached everyone's ears was nothing but an anguishing mixture._

_They were about to enter their house when a dragon landed before them. Valka abruptly stopped and unconsciously brought Hiccup to her back while she trembled with fear at the sight of the huge beast. It was an unrecorded dragon, the 2 pairs of wings being a dead giveaway. She couldn't remember ever seeing nor reading about a 4 winged dragon._

_The creature lowered his head and left out a low growl come out of its throat. Valka weakly pointed her sword while her other hand hid Hiccup behind her. The dragon's slit eyes looked at the sword, before his acute ears caught the sound of a quiet whimper coming from behind her. His pupils widened as he noticed that the human was hiding a hatchling behind her._

_He approached her slowly while also circling her. Valka pointed the sword against to his face, although the act was far from intimidating. Her hands were shaking badly, and the sword felt too heavy to properly hold. "S-stay back," she ordered, but her voice sounded more afraid than fierce. "I w-won't let y-you take him," she added, before realizing that she and Hiccup were cornered against the door of their house._

_The 4 winged dragon approached her and made eye contact. Valka's eyes widened as she didn't see bloodlust or rage behind those amber eyes. She noticed that the dragon was periodically looking toward her son's direction, as if it understood that she was protecting her hatchling. She lowered the sword in shock and disbelief. "Could it be… was I right all this time?" she asked herself, as she didn't see a mindless beast behind those eyes. She saw a kind, compassionate creature, capable of understanding and feeling._

_"__Mommy?" Hiccup whispered before daring to step out of his mother's back. His eyes widened as his gaze fell on the huge dragon standing before them. He whimpered and tried to make himself small when the dragon's eyes looked at him. But it didn't take long before his curiosity overcame his fear and he took a step toward the dragon._

_Before he could take another an axe hit the door, barely missing both Valka's and the dragon's head. The creature screeched in surprise at the sudden attack, while Valka immediately ordered: "Hiccup get down!" The dragon turned and saw a couple of Vikings heading toward their direction, and turned toward Valka. They met each other's gaze once again, and it was then that he noticed she was different from the rest, and thus why she had not attacked._

_He didn't think twice when he took flight and his paws grabbed Valka. She screamed in fear, more that Hiccup was left alone than fear of what would happen to her. It was unheard of a dragon kidnapping a Viking, so she didn't know what to expect. She knew the dragon was not a mindless beast, but suddenly facing the unknown clouded any logic her mind could muster._

_Hiccup only looked up when he heard his mother's scream. "Mommy!" he yelled, tears falling from his face. He saw the dragon heading toward the forest and decided to follow him. "Mommy!" he called again, but either Valka couldn't hear him, or was too petrified to answer. He ended up tripping on a rock and fell on the ground, his body shaking as he sobbed hard._

_He yelped when a hand touched his shoulder. He quickly turned and saw a man and a woman, both holding swords. "Son, we'll go after her. Go back to your home and no matter what do not follow us," he turned to the woman, who, as he just noticed, had a girl, probably no older than Hiccup, with her. "Heather. Take him to his house, and make sure you both stay there. Your mother and I will try to get Valka back," he ordered with s surprisingly gentle tone. The small raven-haired girl nodded and grabbed Hiccup's hand, helping him stand before she led him to his house._

_Hiccup absentmindedly followed Heather as they hurried toward their house. Since he hadn't gone far from his house after his mother was taken they didn't have to walk much to reach it. They sat in silence for nearly three hours; neither of them knowing what to say. Hiccup was too hurt with her mother's kidnapping to ramble as he usually does and Heather was scared and feeling apprehensive, since both her parents went to the woods to find a dragon that kidnapped one of Berk's finest, not to mention the fact that their house had been entirely burnt to the ground._

_She knew it was a reckless decision, after all every parent always told their children that they shan't go to the woods whenever Berk is raided, since it was not uncommon for a dragon, mostly those of the Fear class, to lurk in the shadows of the forest. There had been more than a few cases in which astray Vikings ventured into its darkness and was found hours or even days later completely blood soaked._

_They were both startled when the door was slammed open. Hiccup's mountainous surprise soon turned into relief once he sighted his father. Stoick had a panicked expression on his face, and it only changed when he enveloped his little son in a bear hug "Oh Hiccup, you're safe, you're safe…" he muttered, mostly to himself._

_"__Daddy, where is Mama?" Hiccup innocently asked, unbeknown that this question made Stoick's heart twist. He had heard reports that Valka was taken by a dragon, and that the creature headed toward the forest, unlike the others that went toward Hellheim's gate. He had sent a search party right before he headed toward his house._

_"__I sent a search party to look out for her son. We can only await their return now…" he said soothingly, easing Hiccup's distress. But, whereas Hiccup's distress was eased with his father's words, Heather's increased as she began to fear for her parents lives. If Stoick sent a search party it meant that they hadn't returned at all, a fact that Heather was old enough to understand._

_"__Umm… sir?" she called shyly, naturally intimidated by Stoick's status as Chief and massive…vastness. He looked past his son's shoulders and nodded, showing that, despite his position, he was listening to her. "My parents went after your wife… have they returned?" she asked slightly scared. They were some of the best warriors in Berk, therefore she didn't linger much on the idea that they might be gone._

_He broke the hug with his son and addressed him. "Son, why don't you go to the kitchen and bring a mug of mead for your father?" he asked gently. Hiccup nodded before going to the kitchen. After Hiccup left, he motioned for Heather to come closer and she complied, taking timid steps, one at a time. "Listen lass…" he began gently, since he was afraid that her parents' fate was the same of her wife. "They haven't returned yet. I instructed the search party to look after them as well. They might return only tomorrow so I think it's best if you sleep here tonight," he suggested and Heather nodded, afraid of both going against the Chief's suggestion and of sleeping alone in her house._

_Hiccup returned with a mug of mead soon after they finished their little conversation. Stoick thanked his son, a warm smile on his lips even though his eyes didn't quite meet the same warmth. "Son, Heather will be sleeping with us tonight, could you help her get accommodated?" he asked, and Hiccup nodded, not thinking of questioning why she would sleep in their house this night._

_"__Come on," Hiccup said, gesturing to his room. While she was content in sleeping on their couch Hiccup had other plans. Even though he was the son of a chief Hiccup was rather humble, and often let the visits sleep in his bed while he slept either on the couch or on a pile of furs on the ground. Heather followed, hesitant about whether she should ask why they were heading to his room or not._

_Hiccup opened the door and closed it after Heather entered. Her eyes marveled the room, full of drawings and sketches. Not only that, but there was also the fact that his room both had a door, unlike the majority of the teens' rooms in Berk but also that it was as large as her house's living room. Of course it was no mystery that the Chief's house was the largest from Berk, but a part of Heather didn't expect that this rule was also applied to the chief's son's room._

_Heather was brought out of her awed state by an awkward cough of Hiccup. She noticed the bundle of fur blankets arranged next to the wall and guessed it would be where she would sleep. She had to admit that it would be certainly warmed and more comfortable than sleeping on the couch, even if the hearth was lit. "Um… so, you can sleep in my bed… I'll be fine sleeping on the ground… I'm used to it already," he joked, recalling the few times Cami and Thuggory came to Berk during a Chief Gathering._

_Heather's mouth gaped slightly; she was not used to kind actions or cordiality at all. While the people of Berk didn't show dislike or disgust toward her or her parents, they weren't as warm with them as they were with their tribesmen. Her family didn't blame them, since being outsiders meant that they knew how hard it was to trust someone that was not from their tribe. When she realized she was staring at him her cheeks flushed in embarrassment and she muttered a shy 'thank you'._

_They both lay down, the tiredness creeping in their bones as they finally began to feel the aftermath of the raid. The dragons were all but gone, and a few carcasses were being studied by a couple of Vikings so they could add information about these new dragon species in the Book of Dragons. Unfortunately it seems that the only 4-winged dragon that appeared was the one that took Valka away, as Stoick would learn in the following day._

_"__Could you blow the candle?" Hiccup asked with a drowsy voice. He would do it himself, but the fact that he was half-asleep, and that he was not in his bed forced him to ask Heather to do this for him. Heather complied, since the candle was on the nightstand right next to his bed. The room was plunged into darkness the moment she blew the faint flame and before sleeping Hiccup said with a yawn: "Thank you… Goodnight Heather…" _

_"__Goodnight Hiccup…" she whispered, even though she knew Hiccup had already fallen asleep, as his quiet, even breathing indicated. She lay awake for a while, staring at the black ceiling, the worry inside her about her parent's lives still alive. But, the stress of her emotions caught up with her and she quickly fell asleep,_

_._

_._

_She woke up with a noise coming from downstairs. Her gaze went to the slightly opened window and she noted that it was still night, meaning that she didn't get more than just a couple hours of sleep. The faint moonlight illuminated the dark room, and her eyes looked at Hiccup's partially illuminated figure. Whatever awoke her didn't seem to reach him, as he continued breathing evenly as if nothing happened._

_She quietly stood and left the bed, self conscious of her steeps since she didn't want to awake him. She didn't know how it felt to lose a mother, even less standing in front of her as she was taken away by a dragon. She hoped that her parents managed to rescue Valka, otherwise this would probably be the last night in a long time that Hiccup would sleep peacefully. Either way, she didn't want to disturb the sleep of the boy that was surprisingly kind with her._

_She moved slowly, one of her hands hovering in front of her while the other touched the wall, making sure she didn't stumble on anything and made noise. After a couple of quiet steeps, the wood barely creaking underneath her feet since she was small and didn't weight too much, her hand found the door knob. She slowly opened the door and cringed when the door creaked. _

_Her eyes immediately went to Hiccup's figure but, other than letting out a groan and shifting his position, he didn't awake. She sighed in relief, the tension that crept on her shoulders left as quickly as it arrived. She opened the door enough so she could pop her head out, and look at the living area._

_She noticed that, oddly, the hearth was lit and it looked like it was lit just moments ago, the amount of wood burning being a clear indication. Her eyes soon spotted Stoick's vast figured, and they widened slightly as she noticed he was awake instead of being asleep. She noticed another figure approaching the Chief, but didn't recognize who it was, since her family had arrived at the village only a couple of weeks prior to this raid._

_"__Balkr? Back so soon?" Stoick asked surprised. While he hadn't gone to sleep; his worry about the wellbeing of Valka too big for sleep to embrace him, he didn't expect to hear the reports of the search party before dawn. His breathing hitched as he noticed the grim expression on the Viking's face._

_"__Yes Stoick, and I'm afraid I will not be the bringer of good news," he said, and the Chief only nodded while gesturing for him to continue. Balkr was one of the best hunters in Berk, and the leader of the search parties that went looking after someone who got lost in the forests or went missing during one of the raids. He was older than Stoick, nearing his 40s already, but was surprisingly active and strong, despite what the grey hairs in his beard might say._

_"__My men returned from the forest. There was no sighting of her body or a struggle. We covered a wide area and… after an hour we concluded that the beast managed to escape with her in its paws… I'm sorry Chief…" he said mournfully. He knew how hard it was to lose someone during a raid; he lost his wife half a decade ago when she went to the woods to rescue a child that had been pursued by a flock of Terrors. The child survived, thanks to her, but the same couldn't be said about Ása, his wife. Since that day that she gave her life to protect a child of Berk she became known as Ása the Guardian, and many deeply paid respect to her when another year passed without her among them._

_He noticed that Stoick's pose continued…stoic, even though his eyes brightened slightly. He knew that the Chief was deeply hurt inside, but also understood that he had to keep a strong image to the village, so when harsh times like this came the people didn't lose hope. "Thank you old friend… for letting me know. Tomorrow we'll hold a feast on her name, and on everyone else that went to Valhalla tonight. Is there anything you have to report?" he asked, not voicing out that he was talking about Heather's parents._

_Stoick was fond of the Sveisson's. He had been wary of them, at first, when they arrived in Berk and asked to live there. But when the dust settled he quickly learned that they were fierce, determined people yet also humble. Unlike his brother's family, the Sveisson didn't gloat about their skills and often faced dangerous if it meant protecting the life of others. Going after Valka even though she was taken by a dragon they knew nothing about was proof of that._

_"__Well… about that… We came across something peculiar during our search…" he said, showing a pair of swords. Stoick felt a shiver run through his spines as he noticed the slightly bloodied unusual swords. Both of them had engraved runes in the blade, and the hilt had a filigree of gold between the leather. "We found those two on the East side of the forest, near the beaches. There were little puddles of bloods and dents on the trees, but no bodies. We suspect that a dragon or two ambushed them and they fought the creatures before being taken away…"_

_Stoick rested his arms on the table as he leaned his forehead against his left hand. He felt his heart twist in sorrow. It was hard enough for him to accept that Valka, his Valka, was gone, and that he would have to tell his son that in just a few hours. He could already imagine how heartbroken his son would be; after all he had always been a Mama's boy. Valka always teased him that, while Hiccup inherited her sense of wonder of lean figure, Hiccup was as stubborn as his father._

_But what he couldn't imagine was how Heather would react when he tells her that she lost both her parents. Hiccup at least had his father; someone to look forward and to comfort him. Heather had no one, and barely knew anyone in the tribe because her family had just moved in. He knew that most families would refuse the mere idea of adopting her, simply because she was an outsider. He couldn't blame them though, since he himself had been wary of the Sveisson when they arrived._

_He decided that Heather would be under his wing until he settled down this situation. Firstly he would have to organize a feast in honor of those lost in this night's raid. A raid that no doubt would go written down as one of the worst raids Berk faced. He thought about going to Hellheim, both to try to find the dragon's nest and to avenge their dead, but the sudden responsibility of taking care of two younglings kept him from doing so. _

_"__Thank you… go get some sleep… tomorrow will be a long day my friend." Stoick said, dismissing his friend. Balkr nodded, understanding the Chief's dilemma. He took a cloth hanging on his belt and wrapped both swords with it, so neither his son nor Sveisson's daughter would see the bloodied weapons. He muttered a goodnight and quietly left, not expecting Stoick to answer back. It was understandable, since this was one of the harshest periods Berk was facing since Stoick became Chief._

_Heather didn't keep watching to see Balkr leave the house or Stoick sigh deeply. Tears were freely flowing from her eyes and she was trying her hardest to sob quietly; she didn't want to awake Hiccup after all. She now understood the pain Hiccup was about to face and deemed him lucky that he would have had a peaceful sleep before learning the horrible fate of his mother._

_She went back to the bed and slid under the blankets. She clutched the pillow and sobbed, her body shaking not from cold, but from the sorrow and loneliness that deviously consumed her heart. She didn't feel alone in the tribe, even though she barely knew anyone, and didn't hang out much with the kids of her age, because of her parents. But now she had no one to look for, and she realized that she was truly alone in Berk from now on._

_Hiccup stirred, slowly awakening. His drowsy state made hard for him to identify what was the noise that awoke him. He rubbed the sleep off from his eyes and blinked twice before his senses became more accurate. He recognized the sound as sobbing, and immediately saddened. He didn't like to see people sad, and even less to see them crying._

_His mind jolted awake in alarm as he realized that the sobbing was coming from within the room, meaning that only one person could be crying. He quietly stood up and went to his bed. Much to his dismay, he confirmed his fears when he saw Heather's figure shaking, faintly illuminated by the moonlight._

_"__Heather…" he whispered, afraid of startling her. When she didn't seem to register his voice he spoke again, his voice slightly louder. "Heather?" despite being reasonably quiet his voice still startled her. She rose from the bed startled and looked at him with wide, tearful eyes. He placed his hands on her shoulders to sooth her down. "Heather, what happened? Why are you crying?" he innocently asked, unbeknown of the burden her heart began to carry this very night._

_"__M-my p-parents… t-they're…" she tried to say but stuttered too much. She visibly swallowed before trying to speak again, this time her voice being slightly clearer: "T-they're dead Hiccup… t-the d-dragons took them…" she managed to say before she started to sob harder. Hiccup felt tears building up in his eyes, since he understood that, with her parents gone, it meant that his mother was gone for good as well._

_He hugged her in an attempt to comfort her. He didn't know how she knew this but didn't dare to ask. Even though he was about to turn six he was smarted than most kids of his age; he understood that some questions were best left unsaid, and this was one of them. Right now they were both scared and sad, but Heather was alone and in need of a friend. And he, being kind-hearted, offered her the comfort she so desperately needed._

_Heather immediately accepted his hug and cried on his shoulders. He didn't mind the foreign wetness slowly increasing on his tunic as time passed and they kept hugging each other. He shed tears as well, but they were silent ones and not as many as Heather's tears. For some reason he couldn't bring himself to vocalize his pain as Heather was doing, probably because the thought of his father soothed him down slightly._

_Heather didn't say anything as Hiccup gently stroke her back and made crooning, comforting sounds. He didn't know what to say, but also felt that he didn't need to say anything. She needed a shoulder to cry on and, even though this was not a Viking attitude as he was taught, he didn't mind being one. She kept sobbing for nearly an hour; the somewhat loud, hard sobs slowly turning into quiet silent ones as time passed. When the sky began changing from its darkness into its pre-dawn blue Heather had cried herself to sleep on Hiccup's shoulder._

_He noticed she had fallen asleep, although he didn't know when. He had been too distracted comforting her to notice this. Slowly unwrapping himself from her, Hiccup gently and slowly tucked her into bed and smiled slightly when he noticed that she had a serene expression on her face._

_He quietly left his room and slowly walked downstairs. He noticed his father's figure sitting on the chair, both his elbows resting on the table. The hearth was lit, but the faint fire was not enough for Hiccup to clearly see his father's face. He approached slowly his father, mindful to not startle him._

_"__Dad…?" he whispered, making the man stiffen. Stoick wasn't as surprised to hear his son's voice at this hour of the night as he was caught off. He slowly turned to look at his son and notice the saddened expression on his face. He sighed and vaguely gestured for the boy to sit on the chair near him._

_Hiccup complied, thankful that his father was neither startled nor angry at him for being awaken at such late hour. As soon as he sat on the chair his mind drifted to the question that he was deeply afraid of asking, because a part of him knew he would not like the answer. It wasn't until a silent, anguishing minute passed that Hiccup finally mustered the courage to ask the dreadful question…_

_"__Dad… Is Mama really gone?"_

_His innocent, yet sad tone almost ripped Stoick's heart into a million pieces. And this was a big deal when considering that Stoick was known for his….stoic demeanor. He looked at his son, and painfully noted the brightened eyes on the verge of crying. He sighed inwardly, debating with himself whether he should tell Hiccup the truth now or not. Unfortunately his mind knew that, sooner or later, his son would know the truth, and lying to him know, or even evading the question would only make his little boy suffer more later…_

_He sighed, and inhaled a deep breath before answering the question, his tone as mournful as the atmosphere surrounding the Haddock household that night… "Yes son… she is gone…" those words left a disgusting taste inside his mouth, and he didn't drown his sorrow with the mead that moment because he noticed the tears falling from Hiccup's tiny eyes._

_He felt his eyes burn, as the tears built up inside his eyelids and begged him to let them go. But he refused to comply, and swallowed all sorrow and pain he felt this moment. He was a chief, and a chief always stand strong for its people. And right now, the most important person of the village needed him to be strong: his son. "Come here Hiccup…" he gently offered, his arms open in a gestured that indicated he was offering his son a hug._

_Hiccup didn't think even before throwing himself at his father's arms. The sobs, the pain and the sorrow that he contained when comforting Heather all came out at once, and his father didn't scold him for the un-Viking attitude as he feared. Instead, the vast man hugged his son, mindful to not crush the little boy with his beefy arms, and comforted him, caressing his head as Hiccup sobbed out all the pain that his mother's death was causing to him._

_Hiccup didn't feel his insides being twist; instead he felt them being torn apart, mercilessly ripped to pieces in a slow, agonizing way words couldn't possible come even close to describe it. His little, innocent heart felt like it was being smashed, crushed by a force greater than even his father's. He was shaking badly, so much that one could think he was about to die of cold if it wasn't for his completely soaked face. His eyes shed inhuman amount of tears, as if they were vainly attempting to ease the horrible pain inside him._

_Stoick sucked up whatever tears he could have shed. He wasn't on the brink of crying as much because of his wife as he was by seeing his son suffering like that. He always saw Hiccup as a happy, energetic boy, always jumping around, exploring everything to satisfy his endless curiosity. _

_But the Hiccup in his arms was the complete opposite of this boy. He was now a broken boy, his shaky, erratic breathing screaming unimaginable volumes of pain, sobs coming out of his body as it was cruelly twisted, clawed and ripped like a dear in a dragon's claws. His eyes shedding tears silently speaking of a broken heart doomed to never be healed; its newly-acquired scars fated to never be sealed._

_Stoick tightened his hug, although not enough to crush poor Hiccup. He was having trouble breathing all by himself, and the last thing he needed was a bear hug of his father to make breathing even harder. Stoick felt the cold, sadistic misery slowly creep into his heart and mind as he realized how Hiccup had all of his childhood to live, but was destiny to live it without a mother from now on._

_He didn't dare to say he understood how Hiccup was feeling, because he honestly didn't know. He lost his father when he was reasonably old; he was 22 years old and promised to Valka when the old man died in a raid. His mother had died old, victim of a cold, but fierce until her last day._

_But dear Hiccup… he would never have a mother to take care of him, or to talk with him about girls, or to give him advice about girlfriends. He would never hear her encouraging his curious nature again, nor ever feel again her warm hug, or hear the beautiful voice his wife had. He would never see again the pair of eyes that he inherited._

_Hiccup only stopped crying after nearly an hour, the initial loud sobs quieted down until he was only shedding silent tears during this time; much like it had happened with Heather. When his breathing was even Stoick thanked the Gods that his son managed to find some peace, and thought that the boy cried himself to sleep in his arms. Before Stoick could shift his position to take his son to his bed, Hiccup spoke up; his voice quiet and raspy: "Dad…?" he asked._

_Stoick was caught off, not expecting for Hiccup to still be awaken. His surprise, however, had a short life, and he promptly answered him: "Yes my son, what is it?" he asked with a gentle tone no one would ever think that Stoick the Vast was capable of. His voice, however, didn't show how he was tired, or how his mind was troubled as he knew the next day would be a busy one._

_"__W-what will h-happen to H-Heather?" he asked, stuttering and taking deep breaths. His son was exhausted, and his breathing alone was more than enough to see this. But, this was not what surprised Stoick; what really did was that, despite all he went through this day, his heart still found enough will to think about others, namely the only other child that also lost someone close to her that night._

_He sighed. This was an issue he had yet to think, and think carefully. Whereas planning a feast in the nick of time was relatively easy issue to solve, Heather's new state as orphan was a hard one, to say the least. "I don't know Hiccup… For the meantime she'll stay with us…" he answered, hoping that this would be enough to satisfy his son's stubborn curiosity._

_His son raised his head, and Stoick felt a lump be caught in his throat when he saw Hiccup's reddened eyes. "Does t-that means she'll b-be my sister?" he asked, surprisingly sounding more curious than hopeful. Nonetheless Stoick felt saddened about the idea that he would disappoint his son._

_"__I'm afraid not Hiccup… there's too much I'll have to handle,"- he refrained himself from saying 'alone' just in time -"and I don't think I'll be able to handle also looking out for her. I'll see that a family takes her under their wing though. But… until then, she'll be staying with us," he said the last part to brighten Hiccup's disappointed face. Luckily for him it worked, and Hiccup was about to say something, probably to thank his father, when a huge yawn escaped his mouth._

_Stoick chuckled happy to see that, despite all that happened, there was still a bit of his little Hiccup left. "Why don't you go sleep son? We can talk more tomorrow." He suggested, and Hiccup answered by nodding while barely managing to hold back another yawn. Stoick gently lifted him and carried his half-asleep son to his room._

_He was surprised, though not so much, to see Heather sleeping in his bed when he entered the room. He turned his head with a raised eyebrow to look at his son's face but found out he was already asleep. He smiled, his mind feeling comfort by seeing that Hiccup managed to fall asleep. He carefully placed his son on the pile of fur blankets he had built hours earlier. He tucked Hiccup into the furs before quietly leaving the room._

_Stoick walked downstairs and went to his room. He removed the fur cape and hanged it at the wall. A sad sigh escaped his lips when he spotted the bed he shared with Valka for almost 15 years. His heart felt heavy; this would be the first lonely night he would have until the last day of his life. Lying down on his bed, Stoick promised himself that he would never marry again_

_He would never tell his son, but he had seen Valka being taken, and he had clearly heard he frightened scream. This night was one of many that Stoick would have nightmares vividly remembering this day…_

_The next day…_

_He gently nudged Hiccup, mindful to not startle him awake. When his boy shifted and slowly opened his eyelids Stoick spoke up: "Hiccup, could you and Heather stay here today? Dad have to do some chief things today," he said, reluctant about speaking what chief things he would do, especially the feast._

_He was relief that Hiccup agreed and, surprisingly, didn't ask what chief things he would do. The first thing he did when he left his house was have Gobber and Spitelout round up everyone in the Great Hall. Before heading to the Hall Balkr approached Stoick as soon as he spotted the vast man: "Stoick, we did a round up last night. Some injured, but no other casualties…" he said while avoiding directly talking about Valka and the Sveissons._

_Stoick nodded, and directed him to the Great Hall. He was the last man to arrive there, and wasted no time in going to his spot. "Silence, silence." His booming voice roared through the Hall. "Everyone be quiet!" he yelled, successfully making every Viking inside the Hall quiet down. His voice was one thing that he prided himself of; after all, not many were born with the ability of making a whole village shut up with his voice alone._

_"__I gathered all of here today to announce…" he faltered, and cleared his throat before speaking up. If anyone was surprised to see Stoick falter before his entire village they didn't show. "I announce with great dismay that last night's raid claimed the life of three of our people… Valka Haddock, kidnapped by a dragon"- everyone who wasn't shocked with the news bowed their heads in respect, some of them understanding the pain that the chief must be passing by, as they also lost a loved one to the beast._

_"__And the Sveisson couple, after fearlessly heading to the forests, after my wife's kidnapper. Balkr found their swords among sings of struggle. Our guess is that they were ambushed by dragons and battled the creatures, before being taken as well…" not everyone was convinced that the Sveissons were kidnapped by dragons as well, especially those that never liked the foreign family in the first place. But, out of respect for their brave deed, none of them voiced out their thoughts._

_"__May the Valkyries welcome you and lead you through Odin's great battlefield. May they sing your names with love and fury, so that we might hear it rise from the depths of Valhalla. And know that you have taken your rightful places at the table of Kings. For great people have fallen: parent; lovers; friends," Stoick recited, before quietly adding in the end:"…a wife" in honor of Valka._

_Torches were lit, since there was no body to burn through the Viking ritual. A moment of silence passed the Hall, as every Viking present paid their tributes to the fallen. After a full silent minute, Stoick spoke up: "Let us feast in their memory. May today we share our memories with them not with grief and sorrow, but with joy, as they now are in a better place. May today their deaths not be a reason to grief, but a reason to keep moving, and fight for our loved ones," he roared, his voice full of power despite being full of sorrow. The Hall unanimously roared with the Chief, and from this day onwards Berk remembered this day as a reason to keep fighting the beasts; never losing hope._

Hiccup didn't notice the silent tears falling from his face. He only became aware of them the moment Heather, feeling the foreign wetness on her shoulder, broke up from their hug surprised. "Hiccup? Why are you crying?" she asked worried. After all, Hiccup was a person that rarely cried, and that was something to say given what he went through these past 10 years.

He averted his eyes from hers, and debated mentally if he should just tell her what he just remembered. He opted for leaving Heather unbeknown to the memories that had just plagued his mind, as he had no doubt that it would sadden her more. He was about to clean his tearstained face with the sleeves of his tunic when Heather beat him. She cupped his face and gently wiped his tears off with her thumbs. She didn't say anything, but Hiccup somehow knew that her eyes weren't brightened because she had just broken down in front of him.

_**05/07/2015**_


	25. A Friendship Revived

_**AN: Hello my fellow readers. Just wanted to note that this chapter is significantly shorter than the last one, as there isn't an atmosphere in it for me to be afraid of breaking. I hope you all enjoy.**_

_**Now, here are the review responses:**_

_**Nick Tanico: Assuming you were speaking that you expected this scene to appear sooner in the canon, I do agree. Assuming you were speaking that you expected this scene to appear sooner in my story, I think it appeared in a fitting moment, just for, you know, ansgt. Still, I'm happy that you enjoyed it and yes, Hiccup lost Valka when he was Five, which means he knows how she was gone and remembers it.**_

_**Cottonmouth25: To know that I managed to stirr feelings on an author as great as you makes me feel all fluttery. i'm very very very happy that I managed to do so. Beware, more feelings aboard this chapter. I recommend having more hankies with you**_

_**White Hunter: Here is the next chapter, as promised. I hope you enjoy it**_

_**thearizona: Sorry, but it won't be only a chapter to answer all of your questions hehe (not that I want to be this mean, just...er...I hope you enjoy this chapter) And yes it is a spoiler. I will speak more of Heather's parents on the sequel, which will incorporate some of the first two seasons' episodes, as well as some uniqueness, for a change of pace.**_

_**Djberneman: Pairings still are a secret, and you'll see what happens to the White Fury soon**_

_**CrazyCartoonistOtaku: I'm very happy that you have enjoyed my story, and still enjoy it. As I said un my review, feel free to send me a PM or review whenever you feel like. I hope to read more reviews from you on the following chapters.**_

_**Noctus Fury: Hello my friend. No this story is sadly not betaread, even though I wish it was. Also I looked at the last chapter and didn't find any situations where there were 'know's instead of 'no's; perhaps you were speaking of an earlier chapter? As for the ideas you suggested me, they are all great, and I'd really like if you sent them, and some more if you shall have it, to my email. I admit I probably won't use many of them for my story, but I have another HTTYD fic on hiatus, with no direction defined whatsoever. So who knows, maybe I could use some of these ideas in that story. And lastly, many more Hiccup-Heather moments in this chapter. :)**_

_**Without further ado:**_

**xxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxx**

He averted his eyes from hers, and debated mentally if he should just tell her what he just remembered. He opted for leaving Heather unbeknown to the memories that had just plagued his mind, as he had no doubt that it would sadden her more. He was about to clean his tearstained face with the sleeves of his tunic when Heather beat him. She cupped his face and gently wiped his tears off with her thumbs. She didn't say anything, but Hiccup somehow knew that her eyes weren't brightened because she had just broken down in front of him.

He gently removed both her hands from his face and held them. "Heather…" he said. She was clearly sorry for breaking his trust, but did she deserve a second chance? Part of him thought that it was too risky to relight his trust on her by showing Toothless, but another part of him found the idea perfect for the occasion. It would imply determinate whether he would leave Berk alone or not.

He bored his eyes into hers and unlike his saddened face his eyes showed determination akin to the one he had when facing the Dragons. "Can I trust you Heather?" he asked her. He came to the healer's hut searching for her for a reason, and it was about time that he did what he had planned.

"I…" she tried to answer but faltered. She had been caught off by his question, and honestly didn't know how to answer. Could he trust her again? She was almost sure that, if she was in his position she wouldn't trust herself again. But… then again, Hiccup was one of a kind, and it would be futile to try to understand how his mind worked. "I don't know…" she said truthfully.

"Would you trust yourself?" he asked, unknowingly voicing out the new question that had just begun wandering inside her mind. Silence fell between them, as he patiently waited for her answer. She realized shortly after that Hiccup was giving her a second chance, a chance to redeem herself from breaking her trust, a chance to rekindle their friendship back to how it was.

"I think… I would…" she answered hesitantly, but if Hiccup noticed this he didn't show. She didn't honestly know if she would give herself a second chance, but if Hiccup was deeming her worthy of one, then she wouldn't throw away this opportunity either.

"Do you trust me?" Hiccup asked. It was one thing him being able to trust her. It was an entirely different thing she trusting him with whatever crazy idea he can come up with. After all, out of everyone, she was the one most knowledgeable about his crazy ideas, and how dangerous they could be.

"Yes" she simply answered without hesitating. She didn't voice it, but she trusted her life on Hiccup's hands. It was a dangerous idea, given how Hiccup seemed to always be up to something dangerous.

Hiccup let go of her right hand and looked to the wall. Heather furrowed her eyebrows in confusion as she saw his thoughtful face. He wasn't as much afraid of showing Toothless to her as he was of how she would react. He didn't think she would run off and rattle him, but he didn't know if Heather would faint when a Night Fury stand a few feet away from her…

He decided to risk it. His presence could work as a soothing factor to both her and Toothless. And it wasn't like Heather hadn't seen anything scary before. As an achieved archer, Heather often went hunting with the search parties, and she had had a few close encounters with a bear when she went astray from the group.

"Come" he said as he tugged the hand that he was still holding. "I want to show you something" he added, sounding both enthusiastic and slightly apprehensive. Heather momentously froze, realizing that what Hiccup wanted to show her was his secret, the reason why he spent many hours in the forest.

"Are you sure?" she asked, sounding a bit nervous. After all, he was about to show her what he showed to no one. And, although she didn't think he would risk her life, she was a bit scared of what he was hiding. She trusted him with her life alright, but that didn't stop her from thinking a few months escaped her lifespan every time Hiccup showed her one of his projects.

"Yes, but we gotta be quick" he said, tugging her hand again. She sighed, and began following him. As he slowly opened the door, he peeked through and smiled, thankful that everyone seemed to be in the Great Hall, even the teens. He doubted that Astrid was also there, but, as long as she didn't cross their paths, he wasn't worried with her whereabouts.

Cami spotted the two of them sneaking out of the hut. She had left the Hall to breathe some fresh air, as the place was stinking alcohol all over the place. She wondered what Stoick was thinking when he announced a two-day celebration, since he was completely aware that celebration equals mead to your average Viking.

She carefully noted how their hands were clasped together. If she didn't know better she would have thought the two of them were a couple, but she knew about Hiccup's feelings toward another blond warrior. He also noticed the two of them heading toward the woods. Cami closed her eyes and shook her head in mild amusement after they vanished from her sight. "One day Hiccup, you'll turn everyone lives upside down…" she said, but to no one.

She opened her eyes and turned to look at the Hall's doors when a voice called her: "Cami, Chief Stoick is challenging you to a drinking contest and he says that a treaty is never officially signed without a contest happening between Chiefs." the Bog woman said with a mug in her hand. She was slightly surprised to see someone sober enough, even though she herself was sober.

However, no one challenge Camicazi without regretting it later, and she answered back almost immediately "Alright. Tell him to prepare his undies because today Stoick the Vast just made a grave mistake" before running toward the Hall. She knew her chances of winning in a drinking contest against Stoick were prone to none, but she would be damned if she would back off from a challenge.

Meanwhile…

Heather couldn't stop herself from blushing as Hiccup still held tightly, yet gently, her hand. However she didn't think that he was mindful of this particular action. They walked through the forest, with him directing her on where to step and what to look out after since the sun was hardly illuminating this part of the forest. The dense foliage didn't help either, as it made more difficult for the light to reach the ground.

She marveled the place; she had never ventured into this particular part of Berk. As they walked she realized it was a perfect place to hide something, and therefore a perfect place for Hiccup. Due to the lack of games and predators few hunters ventured to this section of the forest and, other than Astrid, no one came to here in years.

"You all right back there?" he asked, his head only turning slightly as he avoided stepping on a tree root. It was a long walk, from the village to the cove, and he guessed that years running from his bullies built up in him a stamina big enough to walk this path without falling on the ground in exhaustion.

"I am…" she answered panting slightly. She had a good stamina from hunting, but admitted that this path was tiring. She briefly admired how Hiccup barely seemed to be breaking a sweat, and how he probably walked this path all those days he disappeared into the woods. "Did you really have to hide whatever it is that you're hiding that far?" she asked, her tone evidencing both amusement and annoyance.

Hiccup smiled sheepishly "Err…let's say I sort of had to hide it that far" he answered, neither lying nor speaking of Toothless…yet. In fact, he did sort of had to hide Toothless that far. Even though his dragon now had regained his ability to fly they both silent agreed to keep the cove as their little home. It was the only place on the whole island that Hiccup was sure that no one would venture in, and that could give him peace.

They stopped just before a cliff, and Heather looked around as if she was waiting for Hiccup's secret to magically appear… Hiccup finally let go of her hand and turned to look at her, his face apprehensive once again. "Heather… just… try to not freak out okay?" he gently asked. Heather thought about questioning him about what the heck he meant by asking this but decided not to. She would soon see what he was hiding anyway

She nodded, a bit hesitantly, and Hiccup smiled in relief. He slowly walked to a narrow passage, and gestured for her to follow him. She complied, and carefully descended into what she found out to be a cove. Even though the sun barely illuminated the place, her eyes still admired the beautiful and peaceful state of the cove. Even if Hiccup was not hiding anything in there, the peacefulness of it alone was a good reason to spend the whole day here.

She was so distracted gazing around that she only came out of her trance when she bumped into him. Hiccup turned his head to look at her with a cocked eyebrow in amusement. He grinned when he spotted Heather's awed face, and silently agreed with what she was probably thinking. The Cove was truly a unique place, and beautiful by nature.

However, this was not the reason they came to it, and now it was the time for him to show her his 'secret'. He turned around his body and the amused face he had changed into a serious one. "Are you really ready to know what I've been hiding here?" he asked nervously. Heather nodded, and the look she gave him mustered some confidence inside him. "Okay… just stay here ok?" he didn't wait for an answer as he turned around and called.

"Toothless. Come here bud, there someone I want you to meet"

A wave of bewilderment passed through her. 'It was not something he was hiding, but rather someone…?' she mentally pondered. It wasn't farfetched the idea of living in the cove; its peacefulness was very inviting, and the natural large walls protected them from outside animals. Still she couldn't think of someone that would rather live here than in the village.

Her bewilderment, however, soon turned into fear as she heard a low growl resonating through the cove's walls. Her eyes quickly stopped scanning their surroundings to fall on Hiccup, but oddly he didn't seem to be alarmed, or even scared with the sudden growl. It was as if he was actually expecting to hear it.

A scream involuntarily left her mouth before she quickly covered it; her wide eyes full of fear as they spotted a black lump near Hiccup, a pair of toxic green eyes looking at her. They almost looked like they were floating in the darkness, and if it wasn't the faint sunlight reaching the cove and illuminating his dark silhouette out from the green and grey of the cove she would have really believed they were.

She couldn't move a muscle, even when she noticed Hiccup patting the creature. Her eyes tried to avert her gaze from those foreign eyes but she soon discovered that she couldn't. She felt weak, exposed, as if the very creature was boring his eyes directly into her mind and soul, and was evaluating if she was worthy of living, or if she would die there and now.

Heather, however, didn't realize that the eyes resembled a dragon, or the fact that they weren't slits as usual. In fact, Toothless' eyes couldn't be more dilated than they already were. Hiccup slowly turned and noted Heather's frozen state. He had heard her short scream, but to be honest, he had also screamed when Toothless appeared out of nowhere the day he went looking out for the Night Fury.

"Heather….meet Toothless." He said while gesturing to the creature behind him. His voice broke her out of her frightened state, and only then she realized that the creature had wings, scales and was pitch black. She paled as she realized that what was standing before them was none other than a dragon, and given its sleek body and color, she guessed it was the elusive and infamous Night Fury.

"Toothless, this is Heather. She's a friend" he said after turning around. Of all the crazy things Hiccup has done these past 10 years, hiding a, apparently, tamed dragon toped the chart. Heather didn't know if she should run, or if she should knock him out cold for his insanity and recklessness. In fact, she only didn't run away because of two simple reasons: despite having a dragon before them she still trusted him with his life, and he had trusted her, enough to show the tamed creature; running away would mean breaking his trust again, something she didn't want to do ever again.

Once the initial shocked has passed her mind began to logically analyze the situation. But… it was easier said than done, since logic seemed to have completely vanished from the situation Heather found herself in the moment 'Toothless' appeared. "Hiccup… You've been hiding a dragon" she said, her tone being more matter-of-factly than questionable. "They raid us Hiccup" she added for emphasis.

Hiccup flinched hearing Heather's serious tone. So far they had been doing reasonably well, but now the hardest part came in: convincing Heather that Toothless, and all the other dragons, weren't mindless beasts. "They are not what we think they are Heather…" he said before turning around to face her.

She scoffed. "Of course they aren't" she answered, leaving Hiccup confused. His confusion, however, didn't last long as she continued speaking: "A mindless beast wouldn't be able to coordinate attacks, as I have seen squads of dragons do so, or strike defense locations, like your little friend behind you has done, or even know rudimentary knowledge of medicine such as cauterizing a bleeding wound" she explained. She had never seen the dragons as mindless beasts, but that didn't mean she liked them anymore than the next Viking.

"Well, at least that saves me from explaining to you how they aren't mindless beasts…" Hiccup mumbled to himself, even though Heather clearly heard it. "Still, they aren't vicious bloodthirsty creatures. They have feelings just like us" he explained, making Heather narrow her eyes slightly in both skepticism and confusion while she crossed her arms.

"So you're telling me that you have sided with them? After all they did to Berk, and probably to other tribes too?" she asked while unintentionally sounding accusatory. She knew Hiccup was a clever boy, so if he truly sided with them, then he must have had a good reason to do so. Even though he was reckless and crazy Hiccup wasn't stupid.

"Don't even think for a second that my decision of harboring a dragon was lightly taken. You, of everyone, know exactly what I lost to this war and how it affected me" he said in an uncharacteristically low growl. Heather actually flinched when she heard him speak, and felt guilty of unintentionally implying this.

"I'm sorry… I didn't mean to say that." She apologized while averting her eyes from him. "Still… what changed your mind Hiccup? It must have been something very shocking to make a boy that wanted to slay a Night Fury to suddenly begin hiding one." she asked, sounding more curious than demanding. Her eyes looked back at him, but this time he was the one to avert his gaze from her.

He turned around, his back facing her. He began to absently scratch Toothless on his favorite spot, making the black dragon purr in pleasure. As his back was facing Heather, he failed to notice her surprised yet also amused expression, although he correctly guessed that she was probably comparing the Night Fury to an overgrown cat.

"Mom used to say that there were more to dragons than what they meet the eyes…" he said, unintentionally hitching his mind in a memory of a few days prior to that day… Fortunately, his mind didn't linger for long in this memory. "And when I found him, trapped in the ropes of the bola my Mangler shot, and looked in his eyes I didn't see a mindless beast, or even a vicious creature."

"When I looked at him, he looked as afraid as I was, as weak as I was. When I looked at him I saw myself, and it was then that I realized that they are as human as we are: capable of emotions and thoughts…" he explained, leaving Heather speechless. She would have never thought that the explanation to why Hiccup suddenly changed his mind about the dragons was as simple, yet deeply emotional, as this.

Hiccup began scratching Toothless' back, and the dragon curled his tail around his rider. "Later when I saw him again I found out that my bola had maimed his tail, thus stripping from him his flight…" he said with a guilt tone.

Before he could show to Heather Toothless' prosthesis, a thought clicked inside her mind. "So, that day you returned and told me you used dragon saliva to heal your leg, it had been a Night Fury's saliva that you used…?" she asked, connecting two-on-two. It made sense; after all, she had never seen how this dragon's saliva worked as a healing agent.

"Well, sort of… I met him, I freed him. He pounced on me-"Heather paled when she heard this and, while Hiccup saw this through the corner of his eye, he decided to ignore. He was alive now and that's all that mattered-"and roared on my face before leaving. Turns out that the wounds in my leg had opened when he pounced, and I blacked out shortly after he left. When I awoke, I found my wounds closed and my leg completely soaked in Night Fury saliva. I deduced he came back while I was out and licked it…"

"Well…" Heather began saying. "I can certainly understand why you didn't tell me this back then. I would have hit you so hard you would have blacked out again before I tied you to a chair." She said amusedly, thus making Hiccup look at her, an incredulous expression pestered on his face. The smirk she had on her face only grew after seeing his face..

"Anyway…" he turned his gaze toward the tail again, "When I realized that, by taking out his ability to fly I also doomed him to die grounded, I decided to amend my mistake…" he gently lifted the tail and Toothless, although annoyed that Hiccup stopped scratching him, didn't object. Heather's smirk vanished when she gasped the moment she saw the ingenuous prosthetic tail.

"So you built him a tail…" she stated, and Hiccup nodded. Only then she began to observe the dragon more carefully. She noticed the metal running across the Night Fury's tail, going as far as the dragon's shoulder. She noticed the saddle on his back, and then realized why Toothless hadn't flown away after Hiccup built the prosthesis. "And you ride him…"

"Yes… He can't fly on his own again… and all because of my selfish reasons" he said self-depreciatively. Toothless cooed, and nudged Hiccup's arm with his head. The boy smiled, thankful that his dragon didn't hold this against him, and patted Toothless' head in thanks. He let go of his tail and turned around to face Heather, and was relieved to see that she didn't look angry or betrayed.

Everything dawned on her this moment. Hiccup's odd behavior, his late work in the forge, his often disappearances in the woods, and most importantly, why he seemed unhappy with his new found status as top student… "You told me that you were just protecting everyone inside the Arena… you didn't mean only the Teens… you also meant the dragons…"

"Yes…" he answered without hesitating, even though he sounded tired. "I took upon myself the task of protecting them since no one else would do this. I didn't want to see anyone hurt anymore. This war is happening because of a misunderstanding…" he explained.

"And you never came out hurt either…" she said as she recalled the many times that Hiccup left victorious the Arena without a scratch, while often some of the teens were injured in combat. "It was like the dragons knew what you were doing…" she pointed out. Hiccup chucked after hearing this, leaving her confused.

"I think that they indeed knew. Turns out that they can understand us…" he said, earning a huff from Heather. He was ready for her skepticism and added right away: "If you don't believe me then watch this." He turned to Toothless. "Toothless, can you understand what I'm saying?" he asked the dragon.

And Toothless nodded, making Heather widen her eyes and her mouth gaping like a fish out of the water. "Is Heather a friend?" he asked again, and again earned a nod in return. Heather's expression didn't change, but her feelings did; she passed from feeling disbelief to feeling astonishment. Even though she thought the dragons were smart creatures she didn't dare to even imagine that they were this smart.

"Odin's beard Hiccup…" she said, not sure of what she had to say after this shocking revelation. She felt her whole world being turned upside down.

Hiccup looked at her and gestured for her to approach Toothless. She hesitated, but seeing his encouraging look she eventually complied. Step by step she approached the dragon, and her shoulders relaxed as she noticed the dragon was not growling at her slow approach. When she was within arm's reach Hiccup gently grabbed her hand and directed it toward Toothless' head.

She, at first, tugged her hand backwards, feeling apprehensive of touching the elusive dragon. But when Hiccup kept his hold on her hand she gave up, and let the boy who she trusted with her life direct her through this unknown territory. She was surprised to feel pleasant warmth coming from Toothless' scales rather than cold, or a stinging heat. Without Hiccup instructing her Heather began to scratch Toothless' head, and laughed a carefree laugh when the dragon purred, unconsciously leaning on her touch.

"Is this…" she gestured with her free hand-"why you spoke of leaving?" she asked. It made sense to her now why he would want to leave. How could he kill a Nightmare when he was protecting not only a Night Fury but also all the dragons inside the Kill-ring?

"Yes…partially at least." He answered with resignation, "There's also the fact that Dad isn't proud with me, but rather with the image that he built of me. And I guess I just grew tired of trying to appeal him, and everyone. Dad was right: I am not a dragon killer. And I would also never be able to forgive myself if something happened to Toothless while he was trapped here…"

"I don't think showing them Toothless would change their minds, or even if I would be able to speak before they mindlessly raised their weapons. And there's also the fact that, sooner or later, the truth would come out…" he finished explaining, his voice holding a longing tone, mostly probably because he was about to leave everything behind.

Silence fell between them as Heather digested what Hiccup just told her. He had a Night Fury hidden away, dragons were capable of emotions, he didn't want to kill a dragon, probably neither now nor never, and he was planning on leaving. There was only something that didn't fit in this puzzle… "Then why show me all of this? Why even tell me that you were thinking on leaving when I didn't even have your trust anymore?" she asked, trying to understand how she fit in all of this.

"Because… "he looked straight into her eyes, "Because I could never leave you behind." He explained, making Heather widen her eyes in surprise as it dawned on her what he really meant. "You were always there for me, and I couldn't leave you alone, the same way you couldn't all those years ago. We stick together, no matter what happens." He said, genuinely smiling.

"Oh Hiccup…" she said, touched by his consideration. She stopped scratching Toothless' head to envelop Hiccup in a tight hug. "You're the best friend I could ever ask for" she said, her voice cracking slightly while her eyes brightened. She never felt as important as she was feeling right now, and she could never thank Hiccup enough for this.


	26. A Bond Reforged

_**AN: Hello my fellow readers. I apologize for not updating yesterday this chapter. I went out with my friends to watch Ant-Man (an AWESOME movie by the way) and I arrived quite late home. Also I've had lots of fun reading from many of you that they should kiss by the end of last chapter.**_

_**Anyway, here are the review responses:**_

_**White Hunter: Indeed. Given how deep their relationship is, I think that, even though scared, Heather wouldn't have had run off like Astrid did.**_

_**Djberneman: Indeed it is.**_

_**Cottonmouth25: You ship Heather with HIccup? That's not something very usual around this fandom, with Hiccstrid and everything. It's nice to hear you do it though. If I ever continue Searching For Echoes of the Past, should I find another cowriter, I think you'd enjoy the Heathercup in it.**_

_**thearizona: Well, I won't promise this chapter will give you any answer, since I already did this with the last one and, instead, it gave you more answers. All I can say is that I hope you'll like this chapter.**_

_**CrazyCartoonistOtaku: No worries about the PM stuff.**_

_**Nick Tanico: Man, I loved how you were blunt in your review. Yes, the final choice is mine, but it has been heavily influenciated and changed by the feedback from all of you from the moment I started this story until now. This chapter may be different from what you expect, but you should not cast out your thoughts if this chap turns out to be different. I mean, it could happen in the near future...**_

_**ivenganev1992: You'll learn quite soon the reason behind their grudge. And thanks, I hope this chapter goes well too.**_

_**Noctus Fury: Indeed, although, unless very obvious mistakes, I don't mind them. I've seen even incredibly well written stories having spelling mistakes. Yes I know what you mean... and no they don't think it, mostly because they don't think someone, even Heather, would want to do it with Hiccup at all. Regarding the end of the chapter, did you think too that they would kiss? I mean, apparently a lot more people thought of this than I had expected. These questions I can't answer, because.. well, spoilers. And no, I'm not making Astrid this way to pair Hiccup with Heather. It's just how I see her reacting because of her pride. She shows signs of regreat after it, but at the moment her hurt pride runs over her mind. About the email, I mean emailing me the ideas so I can put them in my list. I'm always on my phone looking at the reviews, so it can be a little hard to write these ideas on my Word file. LAstly, I don't see why I would not think about your ideas, or anyone else's. I mean, they are good ideas, whether or not they fit in this story.**_

_**Flameo Hotman: So nice to see a fresh one review this story. Many of you spoke of kissing, surprising me since I didn't expect so many of you mentioning it. I can't promise that it will happen or not, and that it will or will not be in this chapter. Let's just not cast out any ideas, eh?**_

_**Without further ado: **_

**xxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxx**

He warmly returned the hug and rested his chin on her shoulder. All the apprehension he felt about showing Toothless to her vanished, and he smiled, thankful that, for once, everything turned out as he had hoped.

They distanced themselves from one another enough so they could look at each other's eyes. Heather always liked Hiccup's shade of green, even though her eyes were green too, and she never grew tired of looking at them. She started to slowly, and unconsciously, lean toward him, while Hiccup either seemed distracted, by her eyes, enough to not protest or noticed it but had no protests whatsoever.

Before anything could happen, though, Toothless head butted his head between them, breaking their hug in the process. Hiccup laughed at Toothless' jealous antic, and teased his draconic friend. "Oh you big baby, you want a hug too? Come here," he said before hugging his dragon's neck. Heather laughed; a warm feeling inside her as she saw Hiccup showing affection toward the Night Fury as if it was a friend, and a blush on her face as she had just realized what she had been about to do.

Hiccup's stomach suddenly growled, and he blushed in embarrassment while Heather amusedly giggled. He unwrapped his arms from Toothless' neck and looked at his dragon. "So, lunch time bud. You ready to fly?" he asked, making Toothless happily bounce around, his tongue limping out of his mouth in sheer joy.

He looked at Heather and asked the question that would determinate how they would leave: "Do you think you're ready to fly on his back?" He had planned what they would do if she was afraid of climbing Toothless' back. He wouldn't blame her if she was; after all he also had been the first few times he straddled Toothless.

Heather froze, caught off by the question. For some reason she didn't even think about flying on a dragon's back, even though that, should she leave with him, it would mean that she would be on Toothless' back. But, if Hiccup was offering her this then it must mean that he wouldn't let her fall to her death.

While she thought about the answer she would give him Hiccup managed to make Toothless stop bouncing around like a little child and hopped on his back. He extended a hand to her before speaking again, this time with a hopeful tone.

"So… what do you say? Are you up for flying on the back of a Night Fury?"

"I… Is it safe Hiccup?" she asked, seeking some reassurance from the boy. Hiccup's tone made easy to think that flying was as easy as sailing, but she doubted very much that this was the truth.

"I won't let anything happen to you." She did notice that he dodged her question, but his reassurance soothed her fears. Hesitantly she walked toward, her eyes darting to Hiccup every second or two. He extended a hand to help her climb Toothless and she gladly accepted it; the last thing she wanted was to fall before even properly hopping on the Night Fury. "You might want to hold onto something. Let me know when you're ready to take off," he suggested.

Heather looked around. She tried holding at the saddle, but noticed that the grip was not strong enough. She thought about holding onto Hiccup's shoulders but decided against it; it would be too cumbersome to her. Her cheeks blushed slightly when she realized she would have to hold on Hiccup's waist. Even though they were friends, she was feeling uncomfortable in touching Hiccup since she discovered that she indeed liked him.

And that she had just tried to kiss him.

Hiccup's face turned into a deep red when Heather's arms wrapped his waist. He made a note to add a second seat to the saddle if they were to run away from Berk on Toothless' back. It wasn't that he disliked Heather's touch, but more that he wanted to concentrated so none of them would fall to their deaths. He turned his head slightly and cocked a questioning eyebrow. Heather seemed to understand what he was silently asking as she said: "I'm ready…I guess."

He leaned on Toothless' head and patted it. "Gently Toothless, we have a passenger with us," he instructed the playful Night Fury, fully aware of the stunts that his dragon liked to do. He felt Toothless' muscle tense beneath him, as well as Heather's hold on him tighten. With the mere seconds he had left on the ground he prayed that Toothless would obey him for once.

Heather couldn't stop herself from screaming, even though she had expected their 'take off' to be far from gentle. Her gentle grip on Hiccup's waist turned into a death grip while she buried her face on his back. Only when they leveled out and Hiccup patted her hands that she dared to open her eyes and relax her grip on his waist. Her terror changed to awe the moment she saw the vast ocean beneath them, and the clouds so close.

She failed to notice, however, that Hiccup was panting heavily, his lungs almost crushed from her death grip and his body in dire need of air.

It was late afternoon, and the sun was almost setting in the horizon. The sky was almost clear, sans for a couple of clouds near Berk, and it was a beautiful mixture of blue and orange. Heather envied the dragons right this moment, for she saw what beautiful sight the flying reptiles could enjoy whenever they wanted.

The clouds near the horizon were tainted with a sweet orange-pink coloring that Heather amusedly compared to Hiccup's face when he was blushing. She wished she not only had Hiccup's drawing skills this moment, but that she could as well paint the landscape before her. She let out a happy sigh escape her lips and nested her chin on Hiccup's shoulder. Her eyes kept looking at every inch of the scenery before her so her mind could memorize as much as possible.

"This is amazing…" she said and Hiccup hummed in agreement. Even though he only flied with Toothless a couple of times he doubted that he would ever get tired of the rushing wind against his face, the jaw-dropping sight of the landscape and the thrill of flying. It was an addiction that he was proud to have, and he, this moment, had no doubt that Heather shared the same feeling he had about flying.

"How come no one ever thought about this before?" she asked while using one of her hands to gestured around. Was it really possible that no one considered looking at dragons with a different perspective before Hiccup? This war has been raging on for nearly 300 years; Heather was sure that someone must have appeared before him and seen the same.

"I don't know… I mean, my mom…" he faltered slightly. Speaking of his mother was always a touchy subject and therefore hardly spoken of. "She used to think that there was more to dragons than what they meet the eyes. But I don't think she went as far as befriending one…" he explained to her.

"And…even if someone had befriended a dragon before I don't think the Vikings would have liked that. It would make sense that, if someone indeed did this, they would have kept it out of records," he reasoned. He had considered looking at Berk's archive, or even Bork's notes to see if he had, in fact, been the only one to not see in a dragon an enemy.

But he decided not to. Vikings weren't known for talking about unsettling things, much less recording them. As proof of that, Alvin the Treacherous was a person known on Berk only because he had been banished shortly before Hiccup was born. And even so people barely muttered his name Hiccup, in fact, only knew about this man because of Gobber.

He was brought out of his inner thoughts when his stomach growled again. He blushed profusely when he heard a giggle coming from behind him, which meant that Heather heard his stomach …calling for food. "If I may ask…do you mind getting a bit soaked?" he asked her without turning his head.

"Well let me see… the wind is colder than ice up here, the water is probably cold too and my stomach is not begging for food like yours… yes I would mind getting soaked, thank you for asking," she said using a bit of Hiccup's sarcasm. He smiled, and this time ignored Heather's comment about his stomach roaring.
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"Bud, let's go to that island," he whispered on one of my earplates. I crooned in agreement, understanding that the island my rider was talking about was the peaceful one that we had landed, and where Hiccup had given his gift to one of the pesky little dragons. I was never fond of those 'Terrible Terrors' as the Vikings called them. To me they always sounded like unhappy hatchlings.

Toothless landed on the rocky island they had been before. Hiccup and Heather climbed off from him while Toothless waited for his rider. "Okay, so we'll go get some fish. You think you can build up a fire for us?" he asked her. She looked around and, although the island was devoid of fauna and flora, she spotted some kindling and sticks lying around. She didn't know, but they were the remains of the stockpile Hiccup used to make a campfire last time.

"Okay, we'll be back shortly. Bud, let's go," he said while hopping Toothless. Unlike their early takeoff, this one was much quicker and far less gentle. Heather was glad that she wasn't on the back of Toothless this time; otherwise she would have either screamed her lungs out or crushed Hiccup with a death grip.

As she lazily built up the campfire-she was expecting Toothless to light it because she didn't have a flint with her-she watched Hiccup flying Toothless. Even though she was watching them from afar she could tell that they were obviously not fishing anything. Instead they were, apparently, doing some crazy aerial stunts. Heather flinched each time she saw Hiccup do something dangerous.

When they landed she noticed that Hiccup was soaked from the waist below. Interestingly, though, the whole prosthetic tail seemed to be dry, even the leather part. She approached him and gave him a punch on the shoulder. "Owww, what did I do now Heather?" he asked annoyed. Sometimes Heather takes a more Astrid approach, as he dubbed it, when dealing with Hiccup's recklessness.

"Don't you want to try something more dangerous like free falling…? Seriously Hiccup, you could be a little more careful when doing your stunts with Mr. I love crazy," she glared at Toothless when saying that. At first the Night Fury glared back, clearly not intimidated by the young healer. But as the seconds ticked by he slowly slumped against her glared, her unnerving glare affecting even the most feared dragon.

She pointed at the campfire and, while Toothless huffed indignantly, he complied. A small plasma blast left Toothless' mouth and hit the campfire, thus lighting it. He lay down near his fish pile and began to happily eat it, while the teens grabbed a stick and fish to heat them. "I'm sorry… but I can't help it," he exclaimed in exasperation. "The thrill, the emotion, it's absolutely amazing Heather. Both of our hearts yearns to feel that when we're in the air," he explained with a slightly dejected tone and slumped shoulders.

Heather's face softened, and she felt slightly guilty because of her over-protectiveness. They both sat and leaned against Toothless, and the dragon continued eating undisturbed. She laid a hand on his shoulders and looked apologetically to him "I'm sorry Hiccup… I didn't know you two felt that way…"

He smiled to her and shrugged "It's okay… it's not like you could know anyway," he said, before silence fell between them. It was not an uncomfortable silence though; the three of them were comfortably eating the fish, or in Toothless' case swallowing it whole. Heather compared this situation to how it would feel if they left Berk, and, if it was similar to this then she would have no problem leaving the village behind.
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After they finished the fish and doused the campfire they flew back to Berk. Hiccup insisted that he needed to make some adjustments to Toothless' tail. They both left the Cove soon after they landed, and left behind a whining Toothless. Heather barely held her laugh as they headed toward the Forge; the image of a whining Night Fury nearly being too funny for her to handle it.

They didn't stay for long there. To her surprise Hiccup only had to take a small hammer and his journal. "It's just a small tweak. I noticed that the pedal was a little loose when we were flying back to Berk," he explained after seeing her confused face. He opened the door slightly and peeked from it. They only left the place after Hiccup was sure that the streets were desert, or at least the Vikings on it were passed out.

When they were near the Cove Hiccup stopped and held his arm so she would also stop. "Let's go down quietly. There's something I want to show you," he said with a mischievous grin that honestly frightened her a little. She only recalled seeing this grin on the Twins, and usually disaster followed it shortly after. They quietly climbed down the narrow passage, and she had to stop herself from uttering a curse or two after she nearly slipped down.

When they reached the Cove Hiccup directed her to hide behind a rock. She complied and, when both of them were leaning their backs against the rock he said "Now, watch this," he said while grabbing the small hammer from inside his fur coat-he hadn't had taken his riding vest with him that day-and placed it on the rock.

She observed the surrounding and didn't notice anything different. The only thing she saw was a small light dot reflecting from the hammer… and it was gone. She nearly jumped when the Night Fury 'tackled' the light dot with his paws, only to open them and find out that it was gone. A quiet giggle escaped her lips when she saw Toothless' shocked face.

She watched as Hiccup twitched the hammer, thus making the dot move. Toothless relentlessly followed the shiny thing as if he was an overgrown cat with scales. He kept doing this for a little longer, until Toothless' sight ended up on them. Heather burst out laughing at Toothless' face of disbelief, and even Hiccup joined her by laughing as well.

"If someone ever told me that a Night Fury, the most feared dragon of all, would act like a cat when seeing a shiny dot I would have drugged them in fear that they were insane," she said while panting. Her face was flushed from laughing so hard and she was clenching her stomach since it was aching slightly. Hiccup opened his mouth to say something, but only a yelp escaped it as Toothless grabbed him by the collar of his tunic.

She burst out laughing again when Toothless dropped him in the pond, and Hiccup's head emerged from it completely soaked. Hiccup glared at his reptilian friend, only to see that his dragon was laughing as well, more like chocking, but he wasn't going to say that to Toothless. "Yeah, sure, lets laugh at others misery. We'll see if you keep laughing when you're the one being fooled," he said out loud while looking knowingly at Toothless.

His dragon caught the mischievous glint on Hiccup's eyes and immediately went after his prey as silent as a ghost. Heather's laughter abruptly stopped as she was taken by the collar of her tunic by Toothless'…toothless mouth. She barely had time to yelp before her body made contact with the cold, clean water of the pond inside the Cove.

When she emerged from the water both Hiccup and Toothless were laughing from the shore. He patted his dragon's head in thanks and Heather saw this. She mustered as much annoyance as possible and directed at him through a deathly glare. She allowed a small smirk to creep on her lips when she saw Hiccup visibly swallowing.

As she swam to leave the pond Hiccup grabbed some twigs to make a campfire, but this time for the sole reason of getting dried. By the time she was out of the pond Hiccup was sitting, his back leaning on Toothless while a small campfire was light before him. They both knew that taking out their clothes would make them dry faster, but they were too self-conscious to do that.

"May I join you in basking on the warmth of this campfire?" she asked in mock politeness while squeezing her hair, droplets of water falling from him. She was annoyed from being soaked, but also amused. It was rare of Hiccup to boldly prank her, even after being friends with her all those years.

"Why of course, my lady! Do sit and enjoy this pleasant warmth blessed by the Gods and make company for such fine gentleman as myself," he replied in equal mock politeness. They both stared at each other for a second before bursting out laughing.

She eventually sat after regaining her breath. It was amazing to her how Hiccup always managed to make things more interesting with his sarcasm. It was actually one of his trails that she deeply admired, and strived to match. She could be sarcastic, as proven earlier, but the only one that could come close of matching his sarcasm was Gobber. To be honest she didn't know if it was Hiccup who rubbed Gobber with sarcasm or the other way around.

Heather closed her eyes while enjoying the warmth of the fire before them. She was beginning to feel tired from all their activities this day; she certainly didn't wake up thinking that she would be riding a dragon, or be thrown at a pond by one. Still, it appeared that fate was against her rest as she heard Hiccup faking a cough. She begrudgingly opened her eyes and looked at him. "Yes… what is it?" she asked, slightly concerned by looking at his nervous face.

"Well… uhh… you never told me if you were ready to leave Berk…" he said while sounding apprehensive. She groaned slightly as the memory of their conversation came back to her mind. It was something she certainly didn't want to think about at that time. "I mean… it's okay if you don't… I'm not forcing you to anything…" he began rambling.

She sighed in annoyance. Hiccup could really be clueless of when he needed to shut up. "Hiccup," she said in a stern voice, essentially silencing said teen. She smiled, feeling rather victorious, since shushing him was rarely an easy task to do, before speaking up again. "I'd follow you to anywhere. We stick together, no matter what happens remember?" she said, quoting what Hiccup told her earlier.

He smiled genuinely to her, while feeling relieved that he would have someone when he leaves Berk the next day. "Besides, it's not many that have the opportunity of travelling on the back of a Night Fury. I'd be crazy to throw away such opportunity," she added teasingly. They both shared a laugh at her silly comment, before quieting down again. It was only then that they, especially Heather, realized how tired they were from riding Toothless.

She unconsciously leaned her head against his shoulder as she felt drowsier, while Hiccup wrapped his arm around her so she would be more comfortable. "We're leaving tomorrow, I need to grab some materials in the forge for his tail," he explained to her. She just hummed in understanding, the sleep knocking on her door already. Hiccup leaned his head against Toothless' belly as he was also feeling drowsy. The dragon wrapped his wings around them to act as a blanket.

He could hear her even, quiet breathing, indicating that she felt asleep. While he felt comfort from the presence of his longtime friend, his heart was aching and yearning for what he would give up the next day…especially Astrid. There was so much he wanted to tell her, to ask her, to even demand from her, but it would all be left behind.

A single tear left his closed eyes as his heart realized he would never be able to tell Astrid that he loved her, that he wanted to know what she thought about the axe, that he still cared about her and that, every year, on the day Finn perished he visited its grave and paid his respects to the fallen Viking. He would never see Gobber again, or his father, even if Stoick had not been the best father these past years.

He ended up sleeping there as well, but careless about that. It was not like there would be anyone sober enough to look for them.

The next day…

Heather slowly stirred from her sleep. The last thing she remembered from the night before was telling Hiccup that she would follow him to anywhere, so it was only natural that, the moment she slowly opened her eyes, she was very surprised to see Hiccup asleep beside her, with his arm wrapped around her in a comforting way.

She blushed, feeling self-conscious of how close they were to each other. Her heartbeat quickened as she felt his body heat, despite the cold, chilly air of the mornings on Berk. She felt comfortable yet sad, because she held little hope that Hiccup's heart would stop yearning for Astrid, no matter where they end up after leaving Berk.

She honestly wished that she had noticed the signs before, that she had known her heart, deep down, harvested feelings for Hiccup, and not in a friendly way. She wasn't sure if it would have made any difference or would have only extended the amount of time she would spend feeling sad that the feeling wasn't mutual, but a part of her thought that maybe, if she had known before, Hiccup wouldn't love Astrid today.

She let out a wishful sigh. It was a horrible feeling to have him so close, yet so far. She would never give up their friendship, hence why she had been so happy when he gave her another chance, but she also wished that, if she confessed her feelings to him, that perhaps they would be more than friends. It was rather painful to think that she would forever be in his zone of friends, as if she was friendzoned…

'Friendzone…' she thought, 'perhaps that should be considered a thing, or a curse more like it. The most painful curse a heart can bear…'

She didn't dwell longer on these thoughts because Hiccup slowly awoke; his movements startling slightly her. He blushed slightly when he realized the position he slept but didn't comment anything. Instead he smiled at her and murmured: "Good morning."

His smile was more than enough to brighten Heather's mood. "Morning Hiccup," she said as they untangled themselves from the mass of limbs, most of them being Toothless' wings and legs. "Are we going to leave now?" she asked, hopeful that Hiccup would not say anything about her using his shoulder as a pillow.

He looked at her slightly confused, before his fuzzy memory finally cleared. He recalled that he would face the Nightmare on the next day, and therefore would be leaving today. He nodded to answer her question before his mind reorganized what he had planned to do today: "Yes, but I'll have to go to the Forge grab something. I left an emergency pack there ready for when we leave," he added.

Hiccup quickly left the Cove while Heather organized the stuff Hiccup brought. He traded stealth for speed as he ran toward the Forge, caring more that they left as fast as possible rather than if someone saw him.

He failed, however, to see a blond warrior see him leaving from the Cove.

As she finished clearing the campfire, and leaving no traces that they had been there, she noticed Toothless' earplates perk up from the corner of her eye. She turned and saw Toothless crouching, although not growling, and his eyes half-slits, instead of the usual dilated pupils. "What's it Toothless?" she asked him through a whisper. He jerked his head slightly, as if pointing to somewhere.

Her breath was caught in her throat as she saw a blond warrior descending from the Cove's narrow entrance. She saw him slowly claw the ground, as if ready to attack her. "No Toothless. We need to hide, now! We can't let her see us," she directed him while pushing his head.
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I snapped out of my attack mode to look deep into her eyes. Her distress and fear was radiating heavily, and I guessed that if humans had acute senses as the dragons, the invader would have easily noticed her. While I knew, and she probably did too, that I could easily take out the intruder, I complied with her, and together we both hid behind a shadowed rock formation. Even though it was sunny today, even a dragon would have a difficult time spotting us; the shadow that the giant tree casted toward this specific place made it a perfect hideout.

We both held a bated breath each and every second the blond was inside the Cove. Heather was thankful that she didn't explore it, but instead decided to sit on a rock, as if she was waiting someone. Still, the shrinking noise she was doing by using a rock to sharpen her axe was not helping her and I relax.

Meanwhile…

Hiccup reached the village in record time. Although he was sweating and panting, he didn't stop, and continued going toward the Forge. While he was caring little that someone saw him, he was thankful that no was on the street; the passed out Vikings didn't count. He quickly reached the door and opened it.

But his panted breathing hitched the moment his eyes fell on his mentor, asleep in a chair with his mug-prosthesis attached. He had paled when Gobber admonished him because of the noise he did from opening the door the last time. Hiccup sighed in relief when he craned his neck and saw that Gobber didn't open his eyes this time, meaning the Viking didn't wake up, and quickly considered that the burly man would have reprimand anyone that had open the door the way he did.

He slithered through the Forge, mindful of not awaking Gobber. His face turned from a worried one to a gleeful one when he managed to step inside his workshop successfully. He looked around, glancing to the numerous drawings pawned at the wall. He released a longing sigh while he collected any drawings he did from after he met Toothless-in other words: drawings that weren't a dragon killing machine-and stored them inside the basket he had readied the day before. He slowly left the workshop, savoring what would be his last memories of the place, and slowly walked through the Forge.

His nose finally picked the disgusting smell of alcohol, and he didn't have to glance around to know that Gobber was the source of such dreadful smell. He stopped at the door of the Forge and looked back. He tenderly watched the blacksmith's chest rise and fall smoothly as he was asleep. Unfortunately his mind realized that he was looking to who would soon become his ci-devant mentor the moment he left Berk.

Unlike his travel toward the village, his walk toward the Cove was slow and a bit mournful. He began to think of all the things he would leave behind: Gobber's sarcastic remark, the jokes they would exchange to one another, as well as the teasing. He would never see the blacksmith again, or Astrid, or his father, or anything about Berk.

He was never accepted here, and now Hiccup knew, for sure, that he would never be.

He would never see his father again… it saddened him that he didn't have many good memories to remember of him, even though he knew that deep down his father loved him. He had thought of leaving a note to his father, or even faking his death, but eventually decided against it. He didn't want the great Stoick the Vast hunting him down through the Archipelago or mourning again.

So he decided that he would simply vanish, leaving no trace of his intentions. He figured that his father would search for him, but wouldn't go beyond Berk, and while he would probably mourn his loss, a part of him hoped that Stoick wouldn't give up on him, that he wouldn't proclaim him dead the moment the vast man realized it was futile to send search parties.

Or that he would throw a party to celebrate his mysterious departure, and would keep moving on as if he never had Hiccup in the first place.

Hiccup really hoped that this wasn't the case, and a small voice inside his head told him that it wouldn't in fact.

He came out of his thoughts when the familiar sight of the Cove's cliff came to his vision. He swiftly walked through its narrow entrance. Even though he was carrying a heavy basket, as it contained some leather, metal and tools to fix Toothless' tail in case of an emergency, he didn't stumble when descending into the Cove.

He was slightly confused when he noticed that his black scaly friend and human friend were nowhere in sight. "Bud, where are you? Come on out," he called, failing to notice the blond sitting on a rock before him.

The shrink she did startled Hiccup greatly, and he jumped like a frightened bunny, the basket he had been carrying dropping to the ground, while a loud yelp escaped his mouth. "Astrid? What the heck?" he asked.

Astrid, ignoring his question, leaped from the rock and started approaching him. "You've been keeping secrets Haddock, from everyone" she accused while pointing her axe at him. He gulped, his hands shaking slightly as he extended them before him, in a matter that desperately said: 'Let's all calm down and speak as civilized people'.
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"No one gets as good as you did, especially you," she added venomously. Hiccup felt his heart being crushed at those words, as it was clear that nothing would change Astrid's vision about him. It ached even more because he loved her, or so he thought, no matter what she told him. His insides grew cold, but Astrid, the ever oblivious one, didn't notice his gaze harden.

"Start talking," she barked, "Are you training with someone? Is this why you're here? And who is this 'bud' of yours?" she pressed one, although slowly noticing that Hiccup was no longer stumbling away from her. "Answer me," she ordered after Hiccup kept unusually silent.

"Why should I?"

She stopped, feeling confused. 'Did Hiccup just challenge me?' she mentally pondered. She did notice that something seemed amiss with his tone, but she couldn't point out what exactly. A part of her was telling her to remember something important, but, since she couldn't, she brushed this nagging feeling aside.

"Are you training with someone?" she pressed again, her axe dangerously close to his neck. Curiously though, he didn't even flinch when the metal touched his skin. "It better not involve this," she added while pointing with the axe to his riding vest. Of course she didn't know that this was a riding vest, so she easily brushed aside the odd leather vestment as one of Hiccup's invention.

"Why do you care?" he asked coldly while brushing aside the blade of her axe. "Oh no, don't answer that, because I already know why. You only care because the cursed Useless beat Berk's prodigy in Dragon Training," he hissed while narrowing his eyes. Astrid felt an uneasiness growing in her stomach, and that nagging feeling grow stronger with each word he spoke.

"You're just like everyone else. I could kill a Night Fury and you would still see me as a weak, scrawny excuse of a Viking," he added, while managing to make Astrid stumble backwards as he pointed his finger at her. "You don't truly care about me. In fact you never did!" he shouted, making Astrid's part that cared about him feel like it was being speared a thousand times.

"So tell me. Why should I tell you anything when you didn't even have the guts of telling me you knew… who made your axe?" he asked with a cold gentleness. She stiffed, recalling the day Heather told her this. She briefly pondered who had told him that she knew, but decided it was meaningless to ponder that at this moment.

That nagging feeling finally stopped when her mind finally remembered what it had to. She paled, as she recognized that coldness of Hiccup's voice being eerily similar to the tone he used when he lost his mind after she lashed out at him. She saw Hiccup's cold, lifeless glare at her and did the only thing that she thought it would get him out of it.

She punched him, straight in the face.

Hiccup's vision was red; he could barely see anything. Unlike most times he was fully aware that he was about to lose his mind, and that the outcome could probably be horrendous, especially considering Astrid was armed. The punch she gave him snapped him out of his trance for only a short time.

His vision was about to redden again when he heard a rustling coming from the other side of the cove. His sight immediately cleared as he paled; his worries quickly switching to what would happen if Astrid spotted Toothless. He was barely aware of the excruciating pain on his cheek, and the bruise that it would form. "N-never mind my questions. J-just leave," he said, although the stutter and the timid tone was a far cry from his previous cold, angry tone.

Astrid barely had time to sigh in relief, as Hiccup was no longer going to lose his mind and lash out at her. She quickly turned around and scanned the area, both her hands gripping her axe tightly and her postured ready to fight off an animal. Once again she ignored what Hiccup said.

"Just leave Astrid," he pleaded, "I'll tell you everything, b-but you have t-to leave now," he added, his voice sounding desperate. She noticed that he was frantically looking behind his shoulder, as if expecting something horrible to appear from the other side of the cove.

"You can take me," he blurted out, although secretly hoping that she wouldn't do said thing, "I'm through with the lies," that was true, although he had no intention of saying the truth to her, or anyone. "I've been working on a new project," she shot him a look of disbelief directed at his clothes "A-and this is part of it," he said, tugging the riding vest.

He placed a hand on her shoulder, gently applying some force on it as if it would make Astrid turn and leave, even if that meant dragging him as well; anything as long as she didn't discover Toothless.

Unfortunately, he asked too much when he thought that anything would be better than Astrid discovering his scaly friend. Her hand ripped his from her shoulder with a death grip, thus making him yelp in pain. Moreover, she also punched him in the gut, hard, making him fall to the ground breathless. "Why…would you…do that?" he asked breathless, while his hands were clenching tightly his bruised abdomen.

"That's for the lies…and everything else," she said, her eyes briefly stopping scanning the area to look at him. However, she quickly looked up when a low growl came from the same place the rustling did. Her eyes widened and the blood left her face when she saw a black dragon coming directly at her.
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Heather had been holding off Toothless the moment Hiccup and Astrid began arguing. She had told him to make some noise when she saw Hiccup's furious state and that he was about to blow up. She was thankful, although also mad, that Astrid punched him; otherwise they would have a hard time calming him down.

She however didn't hold off the black dragon when she punched him in the gut, hard, and offered a lame explanation. Instead, she even leaned on Toothless' head and whispered: "Go get her." While she was aware that Toothless would not (probably) kill Astrid, she wanted the blond to be scared as a punishment for hurting Hiccup.

Astrid turned, and paled as she spotted a black, scaled and winged creature. Due to its unique anatomy she had no doubts that, not only it was a dragon, but what kind of dragon it was.  
>"Night Fury..." she whispered, her hands unconsciously holding tighter her axe. All the discussion she just had with Hiccup was forgotten the moment her protective instincts kicked in. She would not allow this infuriating boy to die.<p>

They still needed to talk about the axe.

"Get down!" she yelled before tackling him to the ground. A yelp escaped his mouth when his back reached the ground while the dragon advanced jumped above them, missing the pair by just mere inches.

"Go! Get help, anything. I'll deal with this dragon," she said as she stood and took a battle stance. The dragon had already turned around and was ready to pounce on her. She knew that the chances of coming out alive from fighting a Night Fury were pretty much non-existent, let alone winning a fight against one.

Both Astrid's and Heather's eyes widened when Hiccup tackled the blond warrior; Toothless missing her by an inch. He quickly disarmed her and tossed the axe aside, before putting his hands on Toothless' head. "Stop both of you!" he ordered.

Her mouth started gaping when she heard the boy speak, while all of her muscles were frozen. She couldn't believe two simple, yet illogical things: Hiccup had disarmed her, thus leaving them vulnerable to the dragon; and he was holding his head as if stopping the creature from attacking them, or more specifically, her.

"Hiccup..." she whispered, afraid that if her voice was louder the dragon would eat Hiccup's hands. "There is a Night Fury behind you," she added, her face clearly saying what she didn't voice out loud: 'are you nuts?'

She could have sworn that Hiccup physically resisted doing an eye's roll this instant. His face clearly showed disbelief, though unbeknown to her, it was from what she said rather than the fact that she just said.

"Really?" he asked in disbelief, "I didn't know. I thought I was holding back an overgrown kitty," he answered while infuriating her. His sarcasm was one of the few things that could get under her skin so quickly. To her though this happened with pretty much everyone in the village, the Chief included.

Toothless huffed, clearly not happy of being compared to those furry pests. He glared at Hiccup ferociously, but didn't do anything. He could get his revenge later, but right now he was focused on the blond Viking before them.

"This is not the time to joke Hiccup," she snarled. She took a deep breath and shook slightly her head. Dealing with Hiccup was not the matter right this moment; dealing with the Night Fury was.

"He won't attack us," he said, ignoring her comment. To prove his statement Hiccup let go of Toothless' head, and the dragon just sat on the ground. While his posture was not a battle stance, his eyes were slits, as if he was ready to pounce on her if she did anything abrupt.

"Are you fucking kidding me?" she huffed indignantly, her voice no longer a whisper. She couldn't believe that Hiccup was foolish enough to believe on this.

"No, I am not," he answered with a serious face she had never seen before. "You just scared him," he added, making Toothless look at him incredulously. Nothing scared him, and certainly a blond Viking with temperamental issues was included in his 'nothing' list.

"I scared him?" Astrid asked. She didn't know if she should take pride on the fact that she, apparently, scared a Night Fury, or be indignant that Hiccup was saying such absurd. Given the dragon's nature she was leaning toward the later.

She didn't dwell on this thought much longer because a question suddenly popped on her mind. With narrowed eyes she asked him, her voice dangerously low:

"Who is him?"

Hiccup had been relatively calm so far. Neither was on each other's throats and she was listening so far. But when she asked who Toothless was, he knew that, given how low her voice was, his luck had run out.

With shaking hands he introduced them to each other. "Err, Astrid, this is Toothless, the Night Fury," he turned slight his head, so he could see his dragon through the corner of his eye. "Toothless, this is Astrid. She's a… friend," he said.
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I growled quietly. Who was Hiccup trying to fool? It was clear that this Astrid was not a friend, neither to me, nor to him, if the stories he told me these days were true. I huffed, making smoke come out of my nostrils, so she understood crystal clear that i was not to be thrilled with.
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'Toothless... He named the frigging dragon?!' her mind screamed. Suddenly everything clicked in, as if she finally got the last piece of the puzzle: Hiccup's disappearance to the forest, his sudden improvement on Dragon Training, his attitude showing he was keeping a secret from everyone.

Who his 'bud' really was.

.

Hiccup was hiding a Night Fury.

.

.

Astrid felt dizzy that moment. She couldn't believe even though it was true. Hiccup was hiding a dragon, a Night Fury no less. 'But, that's not possible. Dragons always go for the kill,' she thought, but her sight betrayed her thoughts, and everything she was taught about them. The Night Fury was not killing them. Instead, it was sitting on the ground, glaring at her.

When she had decided to follow him never, even in her wildest dreams, she would have thought that Hiccup, the epitome of clumsiness, was hiding a Night Fury. When she recovered her sense Astrid realized that this was bigger than she had thought.

And when things are too big to be single-handed there is only one person to turn to...  
>"Stoick needs to know this..." she mumbled to herself when she realized this. Hiccup began sweating cold, although she didn't notice that, and Toothless could sense his rider's heartbeat quickening. "You're so screwed," she added, before making a run to the cove's entrance.<p>

"Dadada, we're dead," Hiccup said. He turned just in time to see Toothless walking away, while Heather was approaching them. "Heyheyhey, where do you think you're going? You did this mess," he accused, pointing a finger to the Night Fury.

"Actually..." Heather sheepishly said as she neared Hiccup, "I let him go," she added. Hiccup angrily looked at her and opened his mouth, but was interrupted before he could speak anything "She had hit you!" she exclaimed, waving her arms incredulously, "Neither of us would let her go unpunished after that," she mumbled.

Hiccup's expression softened, as he noticed Heather had an apologetic look. "Look..." he said after running his hand through his hair, "I appreciate the concern, but I could have handed the situation alone... And now she's going to rattle us to my father."

Heather looked at him with a puzzle face. "So what? We're still leaving. If we leave now, we'll be long gone before they arrive." She grabbed one of the satchels Hiccup brought. "Come on, let's pack up..."

She never finished her phrase because suddenly Hiccup shouted. "NO." With a furious face that made Heather flinch. "I am not leaving Berk so my father will hunt us down later," he added. "Toothless," he called with a cold voice, making the dragon look at him somewhat afraid. "We're going after her. You"- he pointed at her-"wait here. We'll be back."

And with that he hopped on his dragon and they quickly took off. Heather only came out of her shock once she could no longer hear the flapping of Toothless' wings in the air. She sighed in defeat, and felt a bit afraid of what Hiccup would do. She had seen him that angry only once, and in the end he nearly killed Astrid. She just hoped that her mistakes and jealousy wouldn't cause the blonde's demise.

Since she didn't know how long they would take to return, she made a small campfire and grabbed a pair of fur blankets. The air was chilly and cold, despite today being sunny. She sat down and waited for Hiccup's return. It wasn't like he would leave her behind, and even if he wanted to just to protect her, he would need to return to grab the things he packed.
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Hiccup and I scanned the ground, looking out for the vanished Viking. To be honest I was still scared of the tone he used to call me back at the cove, and I could sense he was both angry and afraid. But, above all, he was determined, although to do what I didn't know. Since I had been near that blond Viking for awhile, I knew her smell, and easily traced it after we took off.  
>I just hoped that my rider won't be the end of her.<p>
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Astrid never ran as fast as she was running right now. She didn't even register the fact that she had left her axe, the axe that Hiccup crafted for her, back at the cove. Telling Stoick what his son have been up to was more important. She was panting not only because she was frenetically running, but also because she was afraid and nervous. Hiccup had been almost as pissed as he had been when they had fought the Timberjack, and now that she was going to rattle him she didn't know if he would be that pissed again.

She would have paled the moment her ears caught the sound of flapping wings, had her skin not been flushed from running non-stop, drops of sweat covering all her body despite the cold air of the forest.

She ducked behind a tree when she saw a black blur through the corner of her eye fly by her left. When she peeked out and did not see any black dragons, she began running again. It wasn't long after this that a black blur shot through again, although this time in front of her.  
>She abruptly skidded to a stop and was about to turn when she heard that noise again, this time dangerously loud and coming from behind. She instinctively vaulted over a fallen tree, and barely saw the black blur fly above her. When she mustered enough courage she glanced at the sky, her eyes searching for any black dragon flying around.<p>

She was shaking badly, her heart was beating as fast as a Gronckle's wing, and the paleness of her fear finally won against the flushness of her running. She was as white as a boat's sail, and, although she would never admit, she was downright terrified.

She had no doubts. The dragon truly was after her.

Fueled no longer by determination, but by fear, she resumed her running toward the village, if possible faster than before. Right now she was only concerned about living, and having Vikings beside her would increase the odds of coming out alive from confronting the Night Fury. The dragon might be legendary, but she thought that (hopefully) a Viking tribe would be able to fight it.

She never reached the village though, because of a mistake a warrior like her would have never done when being pursued. Instead of vaulting over this second fallen tree she decided to jump on top of it to gain some momentum. The only thing she could see when as she was briefly in the air was the black dragon coming right at her, his claws open, probably ready to snatch her.

She knew she couldn't do anything, and silently prayed for Odin, asking forgiveness for failing her tribe because of a stupid mistake. Her hands instinctively went in front of her face as she closed her eyes, all this before the dragon grabbed her.
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She let out a strangled cry when the dragon's claws grabber her arm. Astrid felt her muscles scream in pain, and considered herself lucky that her arm didn't dislodge from her shoulder, although she guessed that if she didn't hold onto the dragon's leg, this would quickly happened.

Her free hand tried to hold onto its leg, but the smooth scales were proving this to be a difficult task. When she finally managed to get a grip, thus relaxing the tension in her trapped arm, she dared to open her eyes.

It was a terrible mistake.

She hated being wrong. It was a trail that all Vikings shared. But, of all the things she could have been wrong, she had to be wrong about what would have been the scariest moment of her life. Until now she thought that it had been hearing the dragon's wings flapping so close that she could have sworn she could have heard the dragon breathing.

But no, she had to be as misfortune as anyone that crossed Hiccup's path during a raid. Seeing the dragon quickly getting farther from the ground, with her in his claws, was definitely the scariest thing she have seen so far, and would probably be for the rest of her life.

And she did the only thing someone would do in this situation.

She screamed as loud as possible.

007

007

Once the initial shock of being kidnapped by a dragon was over, Astrid unintelligible yells became understandable. "Odin's ghost, I'm done! I'll die by the hands of a drag-" she yelped, abruptly cutting her shouts when Toothless roughly avoided a tree. "...forgive me for failing my village..." she finished with a defeated voice.

She cried out when Toothless suddenly dropped her. Out of instinct she grabbed the first branch she managed to, thus stopping her from falling. Her grip on the weak branch tightened when Toothless landed on the top of the tree, making it bend due to his weight.

For the first time she could properly see the dragon that kidnapped her, and deathly glared at it. Her glare, however, turned to surprise when she noticed the straps of a saddle around its slender body. Her eyes soon followed the straps until they landed on the boy hopped on the dragon. Her eyebrows shot up as her eyes, full of shock and disbelief, widened. "You gotta be fucking kidding me," she mumbled, seething that Hiccup was responsible for the scariest moment of her life.

"Seems like I have, since you've been saying that a lot lately…" was his remark

"You get me down from here," she ordered him, ignoring what he said, but not getting any response from him. She was surprised that he didn't even flinch at her harsh tone. She faintly heard a crack and her only source of support slightly bending down. "Right now," she added, her voice fierce, but letting out some of her desperation.

"Only if you listen to me," he replied with an even, inviting voice. He would rescue her if she fell, no matter if she would listen to him or not, but she didn't need to know this right now. He refused to believe that Astrid would be so narrow-minded. It was almost a painful idea for him to bear.

"I won't listen to anything you have to say,"- another crack "now you get me down right now or I'll gut you and make you drink your own blood," she threatened, although her voice was quickly losing its fierceness as desperation, and fear, kicked in. She was too young to die; she had to regain her family's honor, defend her village, and avenge her Uncle. She couldn't die now, even less because of Hiccup.

"Have you ever listened?" he scoffed while raising his voice. "Stop being narrow minded Astrid; you're in no position to demand anything. Just look down!" he harshly added, making Astrid feel very conscious of her situation. When she didn't say anything he added, his voice quieter and less angry than before "If you don't want to listen then, at least let me show you." He extended his hand to her and looked at her with an earnest expression.

Somehow, she could see a pained expression concealed behind his eyes. She didn't dwell on it much, though, because her pride was hurt, mainly because both were aware of her situation, and she was very pissed at him. It wasn't everyday that someone could put her in a defensive position, even less make her begrudgingly do anything, like hopping on the back of a dragon.

Climbing the branch she had been holding onto was easier since Toothless stopped moving and making the tree wave around. Hiccup's face brightened when he realized that Astrid would give him a chance, even though he knew it was begrudgingly.

He offered her a hand to help hop onto Toothless but she harshly shoved it aside. "I'm not some fragile lady in distress," she said, earning a growl from Toothless. She glared at the dragon, unwilling to go soft again and suddenly feeling brave enough to do so, since her life was no longer on his paws, at least not entirely as it was just a second ago.

She missed, however, Hiccup mumbling "You were a second ago" amusedly.

She quickly hopped on Toothless back, feeling very relieved that her life was no longer a branch away from ending. She scanned her surroundings and, much to her dismay, realized that there were only two places she could hold herself: Hiccup or the sides of the saddle.  
>She decided to hold into the later, since it was likely that her mind would make her either throw Hiccup off the dragon or squeeze him to death.<p>

"Okay I did what you said. Now get me down," she ordered, before adding in a whisper "unless you want to be squeezed to death," she added, burying her fears underneath her fierceness. She couldn't see his face, but was pretty sure that he paled after hearing this; her threats, after all, were rarely empty and, even though he was in an empowering position, he was completely defenseless from being squeezed as she said.

Toothless growled quietly as he clearly heard the blonde's threat to his rider. "Toothless, let's go down. Gently, may I add. After all, we do have a passenger," Hiccup instructed as he leaned closer to his dragon's head. Toothless didn't know if he had been sarcastic at the last sentence, but given Hiccup's nervously, he guessed that he wasn't.

A part of Hiccup cheered inside when he noticed Toothless looking back at him with a grin and mischievous eyes, while another part erupted in panic at how Astrid would slowly mangle him to death when Toothless finishes with whatever he was planning to do. He gulped when Toothless opened his wings "Shit..." he mumbled, before turning to Astrid with a smile plastered on his face, desperately concealing his panic."See...there's nothing to be afraid-" he never finished speaking because Toothless had abruptly taken of, and he found Astrid holding onto him with a death grip that took out every inch of air his lungs had.

It didn't help that he was slowly being deafened by Astrid's panicked and scared yell.

The first thing Hiccup thought was that he would be squeezed to death, as she had threatened earlier, while Toothless ascended. Luckily for him the dragon's ascension made hard for the blonde to hold on tightly on him, therefore leaving enough room for him to breathe.

However he was also puzzled. Somehow Toothless was flying while barely being hindered by Hiccup's shifting of his prosthetic tail. When Toothless stopped ascending, and was idle in mid-air for a brief moment Hiccup felt relieved, thinking that Toothless was finished terrorizing Astrid.

He was very, very wrong.

As they slowly began falling Hiccup noticed that Toothless had folded his wings, and by the look his dragon gave him he was utterly unconcerned about this. "Stubborn dragon," Hiccup muttered right as they began free falling. Hiccup mentally slapped himself, as he felt stupid that he didn't foresee Toothless using his most daring ability to scare her: free falling.

Ad they fell Hiccup prayed to the Gods that, should he come out alive from his situation, he would not be deaf. He didn't mind hearing an earful from Astrid, or anyone, as long as he could still listen.

Toothless pulled from the fall just above the ocean, sending spraying water to them. He turned his head to look at Astrid but only found her head buried on his back and her eyes closed. "He's not usually like this, he'll calm down soon enough," he spoke, trying to reassure her. When he turned his head, and noticed Toothless twisting his body he added "I spoke too soon," mumbling before Toothless dived into the ocean.

Astrid coughed hard when Toothless jumped out of the freezing water. Her lungs were burning with the unexpected inhaling of water and her eyes were wide open in alert. Luckily for her, because they were open she could see the dragon doing another dive, and this time managed to hold her breath when Toothless dived again. After the fifth time she could hear Hiccup angrily complaining. "Toothless, what's wrong with you? You're supposed to make her like us, not drown us all, brainless salamander."

The next thing she heard was the sound of a slap and silence.

As Toothless ascended, building some distance between them and the ocean, Hiccup realized what the next thing that his dragon would do was. "Sure bud, let's do some spinning. Why not fly us through hovering fireballs after this?" he spoke with his sarcasm, and thankful that he didn't eat anything otherwise the saddle would be in dire need of eating.

Astrid buried her face against his back again as the spinning made her dizzy. "I'm sorry, Gods I'm sorry, but please just make it stop. I don't want to die today," she said with a cracked and quavering voice. Hiccup would have thought that it was because of the cold, but somehow he knew that she was genuinely scared. His heart felt heavy after hearing this. He didn't want to reduce her to a frightened child alone in the forest.

"Please bud... Stop with it," he spoke, defeated, in a last attempt to be heard by his dragon.  
>Whether it was Astrid's apology, his tone or both that stopped Toothless he would never know.<p>

The Night Fury opened his wings, abruptly stopping their spinning. Astrid let out a weak yelp, feeling tired and drained from flying around. She sighed in relief when she noticed that the flight took a calm pacing, and tried to even her breathing so her heart wouldn't be beating as fast as a Gronckle's wing.


	28. The More Romantic Flight

_**AN: Hello my friends, and apologies for the delay (probably almost all of you will be reading this on Monday). I went to a friend's house saturday and forgot to upload this chapter Friday, so here I am, past midnight, putting it up for you. Slightly longer than usual chapter as an apology.**_

**_ANII: On a second note, I found the reason FF bugged. HA I WIN, TECHNOLOGY. WHAT IS YOUR NEXT TRICK NOW?_**

_**AnywaY... onto the review response:**_

_**Djberneman: I think you meant to say 'loose ends', but yes, maybe he should have. But we know that won't happen, not in this story.**_

_**CrazyCartoonistOtaku: Thanks, I'm very happy that you loved it. And I agree, there is such thing as too much pride, but, that's how I see Astrid until after the flight. And what? I could never be guilty ''puppy eyes''**_

_**Cottonmouth25: Already fixed that. It was, for a weird reason, a glitch in FF's formatting, since it was only the last few paragraphs that were doing this.**_

_**Nick Tanico: FF messing with me again, now it is fixed. I hope you enjoy how I wrote the flight, especially since htis part that shows more difference with the usual writings. I look forward to read your opinion.**_

_**thearizona: Thanks ^-^, and it is only I that find funny that his keyring is not an American tank? And regarding this story, thanks again. One of my biggest motivators is to make these events seem fresh, without loosing their identity and familiarity with us.**_

_**White Hunter: Many more changes on the second part of the flight. I hope you enjoy them as well.**_

_**T-Biggz: yeah, FF decided to prank me like Tuffnut would. I already fixed that. And really? I didn' expect to stirr this sort of reaction, both of them (be sure i'll remember it when I write this scene on Echoes, which is where you'll be happy because Hiccup runs away).**_

_**Noctus Fury: I think most of your questions will be answered in this chapter. And yes, jealous Heather is something I loved to write, and loved too to read. And don't worry, she'll become. She is just being more stubborn than usual. And yes, I always believed she had a death wish until after the Frightmare episode. I think that it was then that she realized how much she had to lose if she kept risking herself like this. Unfortunately, took a lot longer for Hiccup to realize the same.**_

_**SpicedGold: Well, I must admit I'm a bit unhappy I did not match the movie's atmosphere in your opinion, especially since it matters so much to me. On the other hand, I rejoice a little in knowing that I managed to get it as intense and amusing as I had wanted. And your pouting is adorable darling.**_

_**Without further ado:**_

**xxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxx**

Hiccup patted his dragon's head, thankful that Toothless stopped with his craziness. He placed his hand on Astrid's, which was tightly holding his waist, to let her know it was safe to unbury her face from his back-he had no doubt it would be sore later-and noticed that they were shaking. The little anger that was still inside his heart all but left after this and regret filled in the empty space. "Astrid... Astrid, it's okay. You can open your eyes now," he said with a gentle voice.

She felt an odd comfort when he patted her hand, which was a weird sensation to her. She didn't feel comfort, even less around Hiccup. But something, either in his voice or his touch, eased her inner fears. Hesitantly, she slowly opened one of her eyes, only to open the other quickly after she saw a breathtaking scenario before her.

.

.

Had it been any other situation she would have blushed deeply and scolded fiercely herself for letting such feminine gasp escape her lips.

.

Hiccup only paid attention to her gaps because, to him, it meant that she was seeing the same amazing and beautiful scenario that he and Toothless were. The sun was almost casting, and was shining out an orange light on the horizon. The clouds before them were a beautiful mix of orange and red that only the sunset could create. The ocean was calm, and, because of this, it perfectly mirrored the sky, creating one of the best sunsets Hiccup has ever seen.

"This...this is beautiful," she said breathlessly. Due to her hard and constant training Astrid was hardly someone that stopped to gaze at little things, even more to look at what she took for granted, just like the Vikings in general did. But right now she couldn't deny the view before her, and a small part felt sad but also curious to see what she missed all those years.

"It is indeed," Hiccup agreed with a huge smile on his lips, even though Astrid couldn't see. Unlike her Hiccup never took for granted anything, and always watched with endless curiosity and awe at everything around him. As a matter of fact, one of the main reasons he knew how to, and proficiently sketched, was to register every small detail, every beautiful sunset, every happy expression that passed through his harsh and lonely life.

He could vividly remember his first flight with Toothless. It had been, after all, the day he discovered what the Vikings were missing from the world: the breathtaking views, the amazing feeling of flying, to lose all ties with the ground. He had no doubts that Astrid now could see what he saw days ago: flying on the back of a dragon was the true meaning of freedom. He believed that, riding Toothless, he could go beyond even the edge of the world.

"It's unbelievable..." she said after a moment of silence. The gentle, cold breeze passed through them as Toothless kept gliding, and occasionally beating his wings once or twice to maintain their altitude. "Were we really losing this"- she gestured around, which it would have seemed vague but Hiccup understood what she wanted to mean-"all this time?" she asked. She didn't see the dragons as mindless beasts anymore. She honestly couldn't believe that such creature blessed with this sight everyday could be heartless and cruel. She still didn't see they as friendly as Hiccup saw, but was slowly warming up to the idea.

"Yeah..." he answered with his head slightly turned so he could see her; "it's hard to believe that no one thought of befriending them before." He suddenly grew silent, making Astrid wonder why. She could see as he still had his head partially turned, that he was deep in thoughts.

She was about to ask what he was thinking when he spoke up, his voice less enthusiastic than before. "I mean... Mom did think that there was more to them than what we are taught..." he paused, then added a bit more quietly "but I don't think she went as far as befriending a Night Fury," he joked, though Astrid could see that it wasn't a heartfelt joke.

She warmly wrapped her arms around his waist and snuggled her chin in his shoulder. If he felt pain when her spiked skirt was pressed against his back he didn't show. She didn't mind that her position was a bit too intimate for someone that had been about to gut and make him drink his blood, but it felt unexplainably right to do so.

He sighed, although Astrid couldn't know if it was a longing sigh or a comfortable one.

"It's amazing..." she said. Words were not her strong side, and this was the best she could think at the moment. "You're amazing Hiccup... To see this"- she removed her hand to gesture to Toothless-"is something only someone like you could do," she added, not fully conscious of what she was talking. When her words fully hit her mind she blushed, feeling slightly shy and self-conscious of her words. She was thankful that Hiccup couldn't see her.

"Thanks..." he said and she could see the corner of his mouth slightly upwards."But...to give you credit I wasn't the only one to see it was I?" he pointed out, making her realized that she, too, could see this.

The sky suddenly started glowing, and Hiccup nudged Toothless to ascend from the clouds. Their clothes were still wet from Toothless' mad flying and, because of this, both of them felt cold when they flew above the clouds. The air was colder, and the wind was stronger, but neither of this mattered to them when their eyes finally saw what was the glowing.

"Arvindale's fire...?" Astrid mumbled, feeling an uneasy feeling settling on her stomach. It wasn't right; Arvindale's fire wasn't due until for another year. Not only that, but if it have arrived then it meant the Flightmare also would. Berk was going to fight it, the creature behind her fierce training, and here she was flying on the back of a dragon...

That thought brought up a question that made her fear what would happen in the near future. She opened her mouth to ask Hiccup, but he spoke before her. "It's not Arvindale's fire...or at least I think it isn't," he commented, leaving Astrid confused. He must have sensed her confusion, or expected it because he quickly added. "Arvindale's fire is more of a pale blue, while this glow is green like grass. And," he pointed his finger to the village-" you see how this glowing is not passing through Berk? From what I know Arvindale's fire always passed directly above from it," he explained, making Astrid's uneasiness lower.

Still, her fear wasn't entirely gone... "I just hope this means it won't appear now..." she added with a slightly fearful tone. Hiccup hummed in agreement, mostly because he didn't want to meet the dragon while flying Toothless. They still had little experience from flying together, and had no idea if the dragon would be hostile to either him or the Night Fury.

Hiccup, preventively, nudged Toothless to fly farther from Berk, mostly because he didn't want to be around to see if the Flightmare would come rather than fear from being spotted because the glowing gave away their position.

"Hiccup..." she called, remembering the question she was about to ask when he explained why the sky was glowing a year earlier."What are you going to do? I mean...you do have your final exam, and you know you'll have to kill a dragon..." she said as anxiety flowed through. 'What was he going to do? Show them Toothless? Kill the dragon? Run away...?' were the questions ringing her head.

"I..." he spoke but hesitated. He didn't know if he should tell her he had planned to leave Berk, and honestly didn't know if he still wanted to do so. He had expected to only silence her, not to suddenly see the soft side she hid all those years, and even less to be praised. He felt conflicted, unsure of what he should do. As if to only make the situation his mind reminded him that Heather was probably still waiting for him to return. What he would tell her? Was the main question, and he didn't know how to answer.

Unfortunately, or fortunately for him, Toothless suddenly jerked and let out a low growl, starling both riders. Hiccup eyed him with wide eyes, worried about his friend's sudden change in his behavior. "Bud, what's wrong?" he asked and looked around. Fog surrounded them, and he realized then that they had filed too far from Berk. "Bud...let's go home, we shouldn't be that far from Berk," he spoke again while patting Toothless head but, much to his surprise his dragon jerked away from his head and warbled, as if he was trying to tell Hiccup something.

"You want to show us something...?" he asked, although more to himself. It was the only explanation he could come up with that could be behind Toothless' odd behavior. His concern regarding the Night Fury was so big at the moment that he didn't notice Astrid tightly clinging onto him until when he felt breathless. "Astrid...would you mind..." he rasped while urgently patting her hands.

She gasped and eased her grip on him. "Sorry... It's just that..." she faltered, hesitant to admit that fearless Astrid Hofferson had just been scared-"that I think we are in Hellheim's Gate," she whispered, increasing Hiccup's uneasiness.

It was then that he realized why he felt uneasy. Moreover he realized what Toothless was going to show them..."The dragon's nest," he mumbled in shock. They were heading to unknown lands and even though he fully trusted Toothless to not bring them to harm's way he felt scared at the moment.

Because of this he couldn't even fathom that Astrid was ten times more scared than him. He looked around in alert, taking in what little details he managed to see through the clouds, when he noticed a shadow closing on them. "Get down," he ordered while leaning on Toothless so he would be less visible, and Astrid did the same.

.

.

She was too scared to realize how tightly pressed their bodies were.

.

Hiccup's breathing hitched when multiple dragons became visible. He visibly swallowed, praying that whatever Toothless wanted to show him wouldn't get them killed. He was aware of Astrid lightly shaking behind him, and that, luckily, none of the dragons seemed to have noticed two humans riding a Night Fury.

"Hiccup...what is this on their talons?" Astrid asked in a whisper. He subtly nudged Toothless near a dragon so he could see what they were carrying and paled when he managed to get a clear sight of it. He looked around and noticed that all the dragons flying near them were carrying animals and fishes on their talons and claws…

"They're hauling in their kills..." he mumbled in shocked realization. He turned to look at Astrid worried, "I think we are going to the Nest," he added, although by then he was pretty sure that they were heading to the Nest. But that wasn't his biggest worry. He was more worried about what would happen to Toothless and Astrid if the other dragons spotted them. After all it wasn't like a Night Fury would carry its prizes on his back rather than in his claws.

He nudged Toothless away when his eyes caught a Zippleback warily eyeing him and the heads growling to one another. He thought this moment that they had been, but thankfully his dragon's growl silenced the Zippleback, and it apparently lost its interest on the small Viking.

"What does that makes us then?" she asked with a quavering tone once they were far enough from the Zippleback. She wasn't thinking anymore; all she knew was that she was on the back of a dragon, heading toward their nest and was surrounded by other dragons hauling in their kill. As she didn't want to presume anything she settled on looking up to Hiccup.

"That does not makes us his kills…" he replied a bit harshly, "Toothless would never do that," he reasoned, speaking more softly when he noticed through the corner of his eyes Astrid's fearful face. He sensed that she didn't entirely believe on him so, despite making him feel bad, he added: "Besides Toothless need us to fly him…" Fortunately for him this eased Astrid a little as he noticed some of her apprehension leave her.
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I ducked, and faintly noticed one of the pups in my back letting out a small yelp because of my abrupt action. However I didn't care about it, as I was more focused on what was awaiting us inside the mountain. There was a reason the dragons feared it, and it was the same reason why the Vikings feared Hellheim's gate: It inspired fear, even among the fiercest dragons.

But unlike the Vikings we were not frightened by dense smoke and growls of Hellheim's gate. No, what truly scared us was the mountainous being residing within these rocks, basking itself in the warmth of lava whilst being forever hungry. This being was the fear of every dragon in this corner of the Archipelago… because of her calls.

I could feel her call, her subtle grip trying to steer my mind into doing her bidding. Luckily, although each time she pulled me by using her voice my pride got hurt, every time she managed to do so I panicked, managing to get a grasp on my mind once again- although with my pride hurt-and somehow all of this kept happening without alerting the hatchlings on me. It was unnerving how they seemed oblivious of my inner conflict, but also soothing. They needn't to worry about this, as I could feel them scared and worried enough for being near our nest.

I could have turned away, flown back to my little one's village. I would have faced some resistance, but there were days where I managed to escape a much stronger grasp she had in my mind. I didn't turn back, though, because they needed to see, they needed to understand why we stole their animals, their livestock, why we attacked their homes, and why we were desperate enough to risk our lives for such foolishness.

007

Hiccup and Astrid could see a glowing red light coming from the dark caves, giving it an eerily feeling as it cast horrific shadows on the dark rocks. Toothless entered a lower cave, with just a few dragons choosing the same path, such as Nightmares, Whispering Deaths and other not so common dragons. The majority flied through a bigger tunnel on top of this one.

"Get down," he whispered to Astrid when he felt rocks lightly scratching the hair of his head as Toothless flied through the tunnel. Given Toothless' speed he knew that they could be severely injure if either of them scratched their skins on the rocks of this volcano, not to mention that he had a feeling that bleeding in a area full of dragons was not a good thing to happen.

They soon found out that it was not a cave, but rather a tunnel entrance to the inner part of the volcano. Hiccup and Astrid gasped when they finally emerged on the other side, and the view of a dormant volcano filled with dragons in its cracks and walls came to their sight. The hot air met with full strength their faces, and Hiccup could feel tears slipping away from his eyes as the burning air made them sting.

But even with stinging eyes he could not bring himself to close them, as thousands of dragons could be seen, all from different species and colors. Some even looked old, given how their scales seemed grayish while others seemed to be young, with bright and shiny, colorful scales coating their skin. None of them paid heed to the two intruding Vikings.

"Wow..." Hiccup said breathless, "Dad spent years trying to find this place, and I just happen to stumble across it. Lucky me," he muttered, his ever-present sarcasm making a warming return in this risky situation. The irony wasn't lost to him after all: his father, one of the greatest dragon slayers to walk Midgard never found the Nest, while him, the first Dragon Rider and son of a dragon slayer, managed to do so without even wanting.

Astrid would have cracked a smile at his sarcasm, as she also noticed the irony of his situation, but she was too busy being jaw-dropped at the sight before her. She never had thought that she would be the among the first to find the Nest, and the feeling of seeing what Vikings have been searching for 300 years sent shivers to her spine, despite the overwhelming hot air surrounding them.

007

As soon as I could I immediately flew to one of the upper platforms. I could sense the disgusting pleasure of the wretched Eel in my return, despite having been weeks away from here. It was obvious, though, why she was easily overshadowing my prolonged absence. She knew the value of my species in the battlefield, and wouldn't dare losing possibly the last Night Fury alive because of something as meaningless as being astray from the Nest longer than usual.

But, when I landed, her voice became clearer on my head. 'Feed me my Kin, feed your Queen and protector,' she ordered using her sweet tone that masked the tyranny of her orders. And most dragons obeyed her, even those aware of her tyranny. Most of us were aware of our status as her servants.

But what could we do? There were only few islands to live in, and most of those were occupied by rare species such as Changewings, Timberjacks and Whispering Deaths. And some others were too close to Viking settlements, which meant that, liking it or not, living in this Nest meant safety.

My senses were dulled and I couldn't think clearly as her voice rang louder inside my head like a lullaby sang to make hatchlings sleep. She eerily had the same ability of my cousin, of being able to enter other's minds, but because the Nest was filled with hundreds of dragons her ability was limited to clouding our judgment rather than causing mental pain as my cousin liked to do.

Still this was enough for her intentions. It was, after all, how she managed to have loyal sentinels, and eat us whole when unpleased with our offers.

I snapped out of it and, to my horror, I noticed I had walked toward the edge, almost flying down to the lower part of the volcano and ending up facing her. I turned my head and looked at my hatchling with worried, apologizing eyes, hoping that he would forgive my moment of weakness. My head must have gotten weaker, as I no longer was accustomed to the presence of her mind inside my head…
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Hiccup had nudged and patted Toothless' head when he noticed the Night Fury slowly walking to the edge. He would never be able to truly explain with words the dread and anxiety he had felt with each step Toothless had taken this moment. Luckily for him, and his nervousness, Toothless snapped out of whatever trance he was into and looked at him with concerned, sorry eyes. He noticed his friend's gaze and smiles, lightly scratching one of his lowered earplates.

"It's okay bud. I'm just glad you're back," he said relieved before being nudged by Astrid. "What is it?" he asked slightly rushed, and noticed her pointing with her finger to somewhere.

He followed her finger's direction and quickly found out what had caught her attention. Hundreds of dragons were flying to the center of the volcano and dropping their kills in the middle of it. "Look Hiccup, they're not eating any of It," she said with a slightly confused tone.

He, too, was confused as of why the dragons were just dropping their food on the hot lava. "It's satisfying to know they're dumping our food. Maybe they thought it would be a good idea to warm yaks with lava, get them extra crispy," he mumbled sarcastically before earning a slap from Toothless. Hiccup glared at his dragon, and could clearly see that he had a facing saying: 'We did not!'

He was about to tenderly return the sudden display of affection of his dragon when Astrid nudged him again. "Look, this one doesn't have anything," she said while pointing to a lone Gronckle flying to the center of the mountain. Neither noticed Toothless' muscles tensing, or the eerily silence that fell to the Nest as the scaled humming bee flew toward the centre of the volcano.

Hiccup, Astrid and Toothless watched with bated breath the lone dragon flying around. Toothless silently started mourning the dragon when he noticed it regurgitating a small fish and seeming pleased with his offering. Immediately the mountain shacked as a low, huge growl came from its depths and resonated with the rocks.

Only the riders flinched when an enormous head emerged from the depths of the mountain and ate the Gronckle whole, as if it was a flying piece of meat. Hiccup's eyes were frozen on the gigantic figure before them whereas Astrid had closed hers and was burying her head in his head, begging through a whisper for them to just leave this wretched place.

The Queen looked around, her aged eyes and nostrils searching for any other disloyal dragon that dared not bring an offering befitting of her status. She could easily have the sentinels bring those disloyal to her, but she liked the thrill of finding them on her own. Her eyes eventually fell on the Night Fury trying to hide behind the rocks and, had it been possible, a smile would have appeared on her aged face.
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"Child of Night, you have returned! I was beginning to think that my beloved Child met the same fate of its cousin," her sweet, deceptive voice echoed within my mind, making it pound in pain. Due to my time away from the Nest I have grown unaccustomed to her voice, and therefore the discomfort of having someone else's mind inside my own.

I gripped tighter the ground beneath me, refusing to show any signs of weakness. I couldn't show, both for my safety and the safety of the hatchlings in my back. I noticed the wretched Eel sniff the air, and had she been a human I'd have seen one of those sinister grins on her putrefied face. "Interesting, you have brought me Vikings as an offering. I must say, this was brave and foolish of your part..." she added in an attempt to hurt my pride.

And she succeeded.

"They are not yours," I barked in return. "Nor am I anymore. I follow your orders no more. I am of your domain no more," I growled loud enough for the entire Nest to hear. All the dragons fell silent at my rebellious proclamation, while her amusement vanished as her eyes threateningly narrowed.

"You dare defy your Queen worthless Kin?! You dare disrespect your elder and rebel against your superior?!" her voice bellowed within the confines of my mind, making me wish for the first time in many years that I had my cousin's ability so it wouldn't hurt so much. I knew she didn't say it, but I didn't have much to lose. After all, I had somewhere else to live for the time being, unlike those around me, and my own relative was captured on Berk, so no one tied me to this place.

With all the strength I could muster I quickly and fiercely answered. "Yes." shortly after I could hear Hiccup's voice begging in a panicked tone for us to leave the nest. I didn't hesitate and immediately took flight when she was about to snatch us with her mouth after hearing my reply.

"Worthless worm, you will die Child of Night. I will have your head as my prize petulant hatchling, just like I have your sire's head. Sentinels, dispose of him," she bellowed as I flew upwards, since using the lower tunnels would be too risky for us. I immediately felt uneasiness creep inside my very bones as I noticed several dragons taking flight to my direction. I realized this moment that my little one must have seen this, and urged me to leave the Nest before we were captured or harmed.

But, to my surprise, all the other dragons of the Nest took flight, hindering the Sentinel's pursuit. Soon we were surrounded by hundreds of dragons, most of them hindering the sentinels' sight on us. I felt relieved that they would not be one of my worries, since it seemed that there was no way they could reach us.

But, I turned my head slightly and, to my horror and desperation, I found us feet away from her head. I pumped impossible strength to my wings and beat them as quickly as possible in order to escape her mouth. I heard a loud crack and saw a Zippleback screeching in pain as her giant fangs pierced his skin. I looked at him with sorry eyes, and promised myself that his death would not be in vain.

We exited the Nest, and I noticed an elder Skrill approach me, which was a surprise considering our species aren't exactly friendly toward each other. I tensed, but when he seemed passive while continuing to approach me, I eased my muscles. "I must say Child of Night, I never expected to see another rebellion against the wretched Eel during my stay on this life," he spoke when we were side-by-side.

I looked at him in surprise, while absentmindedly flying toward the Cove. "Another rebellion..? You mean that there were others who defied her before me? Do not speak of old tales Child of Lightning," I asked and demanded in surprised. There were rumors that others have tried, and failed to get rid of her, but her Sentinels always and quickly silenced those rumors.

"Oh, there surely were, and I mean not the tales of old regarding the birth of this Nest. Your very sires died battling her, and your cousin left her domains after she tried to install a limit to his bloodthirsty," he explained, making me lower my gaze. It seemed that it was in the family this rebellious instinct. I just hoped this moment that my little one wouldn't be harmed because of it.

The Child of Lightning's gaze turned to my back, and I instinctively distance myself from him a little. "So... the rumors are true. There truly is a dragon rider. I must say Child of Night I am surprised that you happened to be this rider's dragon. Your species is, after all known for its pride and honor. Many would consider being ridden a shameful action," he spoke without malice, or ill-intentions. My defensive lowered as I noticed that he was an ally against the Queen, not my enemy.

"But… that matters not now. I believe that this time will be different..." he quipped, "None of the previous Children of Night or Children of Sun that defied her had a rider. You must believe in yourself if you are to succeed overthrowing the tyrant," He urged, making me finally understand the weight of my actions. I finally gave the Nest a hope of being rid of the tyrannous Queen, and I now could see that I mustn't fail them.

But, before I could answer him, or thank him for his wise words, a Nightmare appeared out of nowhere and snatched his neck. The Skrill screeched in pain and even though he lighted up the Nightmare didn't release his neck. "Remember, the future of the nest rests with you," he spoke with a weakening voice as they plumbed to the ground.

"What is your name?" I blurted out for some reason. I needed to know who this elder Skrill was. I needed to pay respect for his wise words. I didn't expect an answer from him, as I could see his lightning fading and blood coming out from his jaw. His eyes, lit with hope, were slowly losing its sparkles as they kept heading to the cold ocean.

Had we been a bit farther I would have not heard his response. But thankfully I did. "Skylighter," he answered with a happy, longing voice before they collided with the ocean. I jerked my head and closed my eyes as the familiar pain of loss crossed my chest. He had been the only link to my past, and my sires, as far as I knew. And now not only I lost this link because of the wretched Eel, but also another valuable dragon died because of her.

"I'm sorry bud," my hatchling said after a long moment of silence. I could feel his hand gently stroking my neck as a sign of comfort. I opened my eyes and turned my head slowly to look at him with sorrowful eyes, and crooned, not bothering to form any words as he wouldn't understand them. "We'll make that thing pay Toothless. Now I know what is causing the raids," he added through a whisper.

It was only after they have flown for awhile, since none was too eager to return to Berk, that Hiccup noticed the maddening silence and Astrid's tight grip on him. He grew concerned about the Valkyrie tightly gripping on him, as he had no idea of how her mind was taking in what just transpired. "Astrid?" he called worried, "Are you ok?" he added.

Astrid shook out of her fear-induced trance and swallowed. "Y-yeah, I'm just a little shaken," she answered, although without her usual fierce voice. Hiccup noticed that the scene that had just transpired deeply shook her as well. "Hiccup...what…what was that thing?" she asked, meeting the corner of his eyes.

"I think..."-he hesitated for a moment-"it is what's causing the raids..." he answered.

"But how..?" she immediately asked, almost sounding like she was querying what he just said. "Can't they just leave? Toothless did that, so can't the others too? There are plenty of inhabited islands around to live in," she quipped, her rational mind slowly returning to work as the shock of this day's events settled down.

Hiccup looked back at Toothless and noticed subtly shaking his in response. "I don't think it's that simple Astrid..." he answered and looked at the horizon. His breath hitched when his eyes noticed that Berk was approaching, and he realized that he had left Heather waiting for hours. "Most islands are too close from Viking tribes for a Nest of dragons to live in, and they seemed to serve her," he tried to explain while also letting his anxiety out of his voice. He noticed Toothless nodding and shaking his head, and he understood that while what he said was right, there was more to this than simply those two reasons.

"I get it!" she said as they were about to land. "It's just like a beehive, she's their Queen, and they are the workers. That would explain why they serve her, and feed her," she explained while hopping off from Toothless. Her legs wobbled slightly, as they were partially dormant for being straddling a dragon so long, but she quickly found her footing.

Hiccup dismounted Toothless as well and raised an eyebrow. "Makes sense... But how do you know that?" he asked slightly amused, and wondering where Astrid had learned the structure of a beehive. It was not a Viking attitude to read and, except for the Chief, reading wasn't seen with good eyes. The idea that Astrid, the perfect example of Viking, read amused him to an endless extent.

Astrid looked at him slightly incredulous and scoffed. "You and Fishlegs aren't the only readers on this island. But that doesn't matter, we need to find your father, he'll know what to do with this information," she said while about to head into the village.

Immediately she felt Hiccup gripping her wrist, stronger than she had anticipated. She turned to look at him and noticed his worried but determined face as he spoke. "No Astrid, we can't. We need to think this carefully." He let go of her wrist as he started pacing around. "T-they'll kill Toothless. We need to approach this with caution," he explained.

Her Viking side made a return, and for a moment her mind forgot the sheer size of the gargantuan dragon. "Hiccup, you're telling me to hide what we found out?" she asked in disbelief. "Vikings have been searching for the Nest for 300 years, and now that we know how to find it you want to keep this a secret? And for what, to protect your pet dragon?" she asked with a small sneer, making Toothless grumble in annoyance at the word 'pet'.

He looked at her with a mix of anger, frustration and determination. "Yes," he said with a low voice uncharacteristic of him. This alone made Astrid lose her demeanor, but he still pressed on. "Stop to think for Thor's sake. Other than Heather and Gobber Toothless was the only one there for me. Why would I exchange him for a bunch of people that never believed in me?" he asked, but with his voice quickly changing from angry tone to a sad, longing one.

Astrid averted her eyes from him as his words fully registered inside her mind. 'He's right... Why would he care about the village when nearly everyone there never supported him, me included?' she thought sadly. 'Well... It's not too late to change that' her mind added with determination. She drew in a deep breath and steeled her goals into helping him, no matter the consequences. "So...what do we do now?" she asked, ready to help him with whatever crazy idea he would come up with.

Hiccup glanced at somewhere in the cove before addressing. Whatever it was that he saw Astrid didn't know, but she presumed that it shouldn't be important if he didn't mention it. "I... I'll have to think. We know what's causing the raids, so we know how to stop it... I... Give me until tomorrow," he answered, though his voice showed that he didn't seem too confident that he'd have an answer for her on the next day.

Suddenly Astrid punched him hard on his arm, earning a small, pained yelp from him. "Owww, why would you do that?" he asked slightly annoyed while glaring at her. 'Why women need to be so violent?' he wondered while rubbing his sore, soon-to-be-bruised arm.

She crossed her arms and amusedly scoffed. "That"-she pointed at his arm-"was for scaring the Hel out of me, and for kidnapping me," she answered as if it was good reason. Hiccup's mouth slightly twitched, as he was about to let out a sarcastic remark, but he didn't speak. He didn't want another punch after all.

Instead Hiccup turned his head to look at Toothless, who was drinking water from the pond, and looked at him with a face clearly saying 'Please help me' to which Toothless returned smugly 'you're on your own buddy'. "So much for dragon loyalty..." he muttered while turning his head back to look at Astrid, his eyes slightly afraid of what she would do next.

She then felt that she should show him a little of appreciation for all the things, despite the scare, that he showed to her this day. She grabbed him, and was both a bit amused and saddened when he flinched, and hugged him. "Thank you... For everything else," she said with her nose almost buried on the crook of his neck.

Hiccup stood motionless, in shock and blushing for longer than he would have wanted. He never expected to ever hug Astrid again, lest of all in a scenario that reminded him of the one time he saw her vulnerable. But when he finally mustered enough courage he (hesitantly) returned her hug, and couldn't stop himself from silently admitting that he was enjoying this sudden warm display of affection.

They slowly broke from their hug, and Astrid quickly ran off to exit the cove. She stopped for a moment and half-glanced back at him, but quickly returned running back to the village. Toothless, meanwhile, slowly went to Hiccup's side and looked at him with an amused expression while his rider kept looking at the Cove's exit. Hiccup, after he snapped out of his entranced state, noticed his friend's knowing look on his face and scoffed. "What are you looking overgrown kitty?" he teased.

And after a second he was lying on the ground by courtesy of a not too gentle shove that his dragon did to him.

* * *

><p><em><strong>HICCSTRID LOVERS DON'T KILL ME.<strong>_
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_**Without further ado:**_

**xxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxx**

Neither of them, however, noticed a raven-haired girl with a hurt expression on her face, as she had seen, and heard, the entire scene since the moment they landed.

Hiccup was lying on the ground, as he felt too lazy to get back up at the moment. But, as he aimlessly thought, a particular memory came to his mind and he immediately shot up. "Heather..." he said while sitting. "Bud, I need to find Heather..." he told his dragon while standing. Fortunately for him said girl cleared her throat loud enough for him to hear.

He turned around in surprise, only to find himself facing the person he was searching for. "Heather... I uh…" he stuttered and mumbled incomprehensible words. He clapped his mouth shut when he noticed her confused and slightly amused look through the corner of his eyes. Hiccup cleared his throat and tried to speak again, this time more slowly. "I…err…sorry for the delay. It's kind of a long story actually..." he said while rubbing the back of his neck in embarrassment, and being mindful of not looking directly into her eyes.

She was thankful, though, that he wasn't looking directly at her, or else he would have surely noticed the hurt expression her face had that took longer than she wanted to disappear. She cleared her throat again, but this time to be sure that her voice wouldn't crack when speaking. "So... what happened? Did she agree to keep him a secret?"

Hiccup opened his mouth to answer her question, but no words came out. They had now a lot more to worry than simply Astrid keeping Toothless a secret-which Hiccup presumed that it is what Astrid would do-but he didn't know how to explain everything that had just transpired to Heather. In the end, as he saw her expecting gaze on him he lamely answered. "Yes..."

Heather picked up hesitation the moment the moment he opened his mouth but didn't speak. And when he lamely answered her, she knew that something happened while they were away. "But...?" she quipped, hoping that it would help Hiccup talk. "There's more than just this, isn't it?" she asked, slightly afraid of what she would hear.

Hiccup sighed, while silently thankful of his friend's nudge. "Yes... When I took Astrid to a flight,"-Heather's eyebrows shot up in surprise and amusement-"Toothless ended up bringing us to the nest. We..." he averted his eyes from her and looked at the moon reflected in the water of the calm pond-"we know why they are raiding us... We…we can't leave anymore," he said before looking back at her, and it was then when she noticed his burdened, slouched shoulders and tired eyes. "I'm sorry…" he quietly added while picking the basket he had brought earlier.

She went to his side and helped him grab the things they had brought to bring with them after they would leave Berk, namely the blanket she had used as a makeshift bed. "It's okay... I understand," she said while placing a hand on his shoulder. "But what's causing it? And what do you plan on doing?" she asked the questions that had flooded her mind the moment he spoke that they would no longer be leaving Berk.

"I don't know yet... I was thinking of going into the Arena tomorrow and show them that the dragons aren't what we think they are..." he said while stroking her hand. He noticed her muscles tensing and then looked at her frightened eyes. "Don't worry, the dragon won't harm me. They all can be reasoned with," he quickly added, wanting nothing more than to settle her fears down. "And..." he quietly added. "There's an enormous dragon inside their Nest. It makes them hunt to feed it, and it east them if they fail to bring it food. Astrid thinks that their nest works similarly to a beehive, with...that thing being their Queen..." He explained while looking back at Toothless, who was quietly lying down on the other side of the cove, seemingly asleep.

"It's not the dragon that worries me…" She quietly confessed, "It's us, more specifically your father..." She added after removing her hand from him to hug herself. Hiccup turned to look at her and frowned at seeing her saddened gaze, as if she knew that his idea would go wrong.

He gently uncrossed her arms and held her hands while looking at her eyes. "I know... It worries me too, but I can't leave knowing that there is a way to stop this war... to stop all of this killing. I'd never be able to live knowing that I could have stopped another dragon or another one of us from dying..." He explained softly, his eyes never looking at anything else but hers.

He then hugged her, and by noticing the force to which she returned his hug he knew that she was afraid of losing him. "I have to do this Heather..." He whispered apologetically on her ear while stroking her back. She didn't mind the affection at all, instead she welcomed it the same way he had welcomed Astrid's hug.

They stood hugging each other for a couple of minutes, with Hiccup being patient and stroking her back while Heather tightly hugged him back, as a part of her was afraid that after the fight with the Nightmare she wouldn't have the chance to do so again. They parted away after a couple of minutes, as Hiccup wanted to see if Heather was feeling more relaxed.

The white moonlight and its reflection on the water of the pond illuminated Heather, letting Hiccup see that she, much to his sadness, still was wary and nervous about his idea, but, apparently, resigned in arguing over with. Either because she was tired, or because she knew that he never bailed out of an idea after setting his mind in it, he did not know. 'Probably both, considering how well she knows me,' he mentally mused.

Seeing that she was not moving he placed a gentle hand on her shoulders, snapping her out of her thoughts by doing so. "Come on, we need to go back. It won't do any good handling a Nightmare while half-asleep," he joked in an attempt to lighten the mood, but sadly noticed that the humor didn't seem to reach her.

They quietly exited the Cove and walked toward the village. Heather didn't notice, but Hiccup drew in a sharp breath when the sight of Berk reached his eyes. Only at this moment he realized that he was seeing what he had surely thought hours ago that he'd never see again.  
>They passed through the Forge, where Hiccup left his basket and any other thing that he'd have brought to their trip, and continued walking with Heather. She stopped in confusion after they passed the Chief's house and he still kept following her. "Hiccup?" she asked, earning a questioning hum from the boy, "Why are you still following me?" She questioned.<p>

Hiccup's cheek flushed slightly as he felt a bit self-conscious. "W-well, I thought you'd feel easier if I sleep at the hut today..." he explained while rubbing the back of his neck."B-but it's okay if you don't... I can go back..." he stopped talking when she placed a hand on his shoulder, and her other hand grabbed his arm so he would stop rubbing his neck.

He looked at her face, and noticed that she was smiling. He felt easier as he had not seen her smile since he and Toothless arrived back with Astrid. "I don't mind..." she softly spoke, ending any attempts that Hiccup had of excusing himself."And… thank you, for doing this," she quietly added after resuming her pace.

When they arrived at the hut Heather was thankful that there were no Vikings in there. After all it was not uncommon or unheard of Vikings being wounded in feasts, mainly because they were too drunk to settle anything in a even remotely civilized way. She pointed a bed for Hiccup to sleep, which was conveniently the nearest to her own. But, if Hiccup noticed this, he didn't show.

"Goodnight..." he said after tucking himself in the bed and biting back a yawn. Only when he laid down that all the stress of his day came back to him, instantly making him feel exhausted. Sleep came quickly to him and he faintly heard his friend answering back before venturing into the land of the dreams.

Heather watched him fall asleep almost instantly after lying down. She went to him and placed another blanket to cover him, so he wouldn't catch a cold. She knew that the air was chilly up there and that he had flown for too long with Astrid near the ocean, since his clothes were damp, therefore increasing the chances of him catching a cold while sleeping. She gently stroked his shoulder while her eyes gazed at his relaxed, asleep face. "Please be safe tomorrow... I can't lose you…" She quietly mumbled before going to her bed.

It took her much longer to fall asleep after lying down, both because she had taken a nap while waiting for Hiccup's return on that afternoon, and because her worry was keeping sleep away from her.
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Stoick awoke up on the next day feeling so happy that he didn't even notice Hiccup's absence while eating breakfast or the quietness of his room the whole time he was inside his house. It was only when he was at his house's door ready to go to the Arena that he noticed how unusually quiet his house was.

He looked at Hiccup's door, as if his son would appear by merely staring at it. "He must be sleeping. It's a big day today after all," he muttered after no sound came from his son's room. And with this he left his house heading toward the Arena, while praying that Hiccup wouldn't oversleep.

He noticed the other Vikings, including the reminiscent of the Bog Burglar tribe, heading to the Dragon Ring, and decided to briefly stop at the Forge to talk to Gobber. He was slightly surprised to find Gobber already awake, as the veteran Viking was not an early riser, but shrugged the oddity off as a consequence of Hiccup's big day. "Eager to see Hiccup in the Arena I presume…" He teased after the blacksmith acknowledged his presence.

"Ah..." Gobber answered jovially, "I need to get a good spot. Gods know how everyone will want to see yeh son facing that beast today," he said while exchanging his prosthesis for the hammer one. He wanted to be ready should he need to intervene in the fight. It was, after all, not unheard of younglings needing elder intervention after the Nightmare proved to be excessively difficult to kill.

"I'm sure they will..." Stoick bellowed happily while laughing. "Just make sure our champion doesn't arrive late. He needs all the rest he can get, but not too much," he added while patting Gobber's shoulders.

"Can do!" His friend answered as he left the forge, his mind eased at the thought that Gobber wouldn't allow Hiccup to arrive late. He knew that, while his son may be a proficient dragon slayer now, he still had a terrible timing for things. He didn't want to risk today being one of these days Hiccup has a bad timing.

As he approached the Arena, another familiar face came across him. His lips formed a smile as the sight of the young Bog chief reached his eyes. "Camicazi!" he spoke, patting her back. Cami, while strong, was not strong enough to withstand his sheer brute force as her mother used to, therefore stumbling forward when the meaty hand made contact with her back.

Still, that was not enough to wipe the smile away from his lips. "Chief Stoick," she greeted, "Eager to see your son today, aren't we?" she added grinning.

"You're right," he said, laughing while holding his belly, "Today Hiccup finally becomes one of us!" He added. "Let's get going. As Chief I need to give a speech before the challenge begins," he said while slightly pushing Cami to walk with him. She didn't object, as the Chief's throne was the best spot to watch the event. Together the two chiefs walked toward the Arena, talking about what strategies or weapons Hiccup would use.

Meanwhile...

Hiccup awoke up with an uneasy feeling in his stomach. As he rose from the bed he rubbed the sleep away from his eyes. When his vision cleared he noticed that Heather was already up, as her bed was empty, and that there was a nice scent across the air, and did not belong to any of the healing herbs stored throughout the hut.

He walked toward the scent, and was surprised to find out that Heather had cooked breakfast. Unlike Astrid or Ruffnut, who were said to be two disasters in the kitchen, Heather could cook fairly well, and rare were the times when Hiccup ate her food while trying not to dry-heave. "Morning," she said smiling.

"Morning…" He mumbled with traces of sleep evident in his voice. He eyed the food with confusion and hunger. "Did you do all of this?" he said while pointing to the food on the table.

Heather tucked a stray of loose hair behind her ear while grinning sheepishly. A faint blush could be seen on her cheeks, but fortunately for her Hiccup was still a bit asleep to see it. She felt self-conscious at how Hiccup looked at her food with hunger, even though she had accidentally poisoned him when she cooked chicken. He never ate it after that fateful day. "Y-yes I did," he answered, stuttering slightly. "I figured you'd like to eat something before going to the Arena," she explained.

Hiccup's smile vanished momentously at the mention of the Arena, but quickly returned. "Thanks," he said while sitting. He inhaled deeply, and exhaled a soft sigh after his mind registered the sweet smell of breakfast. They ate in silence, as neither wanted to ruin the good mood brought by a good breakfast.
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Minutes later the two of them left the house. Heather noticed that Hiccup seemed deep in thoughts and that the village was almost deserted. She felt slightly surprised and uneasy at seeing how empty Berk was. Everyone would probably be watching Hiccup's rite of passage, meaning that, if anything went wrong, it would go very wrong, and everyone would be there to see.

They passed by the Forge so Hiccup could get his helmet. For some reason he had not been able to bring it with him when they were almost leaving Berk, either because he didn't see himself worthy of it or because the helmet represented everything he wasn't.

Hiccup got out of the Forge and tapped his helmet, the sound of metal clanking echoing through the empty town of Berk. "Well… look at that. Berk is empty. Who'd have thought I'd have become such a celebrity?" He joked after noticing the eerily silence that roamed through the empty streets and houses.

Heather let a smile creep on her lips at the sound of his sarcasm. He always had a knack for resorting to his sarcasm at the direst situations. "Indeed. Who would think that you'd be seen somewhere other than the Forge or where destruction happens," she teased while nudging his ribs.

Hiccup laughed and felt a tickle when she nudged him. Due to his skinny frame he was...particularly ticklish, but Heather didn't need to know this. "Hey, the Twins cause as much mayhem as I do!" He retorted as they resumed their walk toward the Arena. Even though this day would decide Hiccup's fate, and possibly Berk's as well, they found themselves able to lift the mood.

"I doubt that. Even though they intentionally cause destruction I've never seen them destroying a harbor before," she answered back, grinning as somehow the memory of the day Hiccup almost lost his leg was no longer painful to remember. If Heather was to be honest, she'd say that the memory still stung, but she wasn't going to let this kill the mood.

Hiccup opened his mouth to retort, but closed it without uttering a sound. It wasn't until seconds later that he spoke up. "Well, you got me there…" he resigned as they crossed the bridge. When the Dome became visible to them he stopped and breathed in deeply. "Well... this is it," he said, although Heather wasn't sure if it was for himself, for her or for both of them.

They were mildly surprised to see Astrid waiting for them at the Arena's gate. Heather timidly waved to the blond warrior, and she subtly returned the greeting. Her focus, however, was on the boy about to change their lives. "Do you really need to do this?" She asked worried, as if this question would make Hiccup stop or change fate.

Hiccup sighed, and looked Astrid in the eyes. "I have to... This has to end, and... No matter what happens, this ends today," he said with a determination that almost rivaled Stoick's when fighting a dragon. Both girls looked at him with surprise written on her face, probably because neither of them had seen him so determined.

.

And this deeply scared both of them.

.

.

"But…" he added, snapping both of them out of their thoughts, "Promise me that if something happens you'll take care of Toothless... He can't be responsible for the things I'll do..." he averted his eyes from them and looked at the ground. "He's already been through too much..." he added in a quieter voice.

Astrid placed a hand on his shoulder, and with her other hand cupped his face, unbeknownst that Heather had done the same a few days ago before she was introduced to Toothless. "We will... Just promise us that you'll be safe," she said. Hiccup gave her a rueful smile, and it was then that the knot Heather had felt in her stomach the night before returned will full force.

Hiccup disentangled himself from Astrid, and the three of them looked at Stoick, who was currently giving a speech. "If any of you had told me that today I'd be seeing my son fighting a Monstrous Nightmare to complete his rite of passage, I'd have feared you've gone mad, tied you to the mast of a ship and sent you to the depths of Hellheim's Gate," he said with his booming voice, making every Viking that was listening to him laugh, except for Cami. She just glanced at Hiccup's direction and gave an apologetic smile, even though the boy didn't see it.

"And you know I'd do this," he added while holding his belly, further increasing the laughs. "But..." He said once the laughs quieted down, "Here we are, and I can say that no one is prouder than me of Hiccup. Today my son becomes a Viking. Today he becomes one of us!" He shouted while raising his fist. Soon shouts of "ONE OF US" filled the Arena, and that moment Hiccup realized that he would never be one of them.

"Hiccup…" Heather said while placing a hand on his shoulder. She and Astrid had looked at each other after Stoick's speech ended, and both were afraid of how Hiccup would react to it. She opened her mouth to speak again, but Hiccup interrupted her.

"I'm okay... It doesn't matter anymore. I was never one of them. Today just settles that," he answered in a quiet voice, and turned his head around when the sound of a peg leg walking reached his ears. Gobber and Hiccup eyed each other, and his mentor patted his back as a sign of good luck.

"Knock them dead."

Cami looked with careful attention as Hiccup entered the Arena. Encouraging shouts came from the Vikings surrounding it, and surprisingly even from the Bog women. As Chief she had a privileged seat right next to Stoick, meaning that she had a clear view of the Arena. She noticed Hiccup going for a dagger and a shield, and smiled at how Hiccup this choice was. "I'd go for the hammer," Stoick muttered to her.

She looked back at him grinning, "Unorthodox, I like it," she said, making the vast man crack a smile. Both of them turned their attention back to the Arena, and saw Hiccup nod. Stoick inhaled deeply, and rose from his seat.

.

"Open the cage!"
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I heard the sound of metal clanking, as well as what could be the sound of metal chains being moved. During my brief stay in this cage I came to associate these sounds with the sound of a cage of one of my fellow imprisoned Kin being opened. However I noticed that this time it sounded different...

.

.

They were opening my cage.

.

.

I immediately felt uneasiness creep onto my mind and heart. I knew what this meant; the others told me why I was never freed, why I was kept captive by the Vikings. But even knowing this I lighted up and barred through the thick metal door, slamming them open and spitting fire into the metal of the chain dome above me.

Being a captive only to be killed as a rite of passage meant that I wasn't guaranteed any sort of liberty. Therefore I was, since my capture, kept inside that cage. This was an issue for Nightmares, as we tend to light up once in a while just for the sake of it. But, as it was difficult to breathe inside there, lighting up would only make my situation worse. Even though I knew I was sentenced to death the moment I was thrown inside that wretched place, I'd rather die in battle than suffocated.

I vaguely noticed the Vikings splitting up so my flamed spit didn't reach them. I paid little heed to them, however, as I kept crawling on the chain dome, enjoying my short-lived freedom. Once satisfied of enjoying my freedom I became aware of my surroundings.

I looked down and saw a pup, curiously skinny and probably a hatchling. His choice of weapon, a small blade, was curious, as my Kin were often fought by these humans with larger blades or blocks of metal stuck in a wood stick. I shrugged off the oddity dropped from the chain dome and started to creep toward him.

I felt surprised, though, that he didn't even flinch. Moreover I felt surprised by the scent that reached my nostrils. He had a Night Fury scent on him. That alone made me cut short my stalking toward him, before my eyes carefully started studying this intriguing human.

He was thin, much more than any other Viking I have ever seen. His grip on the small blade was strong, too strong actually, meaning that he was nervous, even though he wasn't showing it. There were small traces of fear irradiating from him, but easily being overwhelmed by the determination radiating like a shining sun. I felt a small shiver cross my wings and spine, as I recall the fate of a brother of mine by the hands of an equally determined Viking.

I vaguely noticed that he was watching me with bated breath, although in a slightly different way than the rest of the Vikings outside the dome. But what truly intrigued me was his scent. I had smelled this before, as I knew he came to this place along with the other hatchlings to fight my imprisoned Kin.

I only recognized who he was when the faint voice of my Zippleback Kin, which the pup before me probably didn't even hear due to his weaker hearing, reached my ears. "It's him! It's our Protector. Don't harm him if you can," my Kin pleaded. I felt slightly disgusted that he would plea for the life of a Viking, of a merciless and brutal murderer that had no respect for our kind.

But this one is different. He protected the others when his friends were trying to harm them. He came unscathed from meeting the cursed White Fury. He was a force to be reckoned with, and definitely was not the average Viking we all met in battle.

I slowly walked toward him. "So, you're the one who was been keeping the others away from harm? You're the Dragon Sympathizer, the Dragon Protector as the others call you?" I asked, even though I knew he would not be able to understand me. My growls made him walk backwards, but to my surprise, he willingly dropped his shield and blade, leaving his life at my mercy.

"Stop the fight!" I heard a Viking say behind me, and I felt something familiar at hearing this voice. But I paid little heed to this. I wanted to see with my own eyes if he truly was who the others claimed him to be. I eyed his helmet, the piece of metal with horns of a fallen Nightmare encrusted into it, disrespecting my breed.

Somehow he understood what I was thinking and removed his helmet. "No!" He yelled back. He kept looking at the object, and I could feel the conflict raging inside him.

"Hiccup, listen to me!" The other Viking yelled, making his voice echo in my head as I struggled to remember where I heard it. Curiously, though, 'Hiccup' as it seemed to be his name, didn't look at me, but rather at the, I presume, direction of said Viking, with even more determination than before, it that was possible.

"No, you listen to me this time!" He retorted, throwing the object into the ground. The gasps and murmurs clearly reached my ears as I watched this pup who was clearly defying his elder. Dragon or not, such action demanded no small amount of courage, and even a bit of imprudence. This alone increased the respect I have for him. "I've had enough of silently listening to you," he added before looking at me again.

He held out his hand and I started to walk toward him again. "I'm not one of them…" he said to me, although loud enough for everyone to hear, confirming what I already knew. He was indeed different from any other Viking I have ever seen. "They are not what we think they are," he added without breaking eye-contact, although I think that this time he was not speaking to me, but rather at the crowd of Vikings around the dome, since his voice got louder.

"We can end this war, together," he added as I recognized that he was holding out his hand as a sign of trust.

.

.

He was, at this exact moment, trusting me with his life.

.

"Stop the fight!" The other Viking yelled as his block of metal hit the dome.

Because we have sensitive ears the ringing generated by the metal smashing was loud enough to be painful to me, not to mention that it disorientated me my vision. It was, after all, how they had managed to bring me down from the skies before capturing me. I growled and shook my head in a vain attempt to regain my senses.

Once I regained my sense, I turned to look at the direction from where the sound came and saw a large Viking looking livid, with his hand holding tightly a block of metal. I stared at his face, and suddenly I recognized where I had heard his voice before...

.

_"__Get him with the others," The vast man said as I was wrapped in a metal net. "We'll use this one for the initiation," he added while going away. I took a last glance at the dead body of my Kin right beside me before all turned black._

.

He had been the one that captured me.

.

.

I spit a continuous jet of flames at his direction, all my senses augmented as I sought revenge for being imprisoned, for being humiliated, for the death of my Kin. He ducked my flames, but I did not falter. I kept throwing flames at his direction, and I could see that I was getting closer to crisping this Viking alive.

I suddenly felt someone tucking my wing very weakly, but strong enough to distract me from my objective. "No, stop it!" I heard, and turned to see that the same pup that had, moments ago, trusted his life on my claws, was the one denying me my vengeance.

He made a grave mistake.

**xxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxx**

_**Please comment on the Nightmare's POV. I'm really, really eager to hear your thoughts of it.**_


	30. Revenge Denied, Revenge Granted

_**AN: Hello! Happy news! I got this junk working, although I'm not sure for how long. I'm planning on buying a new computer soon so if anything thing happens to this one I won't go missing for long. Special thanks to my dearest SpicedGold for leaving that AN, although it is no longer needed. On another note, it's just three days until my birthday :) (24th for those that already are on the 22nd of August by the time this chapter is uploaded)**_

_**Anyway, here are the review responses:**_

_**Djberneman: That would be a good idea. though I wonder what would it change.**_

_**Keiri Kurosukara: Hello there! Happy to see a fresh face reviewing HTBADC. Anyway, I'm very happy that you liked it. I thought of how I could have a new approach to this scene, one no one, or only a few, have used, and the idea came to me when I first re-read the bits of this story which are told by Toothless' POV. I think you'll like this chapter, since a good chunk of it is dragon-POV :)**_

_**Cottonmouth25: Yes, it would have been a better word to use in that case, thanks. Well, then I think you'll love this chapter too, because guess what's in it! Heather-Hiccup fluff and Dragon!POV.**_

_**White Hunter: Sorry for the delay, my computer decided to prank me. But now I'm back, hopefully without any further issues, with a fresh chapter out of the oven.**_

_**thearizona: Do you happen to have the author's name? I got very curious to read this story, since it would be the first I would read that has this. And yes, I think this and the Great Hall scene is one of the most heavily modified scenes in this story, which got me very nervous when I was writing them. I hope you like it. And don't fret, you'll see our snowy dragon very soon ;)**_

_**SpicedGold: Well, it wouldn't be our Hiccup without some awkwardness would it dear? And thanks :) I'm very happy that you liked the Nightmare!POV.**_

_**CrazyCartoonistOtaku: thankyouthankyouthankyou, my biggest target since I started writing a year ago was and still is to improve my grammar as much as I can. Reviews like these delight me. And I'm also happy that you liked Hookfang's POV. It wasn't very easy to write it.**_

_**Me: Fall*, and maybe that'll happen, maybe not.**_

_**Nick Tanico: I think you meant canon? since cannon is a piece of artilery. And I'm curious to see how you have plotted this scene. Anyway, you are right. Most of this story is the canon with some changes, some subtle, some not so much (as you'll see in this chapter), with some additions, some of which are ideas that I thought it would be nice to use and some that are scenes we didn't see in the movie. I hope you like this chapter, and to read your story as well.**_

_**Noctus Fury: AH my old friend, I realized the other day that you're quite famous around here. Many stories that I read I was amused to find your name on the review replies. Anyway, what I meant is that whilist Astrid found out she had a lot to lose, thus sort of losing her death wish, Hiccup would only find this out much later than her, at HTTYD 2 (this is what I believe. You can totally disagree with me). That's what I aimed for when I began this rewrite. I wanted to change the events of the first movie as to how they would be under different circunstances, and make them feel like me or anyone else wasn't reading the same thing for the hundredth time. I think you'd do go in remembering that this story will have a sequel (How To Become a Dragon Master) so this story can very well end with no detailed pairings. **_

_**ivanganev1992: This is actually a very nice idea for an AU where Hiccup tames the Nightmare. I may write it down should I use it in the future. Actually, I could easily use it on Echoes, thanks :)**_

_**LunarCatNinja: Hello there, happy to see a new face in my reviews. And well, I guess that our Stoick can never stop being stubborn, though we all know he has a kind heart.**_

_**Without further ado:**_

**xxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxx**

I fully turned my body, and I could see fear hatch from within him as he stared at my thin pupils. "Protector or not, you'll be sorry you denied my vengeance," I growled before spitting fire at his direction. Surprisingly, though, he was fast enough to evade without even getting close to my flame. I growled in frustration and kept trying to hit him.

I suddenly felt the world turn into a blur, and a painful gash at my jaw. I briefly saw a block of metal hitting the floor and for a second I thought that the Elder Viking had come to end me, but when I turned I was surprised to see another pup, a little less skinny than the Protector, near a box filled with blocks of metal and blades.

Instantly I knew that she was the one to attack me, and she would see why we Nightmares have high regards among our Kin.

.

.

Somehow, though, she managed to be even faster than the dragon protector. I tried to claw her, but my claws only found themselves scratching the stone, while she was already half way across this place.

I vaguely heard the gate being pushed open as my attention was on the blond pop, who I was trying to land a hit on. But when my sights landed on the gate I saw the same Viking, the elder who Hiccup had defied, motioning for them to head to his direction.

He was making them leave.
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He was denying my vengeance.
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Immediately I attacked with even more ferocity, and was happy to hear a yell of pain coming out from the blond Viking. Even though the gash in her arm, created by my claws, was probably a little more than a mere scratch, I felt satisfied nonetheless that my bloodthirsty was slightly quelled.

I was, however, not ready for the felling of a blade stabbing me on my shoulder. I instantly turned around while ignoring the pain, and was surprised to see that it had been the so called 'Dragon Protector' that had landed the hit on me. Moreover, I was surprised at the anger irradiating from him. "You stay away from her," he growled, his voice eerily reminding me of a Night Fury's threatening growl.

I felt respect for him at this moment. Even though I clearly had the advantage in combat he defied me, only to protect his Kin. "Commendable your actions, but you'll be begging mercy for stabbing me and denying my revenge," I said before I spat fire at his direction. His eyes widened in surprise, and he clumsy rolled away from my flames, barely missing being hit by them.

"Hiccup, this way," I heard the Elder say and saw that he was motioning the pup to come to him. I saw the pup heading to him, whilst the other was already out of this wretched place, being treated by another pup with black hair.

I didn't think twice.

And my flames landed exactly where I wanted.

Hiccup saw that his escape had been cut short, and this time, when he looked at me, was the only time I could clearly smell fear coming from him. I fake-spat another wave of flames at his direction, half-expecting him to roll away.

.

And so he did.

.

.

As soon as he recovered I managed to pin him against my claws. He gripped them, and I felt slightly sorry for a moment for scaring him so much. "No! Son! Someone get in there!" I heard the Elder desperately shouting, no doubt because his pathway was blocked by my alight spit.  
>But I did not pay heed to this. No, what caught my attention was what he said.<p>

Son…

This pup, this Dragon Protector, was the offspring of my brother's murderer, of one of the most brutal Vikings alive.

.

The irony was not lost to me.

.

I stared at the pup in disbelief, thinking it must have been a trick… This pup was fooling us into believing that his concern was genuine, only to kill us later; this pup was using the same tactics of the cursed White Fury. There was no way the offspring of one of the cruelest Vikings out there was sympathizing with their mortal enemies: us.

.

But it seems that I was wrong. The Night Fury smell was too overwhelming for someone that would have killed the legendary dragon. No, the evidence was too clear to ignore. He lived with this dragon. It was the only way he would have his scent impregnated the same way a hatchling has impregnated the scent of his sire.
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And it was then that I realized:

Killing him would be the perfect way to achieve my revenge.

I looked at him; scared green eyes met dilated yellow pupils. I could vaguely hear the Zippleback trashing on the door of his cage, pleading that I would let him go, that this pup was no part of my revenge.

But my Kin was wrong. He is part of it as much as his sire is.

"I'm sorry young one, but my revenge will happen. And by trying to deny it to me you made yourself my perfect target for it," I said, apologizing. I looked at the Elder Viking, and could clearly see his eyes burning my skull, staring at me with unparalleled hatred, and equally with despair.

I looked back at the pup, and opened my mouth. I could feel the heat down at my throat as my spit was begging to leave my mouth, to burn and scorch anything that it may touch. The pup closed his eyes and waited for his imminent death… the blade had fallen from my shoulder, so it no longer concerned me. All that required my attention was right under my claws.
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I should have paid heed to the faint hissing my ears picked up as I prepared to burn this pup.
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In the blink of an eye I found myself flaming the chain dome while being tackled into the walls. The world became a blur, and the only thing I could see was smoke surrounding me and the smell of Night Fury fire.

I pushed away whatever it was that was tackling me. But, given its weight I doubted that it could be a Viking, even the Elder one that had captured me before.

No, I already knew who had tackled me before my eyes even met his. "So... it is true. The boy does live with a Night Fury.," I said as his piercing toxic green eyes gazed at mine with so much hatred that it reminded me of the Elder's eyes.

"You stay away from my hatchling, or else I'll rip you to pieces," he snarled while positioning himself between the pup and me. I let out a snarl and spit flames to his direction, but both he and the pup avoided them.

I noticed that he had used his tail to lead the pup away from my flames. Since his smaller frame allowed him more room for evasive maneuvers I decided to change tactics, as spitting fire didn't seem to me that it would easily hit him. I was, after all, bigger than him. So I thought that I could easily overwhelm him.

I lunged at his direction, with the intent of pushing him away. I would not dare kill my Kin, but I'd be damned if I would let one stop me from having my revenge. "Stay away from this Fury, this does not concern you," I growled while attempting to claw him. Unfortunately he easily evaded my attack, and managed to head butt me, making me retreat further away from his hatchling.

"Over. My. Dead. Body." He growled back before shooting a plasma blast that I had no way of evading. The blast wasn't too strong, as I was only momentously dazed by it, but his tackle that followed the blast was painful as he pinned me against the wall. "Admit your defeat. I do not want to kill Kin, but I will if I must," he said while letting me go, his body tensed and ready for any surprise attacks that I may do.

.

But I didn't attack.

I lowered my head with my pride hurt and the wound from the blade his hatchling had used on me throbbing in pain. I had no doubt that it was probably bleeding again, but that mattered little. "You win Child of Night. My fate rests upon your claws," I said, honoring our code of combat.

Surprisingly his gaze softened only a little, which was not much to say as his green eyes kept slit. "Retreat. And don't dare trying to attack Hiccup again," he growled and I quickly retreated to my cage. I noticed that the smoke around us had cleared and, as I retreated, I heard his hatchling desperately talking to him.

I turned my head and saw that he was pushing him away while muttering that he needed to leave the Arena-which as when I found out that that's how this wretched place is called after all-as quickly as possible. Somehow he seemed more afraid now than when he was under my claws. "Please Toothless leave, you need to leave now," I heard him saying, his concern for the Night Fury's safety seeming genuine and enormous.

But, be it for pride, for protective instincts, or both, the Child of Night did not leave. I saw Vikings pouring down from the chain dome, with blades and blocks of metal in their hands, yelling as they charged to the Night Fury. Surprisingly, though not so much, he held himself without being overwhelmed, until the Elder stepped in.

"No, Toothless stop it!" He said to my Kin in an attempt to stop him from attacking the Vikings. "Dad, he won't harm us, please!" Hiccup yelled when he saw his father charging toward Toothless, but his words fell on deaf ears. I looked at him surprised, then at the Night Fury as something clicked inside my head. I snorted, feeling that the name Toothless did not bode justice for the Night Fury's prowess in combat.

But the hatchling spoke with such ease that it made me wonder that, perhaps, the Child of Night had accepted the name. Still, my Kin seemed not to be affected by his hatchling's yells and shouts.

When I saw the Night Fury pinning down the Elder I felt elated, and sad and angry. I was going to see the death of the puny, miserable Viking that killed so many of us, that killed my brother, but at the same time it would mean that my revenge would be forever denied to me. I watched as his throat built up the gas to blast the worm Viking to pieces. "No, no, no, no stop!" He said, but neither of them acknowledged his words.

I was not ready for what my eyes would see moments later.
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"TOOTHLESS NO," Hiccup yelled before tackling, yes, tackling, the Night Fury. Because of his almost nonexistent weight, he didn't push my Kin away too much. Nonetheless, it was enough to make my Kin lose his footing, and therefore miss the blast. I saw the Elder flinch, and for a moment I could smell fear coming from him as the pup and my Kin stumbled to the ground.  
>The whole place had fallen silent when the pup tackled one of the most dangerous Kin alive.<br>He must have a death wish I realized. He faced a Child of Sun alone and survived, and now he tackled a Child of Night, and survived apparently. Next thing he'll be facing our wretched Queen.

I snorted, letting out a few rings of smoke. If only… I guess it's not too impossible.

Besides, we were always told to never stop dreaming.

The silence, as I noticed after my wandering mind returned to reality, had been broken by yells, them sounding angrier than before, and the Child of Night was being pinned down by dozens of Vikings. "No... Please don't hurt him. He didn't mean it," the pup pleaded as he was being held by another pup: the blond one, much to my surprise.

"Put him with the others," the Elder growled, eerily sounding like a Kin before he turned to look at his offspring. I admit, I felt slightly scared and sorry for the pup as the waves of anger irradiating from the Elder reached my senses this moment. I saw the Night Fury receiving a nasty blow to the head, which instantly knocked him out cold. The Vikings tied him and I noticed that they were turning him to my cage, as it was the only one open.

I turned my head and lay down so they would think I had passed out after engaging the Child of Night. My pride was hurt enough and I was cornered. I knew I had no way of engaging them with my current situation.

Unfortunately my pretending didn't stop them from being needlessly cruel. I felt a nasty blow to my head before darkness truly came to me.
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Stoick was fuming so much that someone could have easily thought he was the Nightmare Hiccup had been supposed to fight instead of taming. He yanked the boy away from Astrid's arms, paying no heed to the yelp of pain that left his son's mouth, or to how his grip was crushing the bones and muscles of his son's arm. "Don't let the beast escape. I want guards here all the time. Bring in a cart, the ropes won't hold it for long," he snarled, earning mutters of 'Yes Chief' as no one dared to look the man in the eyes.

"You are coming with me," he muttered darkly when he noticed that Hiccup was trying to resist his grip. The boy, scared because of his father's menacing voice, begrudgingly complied, and both of them headed toward the Great Hall, away from the prying eyes of the village. Heather, Astrid and Camicazi, all worried about Hiccup's fate, quietly stalked the Chief and his son.
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Stoick slammed the doors open as if the huge doors weighted less than paper-this to Stoick could have been true considering his irate state and beefy arms- before he threw his son to the ground, and stole a glance back to be sure that their conversation would not be overheard by others.

After all, he was feeling ashamed enough for his son's actions alone.

"I should have known," he muttered while pacing around angrily. "I should have seen the signs. I should have known better than to think that Val would not have rubbed her shenanigans on you," he said to himself. "Why did I turn a blind eye?" Stoick quietly added while feeling angry at himself for his misfortune.

"Dad…" Hiccup said while pushing himself to stand. For the first time in his life he truly felt afraid of his father, as if he was a Terrible Terror standing before the vast man, waiting to have his neck snapped the moment Stoick wanted to do it. "I-I can explain-"

"We had a deal," he roared, making Hiccup flinch and recoil back in fear, but he didn't notice. Neither did he see the fear his son had of his own father that moment.

"A deal you forced me into!" Hiccup retorted with ferocity, consequences be damned. He knew what he had been risking by going to the Arena this day, and he would not back down, not anymore.

"I did for your sake Hiccup!" Stoick argued, fully meeting his son's gaze. Two sets of green eyes glared at each other. "The village was tired of your mannerisms and irresponsible actions. Everyone goes through the initiation, you would not be different!" he added.

"But even in that you managed to be," he muttered sadly. "Tell me, was the whole thing a trick? A show? A lie? You lied to everyone in this island, even to your own father?!" he said with a low threatening voice, scary enough to dissipate all the courage Hiccup was feeling.

"I-I-I" he stammered, backing a step or two from his father. "Y-yes, I know I screwed up. I-I should have told someone, you at least," he admitted. "Even though you wouldn't have heard me," he quietly added.

"I am hearing right now Hiccup," Stoick said while glaring at his son. While any other time he would have felt hurt for hearing this coming from his son, at this moment he did not. "What should I do?" he asked himself while pinching the bridge of his nose.

"Take this out on me, be mad at me, do anything, but please, don't hurt Toothless," Hiccup said while panicking, his hands reaching for his father's arm. He couldn't allow his friend to pay for his sins, for his actions, not once again. 'No, no, no, no this is all going wrong,' he thought.

Stoick waved his arm, quickly dismissing Hiccup's touch, while loudly snorting in disbelief. "The dragon?" he asked, not sure if he should laugh at the name given to the Night Fury demon or choke his son for naming their arch-enemy. He decided to do neither. "Is that you're worried about? Not the damage? The people you almost killed? Or even me?" he asked while leaning forward.

"He was just protecting me!" Hiccup yelled in frustration and despair. "I'd be dead by the hands of the Nightmare if it wasn't for him," he added, hoping that his father would see the truth behind his words. "He's not dangerous!"

He only got a snort back.

"They killed hundreds of us Hiccup! How are they not dangerous?! How is he not dangerous?" Stoick asked shouted. He couldn't believe that his son was being even more stubborn than Valka and all the other Vikings of Berk together. He couldn't believe that he was seeing Valka happening all over again.

"And we killed thousands of them!" Hiccup answered back while pulling his hair. "They are just defending themselves from us! They raid us because they don't have a choice!" he argued, tired of the illogical thinking that everyone in the island had: that dragons are born evil and that's it.

"And what could make a dragon raid us if not even Vikings they fear?" Stoick sneered, not believing in a word his son spoke. Valka said the same, and yet she was taken away by the beasts, and so were the Sveissons.

"It's-It's nothing like I have ever seen. There is this giant dragon in their island-" Hiccup babbled, but never finished speaking.

"Their island..?" Stoick asked with heighted interest while leaning toward his son's face. Hiccup closed his mouth, and his eyes shot wide open while his skin turned white as he fully realized what he just did. "So you've been to their nest."

It wasn't a question. And Hiccup knew what that meant.

"Yes... No, Toothless brought me there-" Hiccup was cut short again.

"The dragon... Of course!" he said with a jolt. "A dragon obviously would know how to find their nest," he said to himself, unknowingly making Hiccup sweat as he realized what his father was about to do.

Stoick turned to walk out of the Hall, his mind no longer focused on his son but rather on what he always sought and now finally could find: the Nest.

Dread spread instantly across Hiccup as he watched the hulking form of his father heading to the Hall's entrance. Mustering every ouch of courage and strength that he could Hiccup grabbed his father's arm. "No! Don't go, you don't know what you're up against," he protested, but to no avail.

Stoick ignored Hiccup's pleas and the grip his son had on his force. But he underestimated Hiccup's stubbornness. "It's nothing like you have ever seen. That thing has the size of a mountain! Dad, please, you can't win this one. You'll get everyone killed!" Hiccup said with a louder tone, but the vast man still didn't even acknowledge his existence.

Losing his patience Hiccup yanked his father's arm with as much force as he could muster, in an attempt to get the vast, stubborn man to stop and listen to him. "Damnit, I won't allow your stubbornness to get my friends killed! WOUD YOU STOP AND LISTEN TO ME FOR THOR'S SAKE?!" he desperately yelled.

Stoick yanked Hiccup's hands away from his arm, tired of listening to his blabbering, and accidentally slapped Hiccup on the cheek, sending the boy down to the ground in the process. The Hall's silence was broken by a loud thud as Hiccup's body touched the cold, hard stone. Two sets of green eyes, one full of shock and the other full of anger looked at each other.

"I've listened enough of your crap Hiccup," Stoick said with a low voice, fully intended in getting his son to hear him. "You've thrown your lot with them, with heartless murderers, with the ones that broke our family years ago, that broke your friend's family years ago, that broke Astrid's, that broke everyone's. You're not a Viking," he added before inhaling deeply.

"You're not my son," he said, his voice almost breaking at the end. He never thought he would see the day that he would disown his own son. He had hoped that Hiccup would make a fine Viking despite his… peculiarities, but he deeply hoped that his son's reckless actions would have as consequence his disowning.

Hiccup looked at his father with hurt pouring out of his eyes and tears threatening to slip away from them. He watched as his father turned around to leave the Hall.

But before the vast man left he lost it. Ten years of rejection bottled up, of fears fed on his own misery and self-depreciation generated by his peers' bullying finally came out. "I was never your son. I was never the offspring you wanted. You only wished that I was the one taken that night, instead of Mama. You wished that Toothless had killed me when I found me. You wished he would have arrived too late to save me from the Nightmare!" Hiccup accused with angry, hurt tears flowing on his cheeks and a broken voice.

Stoick stopped and turned his head only halfway to look at his son through the corner of his eyes. "I'd rather have a dead son than a traitorous one," he answered absentmindedly back before resuming his pacing. Heather, Cami and Astrid, all hidden behind a table, watched with widened eyes and gaping mouths as Stoick left the Hall. "Ready the ships, we take these monsters' nest today!" He bellowed as the sight of his Viking comrades reached his eyes.

After he left the Hall his words and Hiccup's words as well fully hit him, he leaned his giant frame against the cold wall and allowed a few tears to escape from his eyes since no one was looking at him. He pinched the bridge of his nose while closing his eyes in an attempt to stop further tears from escaping them.

He inhaled deeply a couple of times before opening his eyes, this time to glance at the sky. "Oh Val, I'm sorry, I'm so sorry. I failed my whole family…" he spoke with a sorrowful voice. He blinked away the last tears and inhaled deep one last time, steeling himself to be the chief his people would need if they were to take the Nest.

Meanwhile Hiccup had watched his father leave the Hall, and stood frozen for the whole time. He also didn't move when the three girls approached him, and the only thing he did when Heather kneeled and hugged him was hug her back, and cry away his tears. Cami and Astrid averted his eyes from him as a form of respect. Crying was an un-Viking attitude, and only those who were close to the person could see such act without disgracing him.

Unfortunately neither of them could say they were, only Heather. Astrid because of her cold indifference toward Hiccup the past years, and Cami because she never visited him since a few weeks after Val's death

Hiccup slowly let go of Heather after a couple of minutes passed by and looked at her with red eyes, and a puffy breathing. "I-I told you. T-today just sets it. I-I was never one of them," he said, his sarcasm weakly trying to lighten the mood but failing miserably.

She cupped his face in the motherly way Hiccup knew oh so well, and cleared with her thumbs the tears that had refused to leave his face. "Oh Hiccup…" she said with a heartbroken voice. She could only remember seeing him like this once, and it had been on the same day she was heartbroken as well.

Hiccup lightly gripped her hand and weakly stroked it with his thumb, as the action was very comforting for him. Astrid resigned herself from doing anything and hugged herself, as she didn't feel she was close enough to him to comfort him, but worried about him enough to feel pained by seeing his broken face. Besides she was never a person to comfort others. Her thing was violence, not soothing words.

Not yet at least.

Cami, though, had other ideas on her mind. Even though it shattered her heart to see Hiccup like this, she knew that Heather was the best of the three of them to comfort him. But, besides this, there was one thing that Hiccup had spoken that continuously echoed on her mind. She slowly approached him and kneeled before placing her hand on his shoulder. "Hiccup... what did you see in there?" She asked quietly, trying as hard as possible to avoid any direct words but also without being too vague, unaware of the glare that the girl dark of hair sent her way.

Hiccup turned his head to look at her, removing Heather's hands from his face in the process. He, however, didn't stop stroking the back of her hand with his thumb. "I-it was huge. It was a Queen dragon with the size of a mountain. She…" he gulped, remembering with horror and sorrow the memory of a whole Zippleback being eaten as if it was a flying sandwich. "She could eat a Zippleback whole," he whispered.

Cami hummed while trying not to gasp, and Hiccup, despite his misery, could see in her eyes what she was thinking. He let go of Heather's hand and gripped Cami by her shoulders, startling the girl out of her thoughts. "Please don't go. You'll only get everyone killed. It'll be a slaughter… Please… I can't lose you too…" he said, his eyes watering again.

Cami inhaled deeply, finding herself between a rock and a hard place. She didn't want to cause further misery to Hiccup, but she also couldn't let the chance of avenging her tribe, avenging her Mother slip away, whether or not Stoick succeeded in taking the Nest. She gently gripped Hiccup's hands and removed them from her shoulders. "I'm sorry Hiccup... but I must avenge my tribe... my Mother," she said without looking him in the eyes, her voice sorrowful yet determined.

Before he could protest Cami quickly stood and turned to leave the Hall, not looking back not even once. A few tears that he didn't know he still had to shed escaped his eyes as he watched his childhood friend walk to her doom.

Cami walked out of the Hall with a heavy heart. She understood the risk of storming in the Nest to take out a beast that decimated half of her tribe without even sweating. She started climbing down the stairs when her eyes caught sight of the remnants of her tribe looking expectantly at her. "Bog Burglar women," she called as loud as she could, briefly envying the booming way Stoick could call the Vikings of Berk.

"We have a choice today," she said when every single woman was paying attention to her. "Stoick is going to storm the Dragon's Nest today," she declared, earning only a few murmurs as most already knew that. "Inside that Nest is the dragon that killed our tribeswomen, our children, our elders… our leader," she said, her voice cracking slightly at the end. Many eyes widened at this revelation, since none of them had heard Stoick's conversation with Hiccup.

"We have a choice," she repeated. "We can stay here and let him on his own when Hel breaks loose. Or we can go with him and slay the beast that almost killed the Bog Burglars," she raised her hand before shouts of 'kill the beast' echoed in the air. "This is a dangerous crusade. And many will probably die. Now, knowing this, I ask you: will you stay, or will you come with me and claim our revenge?" she yelled, earning shouts of agreement.

Cami smiled proudly, and let a lone tear roll her cheek as she saw how unified and determined her tribe was to kill the Queen. "Ready the ships. Today we make history!" she ordered while climbing down the remaining stair steps. Immediately the Bog women went to the harbor ready the remaining Bog ships, or aid Stoick with his own preparations.

Once she reached the harbor she stopped to appreciate the sight of Bog and Hairy Hooligans working together to prepare the fleet, all to purge this demon's existence. "I hope you don't mind me and my comrades tagging along," she said after approaching Stoick.

The vast man, who had been talking to Gobber and Spitelout about what would be loaded, including the Night Fury, stopped to look at the young chief. His eyebrows shot up in surprise, as he didn't expect the Bogs to tag along, since their numbers were few and their chief young. Still, he shrugged away any concern and placed a beefy arm around Cami's shoulders, before speaking. "Of course I won't. Every Viking is very welcome aboard. The bigger our numbers, the faster we take their Nest!" he proclaimed, earning shouts of agreement.
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I blinked my eyes as I slowly regained conscience. I felt a pounding headache, and blood reaching my jaw, painfully reminding me of the blow I had taken in my head after being capture. I looked around, but even with my heightened sight all I could see was darkness. "For Lua's sake, I swear I'll gut whoever hit my head," I mumbled.

Lua was the only entity we dragons believe in. She kept the Sun above us so we could have light and warmth, and the Moon so the loneliness and darkness of the night would be cast away. She kept the balance of this world, and guided our fallen Kin to her realm, to Valhalla or to Hel. We believe that the Queens and Kings are direct offspring from her, even though they must prove their worthiness if they are to lead us.

But, just like the tales of Vikings, we too have fallen entities. The Queen in our Nest is proof of that. Her tyranny disgraces all that we believe, and corrupt the very structure of our existence.

And yet, I have failed my Kin. I have given them hope that I'd purge her existence so Lua forever doomed the wretched Eel in her realm, and we could return to the natural order long ago lost. And now I was a prisoner, a captive just like my cousin, of these worm Vikings. I moaned and lay down my head on my paws, feeling defeated. I could now only await my fate to be sealed.

"So it is true then... They did capture a Child of Night..." I heard a Kin say, and by the smell I figured it was a Child of Vanity. I snorted, not bothering to form a reply. I was never fond of this particular Kin, as they were always too vain for my taste.

Hence their name.

"I wonder where your rider is now," another sneered, and I instantly recognized as the Child of Flames. I didn't care about replying him, but it seemed that he had more to say. "In the end, rider or not, you suffered the same fate we did," he said, although curiously he seemed sad because of it. "Such a shame... I've never seen a puppet defy a Nightmare and his own Elder on the same day. I had hoped you two would free our Nest, but now…"

His voice, or growls for the Vikings, was cut short, as the sound of footsteps reached our ears. "The chief needs it alive and conscious to lead us to their Nest. Try not to harm it too much," a Viking said, though who it was I did not know. Panic instantly swept over me when I realized that they would use me to lead them to their Nest.

The other dragons began growling as well, as they all were worried over my fate. I would be the responsible for leading the Vikings to our Nest, after 300 years of safety. We all knew that if the Queen was to lay her paws on me I would suffer.

Not to mention my little rebellious act had already put me on her bad side.

The doors opened, and for a moment I shut my eyes as the blinding light hit them. But, as soon as I opened them, I was surrounded by a dozen Vikings, all armed to the teeth.

I would be damned if I would go down without a fight.
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In the end I was shamefully seized after only half a minute of fight. Even though I had speed and strength they had numbers. I was forced into a contraption of wood and metal apparently designed to keep my Kin restrained while being able to transport us. "What are we supposed to do with this?" He asked while pointing to the saddle on me.

I watched a Viking hobble toward me. Unlike the others he had wood in one of his legs and seemed to have lost his hand, as he had a hammer in its place. He carefully observed my saddle, and even though I was restrained, I still warned him with a growl of how protective I was of the contraption my hatchling did.

"Shush," he harshly whispered, although seemingly paying no attention to the fact that he was speaking to me. "Amazing… I never taught him any of this…" he muttered, low enough for none of them to listen. I felt surprised that his voice seemed to carry both longing and pride. He ran his beefy hand on the saddle, looking almost amazed at the thing my hatchling created. "Leave it be," he suddenly said, making a Viking or two yelp in surprise. "He won't be using anyway," he explained, and the Vikings complied.

Soon the contraption that had me restrained was moving and I could see that we were heading toward what seemed to be boats. "I'm sorry… I failed you all…" I whispered, hoping that my imprisoned Kin would listen and forgive me.

007

007

Toothless was slowly taken to the harbor, where Stoick and Cami were awaiting him. When the restrained dragon arrived there Stoick ordered the 'demon', as he called the Night Fury, to be placed on the lead boat, which was going the boat where the two Chiefs would be.

After Toothless was boarded on the leading ship Cami studied the creature with keen interest. "A Night Fury…" she said with a tone akin to awe while leaning her head so she could carefully see the dragon's scales. "Such a cunning, stealthy dragon you are. You inspired many of us with your dive bombs and camouflage," she said while running her hand on the smooth dark scales.

Toothless growled, not liking how he was being observed. He felt like he was an injured deer lying in front of a hungry Nightmare, and the feeling did not bode well to him. Cami, on the other hand, paid no heed to the dragon's growls and kept observing him.

Her eyes eventually fell on the saddle and contraption on Toothless, and widened in awe and realization. "Hiccup built this…" It was not a question, Toothless knew that, but he still hummed in response. Although not that she would pay attention to this. "Amazing... I knew he was a great blacksmith, but this… Such wasted potential…" she whispered sadly. She didn't hate Hiccup for befriending a dragon, but by seeing the effort he had put into his friendship with the beast made her feel sad as he could have placed the same effort in many other areas like building weapons. "If only Stoick had given more attention to you…" she whispered with a sorrowful voice.

She was brought out of her thoughts by a familiar booming voice. "Cami! We're ready to depart. Is your tribeswomen ready?" he asked while boarding his ship. Cami turned to look at him and then looked at her women. They all either nodded or fisted the air, showing that they were only awaiting their Chief's command.

She nodded, but before she could speak her eyes fell on a distant figure standing on the cliff facing the harbor. Stoick raised an eyebrow at the odd look on her face and turned to see what she was looking at. His eyes immediately caught sight of his son standing on the cliff, his face unreadable because of the distance, as Stoick preferred to think.

The wound he carved inside himself at the Great Hall was still bleeding.


	31. Dawn of a New Generation

_**AN: Hello there. Happy news, I have gotten a new notebook, so the updates should resume to the usual one per weekend. I had thought of uploading this chapter on my birthday (the Monday of this week), but there were some arguing at home because of my new computer. I apologize for everyone that was kept waiting for this chapter more than they should have. Anyway, here is the chapter, and I hope it'll be a good enough apology for each and every one of you.**_

_**So,anway, here are the review responses:**_

_**ivanganev1992: I'll answer you by saying that you can wait until I upload the chapters with these events**_

_**LunarCatNinja: Well, you can see now what it'll happen (and I think you'll be able to guess most of it). And I'm happy that I manage to write a deep emotional scene, however much it hurts.**_

_**Cottonmouth25: It may not have the same ring, but it is a clever alteration. And yes, I wanted to make Stoick a little more extreme, because I believe that's how he would have reacted given that Valka did spend more years with Hiccup before being taken away, and because of Hiccup's plain, verbal defience**_

_**White Hunter: Due to the giant size this fic would have, the damage Stoick caused will be more detailedly explored in its sequel, How To Become a Dragon Master (yup, it already has a name). And you can bet your yaks that she'll deeply regret going with Stoick hehe...**_

_**Djberneman: Hiccup has no dragon, and the time he would spend to release on, bond, ride, and reach the boats they would be close to the Dragon's Nest, not to mention that none of them would give him the necessary speed to evade the Berkians' weapons**_

_**Nick Tanico: Most of this will follow the movie, with some in between scenes between the dragons' release, and their arrival to the Nest. As for the White Fury being Heather's, you have no idea what awaits you in the next few chapters :P**_

_**AZalmega: Not this chapter, but be sure you will see him on the next chapter. And thanks :) I didn't get many of those sadly, but I did get a few good gifts, money, which helped me buy this pc.**_

_**thearizona: 19 years old, and thank you. I have not had the chance to look at his stories, but I will as soon as possible. I'm eager to see how he wrote their POV. And well, you'll have to wait a chapter or three to find out their fate :P**_

_**SpicedGold: Well, I'm happy that I manage to make it intensive. This is one of the mos emotional parts of the movie for me, so I wanted to make it equally emotional here**_

_**Noctus Fury: AH my old friend, how have you been? And indeed, I think that wth them three at his side he is settled. And I agree. most would have become Alvin. I think that considering the number of fics in which he leaves and holds a grudge shows how close he was to doing this. I hope you enjoy this chapter greatly :)**_

_**So, without futher ado:**_

**xxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxx**

Hiccup had stood in the Hall even after Heather had tendered his cheek and searched for any other wound that he could have earned when facing the Nightmare. It was only after he had recomposed the little dignity that he still had that he left the Hall. Heather and Astrid silently followed him, as they had a clue to where he was going but didn't want to confirm it.

In the end they were right. They found Hiccup standing on the cliff before the harbor, and lightly shook his head when his father's eyes fell on him. It was, after all, the last warning he could give before they all sailed to their death. But whether the vast man acknowledged his warning or not, he did not show. Instead, Stoick simply turned his back and shouted.

"Set sail!"

.
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The three of them kept standing on the cliff as the ships, one by one, sailed toward the Nest. Both Astrid and Hiccup watched with dread as almost all of Berk, and all the Bogs, head to the dragons' home. They knew it would be a slaughter, but also didn't know what to do. Heather kept there in silence because she didn't know what they would be facing, even though she had a hunch that it was not something easy to defeat, given how dreadful Hiccup looked.

"It's a mess…" Astrid said suddenly, pulling Hiccup out of his thoughts. "You must feel horrible… You lost everything: your father, your tribe, your friend…" she trailed off, wincing as she realized the poor choice of words.

Hiccup looked at her with an unamused expression on his face, and even seemed a bit angry with her choice of words. But, he only drew a sigh before speaking up. "Thank you for summing that up…" he said with his usual sarcasm, but even that lacked the usual spark it usually had. "And… I told you, I was never one of them." he replied, "I never had a tribe…" he quietly added with a broken voice. "And probably never had a father either…"

Heather decided to speak up, since the direction this conversation was taking was not a good one, and Astrid seemed to utterly lack any kind of sense of what to say. "What did you see that day…?" she wondered, as it was the only question that she could think at the moment. Hiccup looked at her with a confused expression while Astrid looked thankful for the intervention.

"The day you found Toothless in the woods…" She explained. "You spared him, even though you spent months hunting him down. Everyone else would have killed him. But you didn't... What did you see?" she asked again, this time with more curiosity evident.

Hiccup looked back at the ocean and sighed.

"I… I don't know. I could have killed him. I should have. It would have been better for everyone in the end." he said with sagged shoulders.

"So why didn't you kill?" This time Astrid asked. Heather raised an eyebrow at the sudden interest, but as she looked at the blonde's face she could see that there was another reason to why she was asking this question.

"I… I don't know. I couldn't." Hiccup lamely answered. He wasn't in the mood to relive the day he found Toothless, and this question wasn't helping his mood get better.

"That's not an answer Hiccup, and you know that." she scoffed while crossing her arms. "So, why didn't you?" she asked again, this time sounding more determined.

"What does any of this matter to you, for Thor's sake?" Hiccup suddenly yelled. Heather flinched at the sudden outburst, since a livid Hiccup was something she would never ne used to this. But Astrid, on the other hand, didn't even move an inch.

It was almost like she was expecting this…

"It matters because you know better than this Hiccup, because I want you to remember what you say, here and now." She answered with a soft yet fierce tone.

"For the love of Thor you stubborn woman, I was weak. I was a coward. I wouldn't kill a dragon. I stabbed him and didn't have the guts to finish it!" Hiccup answered, shocking both of them. Neither Astrid nor Heather had thought that he would have harmed Toothless that day.

"You said wouldn't this time." She answered with a quieter voice after Hiccup calmed down. Her breathing had hitched as she recalled a time where she could easily have been in Toothless position, but in the Arena instead of the forest.

"Does it really matters?" Hiccup asked rhetorically. "In the end I'm just a coward, the first Viking in 300 years who wouldn't kill a dragon because of pity." he said, trying to sound angry but, instead, sounding pitiful.

He was surprised when he felt a hand on his shoulder and turned his head, half expecting to see Astrid's hand. Instead, he found out that Heather was the one with her hand on his shoulder. He felt slightly guilty for forgetting that she was also here. "You were the first Dragon Rider… And a coward wouldn't dare to ride a Night Fury." she answered softly. "You are not weak for pitying Toothless Hiccup. You are strong because of it." She turned him around and placed her hand where his heart his. "You have a brave heart Hiccup. You decided to defy everything we are taught because of what you saw." she added.

Hiccup looked at her eyes with grateful and saddened eyes before gazing at the horizon. She let go of him and stood motionless as Hiccup kneeled to grab a rock and throw into the cold ocean. "I didn't kill him because… because he looked as frightened as I was. I looked at him and saw myself, and because of this I never finished what I had begun." He looked at the two of them. "And later he spared me, even though I had stabbed him. How can a creature capable of mercy be heartless..?" He asked, although by the look of his eyes both Astrid and Heather knew that he knew the answer.

"He must be really frightened right now. Alone, heading to face that monster and surrounded by people that wouldn't think twice before killing him…" she quipped. "You said he was always there for you, besides Gobber and Heather,"-said girl raised an eyebrow in surprise, before remembering that he had said that after they returned from Astrid's kidnapping-"isn't this the time for you to do the same?" She asked.

Hiccup looked at her as realization dawned on him. "You're right. He needs me, now more than ever." He said as he began thinking on what to do.

"So, what are you going to do about it?" Heather asked slightly afraid, but also happy to see a grin slowly forming on Hiccup's lips.

Hiccup shrugged and spoke while grinning. "Err, probably something stupid."

"But you already did this." was the reply from both of them at the same time.

His grin grew bigger and he looked at them with the same face Heather came to associate with his crazy ideas. "Then something crazy…" He answered. "Gather the teens if you can and meet me at the Arena." He answered before quickly departing away.
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He immediately headed for the Forge to take his armor. He had used the idea that Heather had suggested weeks ago and, while raw, the armor he had forged could be used. He had not managed to replace the brackets he lost when facing the White Fury, so only the body and shoulder pads were finished.

He stormed inside the Blacksmith after reaching it and headed immediately for his room. Inside there, laid the basket he would have used if they had departed with Toothless. He opened it and, after removing the blankets and tools, he found it. "Let's see if you were worth the effort… May as well use if these will be my last days alive." He mumbled before putting the armor.

It was a brownish armor with two layers of leather, with only the outer one being hardened. Between them resided small metal plates, big enough to protect him but not big enough to weight on him. Unlike a chainmail his armor had a belt running across it, enabling him to easily dress and undress the armor. The shoulder pads slightly resembled Astrid's, but were made of leather instead.

Once he dressed them Hiccup inhaled deeply, and stole a glance on his room. Dozens of sketches, both of dragon killing machines and of Toothless' tail resided there, as well as some scenic sketches. He shook his head and slowly left the Forge, hoping that this would not be the last time he would be there.

He would wait for the teens inside the Arena. And he could only hope that Astrid and Heather would convince them to come.
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To say that she was surprise by seeing Hiccup wearing an armor unlike anything she has ever seen was an understatement. Astrid was jaw-dropped, not only because of the intricate design, but also by the fact that Hiccup had armor he himself crafted. It was obvious that he did, after all, she didn't think Stoick would gift him this kind of armor.

Heather, though, didn't seem so surprised. In fact the raven-haired girl seemed to be happy, even proud, as a small, almost unnoticeable, smile formed on her lips. "He used my idea…" she mumbled. It was then that Astrid confirmed her suspicious, considering how shaky but happy her tone seemed. She felt her respect toward the young healer grow as she was sure that Hiccup wouldn't use an idea if it wasn't good.

The teens, meanwhile, had entered the Arena with Heather and Astrid taking the lead. They were met with the sight of Hiccup waiting for them wearing an intricate armor which surprised all of them. None of them had seen him after the Nightmare fiasco, or after Stoick departed to the Nest, and to suddenly find him back at the Arena, and wearing armor nonetheless, was shocking at the very least.

Fishlegs was, surprisingly, the first one to speak. "So, if you're planning on getting eaten I'd stay away from the Fear Class dragons caged. Being predigested while still alive would give you a 20+ Pain," he commented, making the others eye him as if he had grown a second head. Hiccup just shook his head; he would never understand Fishlegs' pointing system. He didn't even know how pain could be measured. "Besides, nice armor you're wearing." He added a bit sheepishly and earned a smile from Hiccup.

Luckily-or not depending of Hiccup's point of view-Tuffnut stepped up, bringing his face inches apart from Hiccup's. The auburn haired boy involuntarily took a step back, since being bullied by Tuff these years made him fear the Twin, as if the pranks Tuff did with Ruff wasn't enough reason to fear both of them. "You were wise to have requested the help of the world's deadliest weapon, and are lucky to receive its aid."

When Hiccup didn't budge he added with a monotone voice. "It's me moron," he said, making Hiccup bite back a laugh. "Besides, do you have more of that cool armor you're wearing?" he asked while deviously grinning. Hiccup gulped, not even wanting to imagine what Tuffnut would do with armors like his.

But before he could say anything Snotlout 'gently' pushed Tuffnut away. His cousin seemed unnaturally happy, his wide grin making Hiccup shiver. "Armor… This means we're going to battle," he proclaimed happily, "When do we begin kicking names and taking butts?" he asked eagerly, oblivious to the fact that he messed up the catch phrase. Hiccup opened his mouth to protest that he didn't even speak his plan but closed it. Hiccup was satisfied, and even a bit relieved, that his former bully was already in his plan without even knowing what it is.

He was shoved aside by Ruffnut, 'these three surely like to shove people,' he thought, before found intimidating her approach. "This is crazy. You're crazy." She said with a matter-of-fact tone before leaning closer and flashing a seductive smile. Hiccup gulped, suddenly finding the act of breathing a very difficult task to do. "The armor suits you well, I like it…" she purred, making his legs tremble slightly. Luckily for him Astrid and Heather saw the scene and both girls pushed the female Twin, making her stumble on her brother. It didn't take a second before the two of them were already fighting.

"That was funny." Heather quipped, apparently amused with the situation, and earned a glare from Hiccup, "But also weird." She added, and for a second he could swear that a hint of jealousness was hidden beneath her surprised tone. "So…" she said, leaving the question unasked. She looked around, as if trying to understand why they all were inside the Arena.

Fortunately Astrid spoke up, "What's the plan?" She asked, voicing out Heather's silent question. He noticed that she had a skeptical look on her face as if she knew what he was planning but was waiting to see if he would really go with the idea. "I hope you have one…" she added, hinting that she wasn't betting her yaks that he indeed had one.

"You'll see soon enough," he replied confidently and made a gesture for her to line up with the others. He turned around and looked at each cage, trying to decide what dragon he would let go first. His gaze eventually fell on the Nightmare's cage. It made sense for him to try this dragon first. Their previous meeting didn't go well, and if he wanted to move forward with this crazy idea then it would be better if he began with a dragon that had tried to kill him.

"Do you have with you some medical herbs and bandages?" Hiccup asked to Heather without looking away from the cage. The young healer hummed in denying, making Hiccup sigh slightly. "Go and grab your med pack, we'll need it for a friend," he said, and she knew better than to question him considering how serious he sounded. She broke into a run, determined to reach as quickly as possible the Healer's hut so Hiccup would not be alone with the Nightmare.

"Fishlegs; go outside and open the cage. I suppose you know where the lever is," he instructed, knowing that Astrid would not leave his side when facing the Nightmare. The teens, who had been exchanging whispers between them, fell silent as Fishlegs hurried outside and lowered the lever. The chains began clattering, and the beam was slowly pulled up. The doors, unlike last time, opened slowly. Hiccup extended his hands in a nonthreatening way as the dragon slowly came out of its cage.
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They were back. I knew it. This pup is nothing but a liar. He came back with his hatchlings to finish what he and his elders had started. My cage was open now, as I heard the same clanking sound I had heard earlier. I could charge out of it, slamming the doors open, but this would make worse the wound this hatchling had caused on my shoulder. Instead, I slowly left the cage, while making sure that my slit eyes showed how angry I was with him.

Hiccup noticed how I was angrily looking at him and his peers and I think he presumed that I was expecting to be ambushed. "It's okay," he said, making my eyes focus exclusively on him. "I'm not going to hurt you," he added, using the same tone he used earlier. I kept focused on the boy and I began growling as I approached him. I wanted to make sure he understood my feelings toward him.

"I don't know why you were so focused on killing me all of a sudden," he said without lowering his hand. I knew I could easily eat it whole, but apparently so did he. He was brave indeed, but I already knew that. This time, though, his bravery won't save him. "And I won't lie by saying that I am sorry for what I have done to you." He added, making me growl in outrage and flare up.

The other pups yelled in surprise and distanced themselves from me while he only stepped back twice to prevent himself from being burned. Immediately after I flamed up, my fire extinguished as I looked with pain at my bleeding wound. Then I looked back at him and growled loudly, but he only flinched because of how loud I was. "This?"-He pointed to the wound-"I am not sorry for defending those that I care about," he said with resolution. I commended his words, as they were noble ones, but this didn't soothe my anger.

"But this matters not," he said while approaching me. For some reason I involuntarily took a step back, and cursed how I seemed weak before this hatchling. The other Kin would make fun of me, a Child of Flames afraid of a skinny Viking pup. "We'll patch it up soon enough," he added in a soothing voice, "What I need from you is your help," he said, making my eyes dilate in surprise. Why he needed my help? And… did this mean he would free me?

"My father is using Toothless to find the Nest…" I shivered at the mention of that wretched place. At least being caged meant I did not need to see anymore the face of that wretched eel. "It'll be a massacre, unless I-we stop it," he added. "So, please, will you help us?" he finally asked, his eyes not even for a moment leaving mine.

I stared at him, and I noticed his bated breathing, and how nervous he was. In the end, I leaned against his palm and closed my eyes in a sign of trust. He had honorable words, and I deeply hoped his actions would be nothing less honorable than them. If he meant to go to the Nest and get rid of her, then I'd gladly join him. Even if we die, if it meant the freedom of my fellow Kin, then all would be worth it.
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Hiccup let a smile creep on his lips as the Nightmare nuzzled his palm. He knew this would be one of the hardest dragons to convince aiding them. He watched as the Nightmare opened his eyes, and how they were no longer slits. Instead they were dilated just like Toothless' eyes usually were. Slowly Hiccup walked backwards while the dragon slowly walked toward him, both taking one step at a time and never breaking eye-contact.

He slightly turned his head over, not daring to break his gaze with the dragon's eyes, and noticed the teens looking at the scene unfolding before them. Most of them seemed tense, as they were unarmed with only Hiccup standing between them and one of the most ferocious dragons known to Vikings, but also shocked that he had reasoned with one of them. "This is what I wanted to show," he said, addressing the teens. "They are not mindless beasts. Together, and only together, we can end this war," he added.

He noticed through the corner of his vision Snotlout crouching to pick up a broken beam of wood, probably afraid that the dragon was going to attack or flame up again, only to be stopped by a slap on his arm given by Astrid and a deathly glare given by Heather, who had just arrived with her med pack. He paled slightly, and Hiccup had to resist the urge of laughing at the sight of Snotlout cowering before her.

He approached his cousin and, without looking away from the dragon's eyes, he took his cousin's arm and began directing it toward the dragon. Snotlout began breathing erratically and asked in a hushed whisper, "Hiccup…? What are you doing?"

"It's okay," he said to Snotlout, even though the black-haired boy didn't seem to buy it, given how erratic his breathing sounded, "It's okay… just relax," he added, finally managing to soothe slightly the Viking. Steadily and slowly he replaced his hand on the dragon's snout with Snotlout's. The boy froze once his palm made contact with the smooth scales, and he looked like he was waiting for the dragon to flame up and burn his skin.

He began chuckling once he realized nothing would happen. Turning his head he looked at Hiccup who just smiled back. "Now, you just talk to him. I'll help the others with the rest of the dragons," he said, making Snotlout's grin falter. "It's okay; just try to not make it mad," he said, reassuring his cousin, who didn't seem so reassured. Nightmares were, after all, known for their short temper.

While he would rather supervise every bonding the teens would do time was running short, therefore making this unable to happen. "Heather, patch up the wound on his shoulder. I owe him this. Snotlout, this might hurt him, so try to soothe him while she takes care of his wound," he said without waiting for an answer.

The next one he released was the Gronckle. The dragon also came out of the cage slowly, probably waiting to hear shouting and shields being bashed to disorientate it. When none of this happened the dragon's gaze fell on Hiccup's form, and it quickly went to nudge his hand, as it had attached him to the sight of the good smelling grass.

Hiccup chuckled nervously, since he didn't expect the dragon to warm up so easily, and even more when the Gronckle seemed disappointed because of the lack of grass, but also didn't want the scratching Hiccup was doing on his chin to stop.

Granted that he did his best to protect them while Training happened, but he didn't honestly think none of them would have warmed up with him. He didn't build up his expectations, since there were five more dragons to be released, possibly six. And he had yet to see if the others had warmed up to him as well. "Fishlegs," he called the husky boy whom had returned to the Arena, although being sure to keep his voice from being too loud.

He was doing the same thing he did with the Nightmare: with his hand at its snout he was slowly leading the dragon toward the teen he suspected it would be the most appropriate rider to bond with the dragon. "Come here," he called softly, since the blonde was probably at the brink of hyperventilating. "It's okay. Don't you want to see what dragons truly are? Don't you want to study them up close?" he asked, aware that he was unfairly using Fishlegs' curiosity to give the boy enough courage to approach the Gronckle.

He heard the boy mutter some curses, probably among the lines of 'damn my curiosity'. Hiccup smiled fondly, since he had seen how Fishlegs was more about studying the dragons rather than fighting them. He guessed that, out if everyone, he would be the quickest one to bond once he got over his fear. The Gronckle was perhaps the gentlest dragon from the Arena, therefore being the ideal candidate for the big Viking to bond.

He turned his head slightly, and noticed Fishlegs slowly approaching him. Unlike with Snotlout, though, he only directed what the boy should do. "Here," he pointed toward the Gronckle's chin, "Scratch him on this spot. Apparently they love being scratched there." And to prove his point he scratched again the Gronckle at said location, making it purr like a cat.

Fishlegs' shoulders gave away most of the tension they were holding the moment he heard the dragon purr. His fear was quickly overshadowed by his fascination, and it didn't take long before he tried to make the dragon purr with his own hands. Hiccup slowly stopped scratching the dragon to remove his hand, allowing the overgrown lizard to stare at Fishlegs without being distracted.

Fishlegs froze when his eyes met the dragon's eyes. He expected to see murder radiating from them, or for them to be empty like a deer's eyes. Instead he found human-like emotions behind them and gasped slightly. He slowly extended his hand, just like he had seen Hiccup do, and stopped just before his hand could touch the dragon.

He noticed from the corner of his eye Hiccup nodding, probably telling him that he was doing it right. The dragon sniffed his hand and looked at his eyes once again before closing them and finally closing the gap. He couldn't, and didn't try to, stop himself from smiling once he felt the soft and surprisingly cool scales touch his palm.

He felt a nagging feeling, and when the dragon looked at his eyes he felt a wave of emotions wash through him. The feeling felt foreign, something he had never seen before. "Is this what you meant?" He asked Hiccup, without looking away from the dragon. Hiccup just hummed in agreement, and some way he could picture the boy grinning like mad by seeing Fishlegs bonding with the Gronckle.

"So, just like I told Snotlout. Try to not make it mad and to get used to him. I'll go help the others," he advised, although not sounding as worried as he had been with his cousin. Perhaps it was due to the fact that Fishlegs was more likely to use his brain instead of doing something stupid. With this he slowly stepped aside, leaving the two of them alone.

The next dragon he decided to release was the Hideous Zippleback. The Twins were constantly bickering and this was starting to get on Hiccup's nerves. He thought that if they had a dragon to be worried about they would stop bickering one another. Unfortunately before he could open the cage he heard Snotlout screeching in horror, as well as Heather, and the Nightmare growling.

Immediately he turned his head and saw the dragon beginning to corner Heather while looking at her with slit eyes. His instincts immediately kicked in and within seconds he was between them. "Stop that!" He ordered with a harsh tone, making the dragon growl in anger and frustration. "What happened?" He asked with a soft tone, a big contrast to the tone he had just used, while looking at the dragon, but expecting Heather to answer.

She didn't answer him, though, as she was too terrified. Instead, it was the dragon who answered him, as he kept looking at his wound then at him a couple of times before he finally understood what the issue was. Hiccup slowly walked toward the wound, while feeling the dragon's eyes on his skull the whole way.

He saw that there was some pus coming out of the wound, indicating that it was slightly infected. He sighed, feeling slightly guilt about it. He gently placed a hand on the Nightmare's long neck and began stroking it. "Everything's okay, no one is hurting you. The wound is infected, and she needs to clean it off or else it'll get worse. Can you let her do her job?" He asked before looking at the dragon's eyes. The Nightmare's eyes dilated and he purred lowly as he felt reassured by Hiccup's words.

He slowly parted away and nodded to Heather, indicating that she could continue doing her work. He kept watching both of them so no further misunderstandings would happen. The Nightmare hissed a couple more times, making Heather flinch, but other than this he remained calm. Snotlout, meanwhile, slowly reacquired the Nightmare's attention, and was getting used to the dragon.

Satisfied that no one was trying to eat each other alive Hiccup returned to his goal. Immediately after the Zippleback was released both heads nudged his hand, slightly surprising him. He guessed that their display of affection was because of the night he had entered their cage to remove the eel, and had promised to protect them.

But, oddly, they quickly stopped nudging his hands and looked at the Nightmare with slit eyes. The other dragon, sensing the Zippleback's hostility, turned his attention away from Snotlout to the two-headed dragons. Both of them started growling at one another, terrifying the teens and making Hiccup nervous. Fortunately Heather had finished patching the Nightmare's wound, so she was safely far from him.

He had to step up between them before either of them began throwing fire at the other. Fishlegs' Gronckle, who was apparently already named Meatlug as the husky boy shouted, went near to Hiccup's side and started growling at the Zippleback while Hiccup spoke to the Nightmare. "Wow, wow, guys you need to stop it. We don't have time for this. You two, or three,"-he said, not knowing if he should consider the Zippleback one dragon or two-"can solve your issues later okay?" he said.

The dragons glared at one another and huffed rings of smoke out of their nostrils before returning to their riders-to-be. Hiccup didn't even need to speak as the Twins already directed their attention to the Zippleback. But, as he should have expected, they started arguing with one another of who would ride it and what it would be named.

In the end the dragon supposedly got tired of their bickering and grabbed them by the collar of their tunics. They yelped in fright and surprise before the dragon collided their heads with one another before setting them down. Both of them looked at Hiccup with very big grins plastered on their faces, and said in unison: "I love it!"

The next dragon he chose to free was the Nadder. He had a feeling Astrid and this dragon would get along well enough, as both of them were fast, cunning and, dare he say, vain. He opened the cage and motioned for Astrid to approach him. "The Nadder is a bit different from the others," he instructed once Astrid was near him.

They watched as the Nadder slowly left its cage, with slit eyes and her tail up, its spines ready to shoot at any target. "Because the Nadder's blind spot is right in front of her nose you need to approach her from somewhere else. She needs to know that your unarmed and at her mercy to trust you," he explained when the Nadder began eyeing the two of them.

Astrid gulped when she spotted the dented scales on her face. She remembered well the day she had hit the Nadder with her shield before she had noticed her axe had dug into Hiccup's skin. She gulped again, and felt her arms shake when the Nadder's eyes became slits when the dragon spotted her.

"H-hey…" she said while slowly raising her hands. The Nadder hissed and shifted her feet so she had a clear shot on Astrid. The blond warrior knew that, at this small distance, there was no way she would be able to evade an attack without a spine or to hitting her. Moreover, she was sure as Hel that she did not want to feel poison sickness.

"Why couldn't he have handed me the Timberjack to deal with?" she mumbled to herself while slowly approaching the Nadder. "I'm… I'm sorry about this"- she pointed to the scar on the Nadder's face-"but we were on combat. You understand that only one of us could emerge victorious from it, don't you?" She asked the dragon, feeling silly that she was talking to the reptile as if waiting for an answer.

However, to her surprise, the dragon slowly lowered her defensive instance, although her tail was still ready to throw its spines. She vaguely heard Hiccup calling her name, and only half-glanced toward him. "Nadders are vain dragons; they like to be complimented about their abilities. They recognize a superior combatant when defeated in battle," he said, as this was the only explanation he could come up with after seeing the Nadder retreat willingly to its cage that day.

She nodded, and took another step toward the dragon. "You're not bad either," she said, earning a surprised look from the dragon. "You gave me some real trouble back then. I bet you are a pretty good warrior," she added, earning a purr in agreement from the dragon. "You also have a very pretty shade of blue," Astrid quietly mumbled, her cheeks flushing slightly at what she was admitting.

She was slightly startled when she felt Hiccup's hand on her shoulder. She looked at him through the corner of her eye and noticed that he was smiling fondly at her. "Look, her tail is disarmed," he said while pointing at the Nadder. Indeed, the dragon's tail was no longer primed to throw its spines, and her eyes dilated from the slits they just were.

"Scratch her under the chin," Hiccup directed while both of them slowly approached her. At one-step at a time, Astrid's hand became closer to the Nadder's head, and both made sure that the Nadder could watch them with either of its eyes. When they there only a few feet away from the dragon Hiccup let go of her shoulder to offer his hand to it.

Just as he expected the Nadder nudged his hand, allowing him to scratch her under the chin. He looked at Astrid grinning, and motioned for her to close by to do the same. The Nadder's eyes opened, and kept locked on Astrid before closing again. "See, she trusts you. Now scratch here"-he directed Astrid's hand to the spot-"If you end up scratching farther you'll knock the Nadder out," he explained.

She did not notice, but his cheeks were red by touching Astrid's hand. He could feel shivers running through his spine, and also felt slightly light-headed for being so close to her. He was glad that Astrid was handling the dragon on her own by now, or else his legs would have probably given out if he stood so close to Astrid for a little more.

"Okay, now we only have a dragon with razor sharp wings, a four-headed dragon, a Terror, and the nightmare of every being alive," he sarcastically mumbled while taking in a deep breath. He went for the Snaptrapper first, as he had spoken once to the dragon. He opened the lever and stepped back to watch the big dragon slowly leaving its cage.

To say that he was nervous when four identical heads gazed at him would have been an understatement. Even though he had stood against the dragon while poisoned, Hiccup felt slightly afraid of it exactly because this dragon had poisoned him that day. The teens looked at the pair with apprehension, even the Twins, as they all knew Hiccup had somehow defeated alone this dragon.

The heads kept looking at him before huffing. In the end, the dragon simply strode out of the Arena and lay down in a patch of grass near it, almost as if it was telling that 'I don't need a rider'. Hiccup and the other teens just looked at the dragon lying down in front of the Arena then at each other with bewildered faces.

Hiccup shrugged after a couple of silent seconds passed. Even the dragons seemed amused at the display of the Snaptrapper. "Well, one less then…" he remarked to Heather, who hummed in agreement. They turned their heads to face the Timberjack cage and glanced at each other, nodding, before Hiccup went to open the cage.

Unlike all the other dragons, especially the Snaptrapper, the Timberjack left its cage with a proud pose. Because of his gigantic size, the other dragons, knowing that they would not fit together, walked to the exit of the Arena, with the teens following them. Only Heather and Hiccup remained inside the Arena.

He knew that this was a smart dragon; much smarter than the others, with the exception of how the Furies were so far. He glanced at Heather, and noticed her raised eyebrow. "He's a smart dragon. He will probably choose his rider," he explained, making the young healer hum in agreement.

What neither expected was that the dragon would lock his gaze with Hiccup for a moment before bowing. Hiccup's jaw went wide open while Heather's eyes looked like they were ready to burst out of her face. The other teens, especially Fishlegs, watched awed at the scene transpiring before them.

Because they were not looking, no one noticed the other four dragons bowing with their heads toward Hiccup.

"I-I think it chose its rider…" Hiccup said, stuttering, as he still could not believe that a Timberjack was bowing before him. He slowly raised his head and waited for the Timberjack to close the gap between Hiccup's hand and his head. He smiled fondly when the dragon nudged his hand and purred, almost as if being grateful of the words Hiccup spoke to him right before Hiccup knocked out him with a scratch.

"Well… I guess there is only one dragon left…" he said. Heather had freed the Terror, and the dragon had chosen to fly away right after he had regained his freedom. She guessed that since they had trained with the Terror only once the dragon did not build up any attachments, or any grudges toward anyone.

"Absolutely not!" Heather said with a stern voice that someone could have easily mistaken with the voice of a mother scolding its children after catching them doing mischief. "I will not allow you to be near that… that monster," she said while looking dead in his eyes.

Hiccup gulped while letting go of the dragon's nose so he could raise both his hands in a gesture that suggested surrender. "Okay… then… call the other teens. They will need ropes if they are to fly the dragons. Since I'm used to riding a dragon I can deal with it if only there's left a short strip of rope," he said.

Heather turned to walk out of the arena, but turned her head and glared at him before walking away. Hiccup gulped, as he knew that she would be deeply mad at him after he does what he was planning to do. He knew it would be useless to convince Heather, so he would have to engage his plan without her consent. He turned back his attention to the Timberjack and stroked his nose gently when the dragon leaning closer.

"You need a name…" he said while stroking the dragon similarly to how a person would stroke a horse's nose. "Stokehead…" he said without thinking, and was surprised when the dragon purred, as if pleased with the name. "Now could you head outside the Arena? This place won't fit everyone if you're here," he said apologetically.

The dragon purred before walking out of the Arena. Due to the gigantic size of his wings, he had a bit of trouble moving out, but managed to do so without any sort of intervention. The teens returned to the Arena with their dragons, and looked expectantly at Hiccup. "So why did you call us?" Fishlegs asked.

"Well…" Hiccup said as he walked toward a crate, "You'll need ropes if you're to fly the dragons," he explained while grabbing some ropes. "Try to tie it where it won't hinder the dragon's movements of suffocate them. I will be on watch, since they might have uncomfortable prior experiences with ropes. Heather will help you if you need," he said while giving a strip of rope to each one of them.

In the end, he had been right. The strip of rope that remained for him was significantly shorter than the strips the teens received. However, if he managed to, successfully, carry out his thoughts it would not be much of a problem. He noticed that Heather kept glancing at his location every so often while helping the teens, but soon stopped doing so when the Twins ended up tangled between the ropes and started fighting one another.

Hiccup realized that this was his only shot at pulling in motion his plan. So he walked slowly backwards, toward the White Fury's cage. He could not allow losing Heather from his sight, or else he would be risking failing his idea and hearing an earful from her.

Hiccup's hand found the stone wall, and he quietly sighed in relief when none of the teens seemed to realize what he was doing. When his hand found the lever that opened the cage Hiccup breathed in deeply and closed his eyes, silently praying to Odin that his idea would not get himself and everybody else killed.

After praying, he opened his eyes slowly…

He lowered the lever.

.
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	32. Truth Is a Shard of Ice

_**AN:Hello, welcome again. Could some of you give me some reassuring words? Streak of bad days began again and I lost two frirnds in the spam of two days and I just feel like giving up on everything, including my stories.**_

_**Here are the review responses:**_

_**AZalmega: Your review is actually from the note I had left. Weirdly it didn't delete when I erased the note before posting last chapter. Anyway, if you couldn't review again, you can write last chapter's review here.**_

_**LunarCatNinja: It won't exactly backfire, but let's say you'll hate me after this chapter. **_

_**White Hunter: He'll do an even more crazy thing in this chapter**_

_**Cottonmouth25: Thanks, I'll try to go back to last chap and fix it. If you could point at which paragraph it is, it would help me a lot. And totally. I think Timberjacks would be very noble-like because of their massive wing-spam.**_

_**Nick Tanico: I did, sort of, inspire myself on the books. And no, the movie didn't show it past Snotlout and the Nightmare, which is why I wanted to write this scene. Aaaand you'll find that this chapter couldn't be any farther from your theory. Pleasedontkillme**_

_**thearizona: Thank you very much :) as for the reason they are bowing, you'll have a hint at the end of the story, but I can tell you that I already lay a hint where you always can see when you read my story.**_

_**SpicedGold: The film is focused on Hiccup rather than the dragons, which is why they don't show much about them. But, I feel like you'd love the books, because they show plenty of what the dragons think**_

_**Without further ado:**_

**xxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxx**

Heather had not listened to the chains moving, or to the wall slowly opened while she untangled the Twins from the ropes. She had not noticed the dragons stop growling, hissing or crooning, or all of them glancing toward the White Fury's cage.

She only realized that something was deeply wrong when she heard Fishlegs gasping. Her eyes immediately looked at him, and a sense of dread filled within her when she noticed how paled his skin was. His hand was shaking and pointing to somewhere she could not see. But she didn't need to see to know what was wrong.

"Hiccup!" she shouted, in both anger and despair, before looking at him. She broke into a run, desperately hoping that she could pull up the lever before the dragon had a chance to reach the exit of the Underground Arena. However, before she even reached the boy, a low growl resonated from within the cave, making the teens whimper in fear and making the dragons growl in worry.

Hiccup could feel his cold sweat slowly cross his forehead; he could feel his hands shaking, he could even feel the teens fear, or Heather's anger at him. He could feel the thick silence that surrounded the Arena, and could feel his legs shaking.

What he could not really feel was how he felt when the White Fury slowly began walking out of the cage, holding his head high with pride irradiating from him, and his body tense, ready to attack and mercilessly murder any who dare stand up against him.

And he knew the dragon would do it to anyone inside the Arena, dragon or human, without sparing a single thought.

The legendary White Fury slowly left his cage after years of imprisonment. He looked at the teens with a surprised and hateful expression. After all, it was not every day that he was freed or that he was met with the sight of Kin and Vikings standing together without bring at each other's throat.

This, however, didn't erase the malice irradiating from his sapphire blue orbs. He grinned, much to everyone's despair, as the scent of fear overwhelmed his nostrils.

Snotlout had all but hidden himself behind the Nightmare, despite have been arguing until the moment they spotted the white dragon. The Viking boy had nightmares with the White Fury since the day he was almost ripped to shreds and roasted alive by said dragons. Fishlegs had fainted near Meatlug, while the dragon was protectively curled around its unconscious rider.

The Twins glared at the white dragon with hatred dripping from their eyes. However, fear equally dripped from their eyes as they recalled how close they had been to losing one another. Even Fearless Astrid Hofferson whimpered slightly, as she recalled how close she had been to death had not Hiccup intervened, or how heartbroken she had felt when the dragon said Hiccup was dead.

Hiccup, even being the most experienced with dragons, also feared the white dragon, with good reason. Standing before him was the only being that could make fully-grown Vikings whimper like scared children and frighten dragons. Moreover, much to his desperation, he was the first that the dragon locked his gaze.

'Ah, the peculiar hatchling returns,' his deep and frightening voice said, resonating through the minds of Kin and Viking alike. 'I was wondering when we would meet again,' he added while unfurling his wings to look bigger and more frightening, a tactic similarly employed by the Fear Class dragon, although unnecessary, as he was already frightening by merely existing.

The dragons glanced worriedly at one another, all of them afraid of the legendary, deceptive Fury before them. Together they could overwhelm the dragon, but they would risk their newly acquired riders by doing so. Unfortunately, when the White Fury began walking toward Hiccup, the Nadder understood it as a sign that the dragon had chosen its first target.

In the blink of an eye, she primed and shot half-dozen of spines at the White Fury. Hiccup barely had time to yelp when he noticed the spines heading toward the white dragon, while the others who were awaken shouted in shock at the sudden attack. The dragon, meanwhile, being as cunning as he was, easily evaded the Nadder's attack.

Determined to protect the Dragon Protector the Nadder charged to the White Fury and head butted him, pinning him against the wall. Without wasting any second, the Nadder opened its jaw and sent to the White Fury a white stream of magnesium fire. Hiccup could only yell helplessly as he watched the flames consume the White Fury.

However, to his shock, when the Nadder finished its fire, he saw the White Fury glaring daggers at said dragon. 'Big mistake my Kin. They do not call me Child of Sun for nothing,' he quietly whispered before counter attacking. His claw embedded itself on the Nadder's body, earning a pained howl from it, and, using his wings as propellers, the White Fury slammed the other dragon against the opposite wall, pinning it down.

But when he was about to flame the Nadder, and show it what true firepower is, he felt something tucking his wings. Or, rather, someone. He turned his head, and spotted Hiccup near him. 'You should know better than to stand between a dragon and its target,' he said while walking toward Hiccup, looking as much menacing as possible, 'After all, this is the reason of why your dear Nightmare almost roasted you,' he added, making Hiccup's eyes widen.

The boy stole a glance toward the Nightmare and, much to his dismay, he noticed the dragon shamefully nodding. He shook his head, and decided to deal with this later, as at this moment he had an enraged Fury to deal with. Besides, by experience, he knew that any mistake could cost him his life. The White Fury would not be merciful as its cousin had been. "I-I didn't free you all to kill one another," he said, trying to sound brave. "I freed you because I have a deal for you," he added.

The dragon stopped in its tracks and huffed, a ring of smoke coming out from its nostrils. 'A deal?' he snorted, 'What kind of deal could you possibly offer me? I am free. I could kill every single one of you and escape this wretched place. What could you possibly offer me?' he said while leaning his head closer to Hiccup's.

He had to desperately resist the urge of whimpering when the White Fury's face was inches apart from his, or to slap himself for doing such a reckless thing. "Y-yeah, you can. B-but you won't. I freed you, and because of this you're bound by honor to me," he said. He was playing a risky game as, while he knew that the dragons had some kind of honor could that he had yet to fully understand, he didn't know if the White Fury followed it. He was as unique in his own society as Hiccup was in the Viking one.

'Honor?' he snorted in disbelief, silently wondering how the human pup had figured that the dragon society was founded on honor. 'What makes you think I am bound by such a thing?' he asked. This hatchling was considering him as a dragon, whereas none of his Kin ever did so. Slowly and subtly his aggressive demeanor started debunking slowly.

"I-I know because…"-Hiccup inhaled deeply-"because you're still a dragon. You might be able to invade our minds, or deceive us, but, in the end, you're still a dragon. If the others are bound by an honor code, then so are you," he explained slowly so he could keep his voice even and strong.

His words seemed to have an effect on the White Fury as he leaned away from Hiccup's face and gazed at the ground, almost as if he was discussing with himself. Taking advantage of the dragon's distraction Hiccup motioned for Heather to give the Nadder medical attention. The glare she sent him before complying almost rivaled the White Fury's.

'What kind of deal you have to offer me?' he asked after a minute of silence. Hiccup breathed out in relief as he noticed that the dragon seemed more receptive toward him this moment.

"My father captured Toothless"-the dragon snorted at his cousin's name, but Hiccup ignored it-"and is using him to go to the Nest…" he explained, making the White Fury's eyes widen in surprise. "It... it will be a slaughter if we don't stop them. I know about the Queen... and I know that if we work together we can defeat her."

'What makes you think that she can be stopped this time?' he asked curiously, making Hiccup question if someone or a dragon had tried to stop her before. 'Many Kin tried to defeat her before. What makes you think that we can defeat her this time?' the White Fury asked, looking at Hiccup as if he was judging his soul.

"Because none of them had Vikings at their side," he simply answered.

The White Fury fell silent after this. He looked at the other pups which, despite their rightful fear from the deceptive Fury, all seemed determined to work along dragons to end this war, and the Queen's tyranny consequently. 'Very well... Let's suppose that we come out alive. What is your deal for me?'

"Your freedom," he answered, making the dragon snort in disbelief. "Wait, let me finish," he pleaded before the dragon said anything. When he didn't hear the dragon's voice in his head Hiccup spoke up. "I know a place or two where you can leave peacefully, and alone, away from any Viking. You'll never be inside a cage again, and won't need to worry about any of us."

The White Fury looked at him, judging if Hiccup's words were true. Even though he could find his place by himself it would be nice to have one handled by someone else. Besides, he wanted to know more about this peculiar hatchling. Hiccup, as he learned the boy's name, saw him as a dragon like any other, despite recognizing his unique abilities, and spoke to him like an equal.

'Very well… I… I accept your deal,' the dragon answered, making Hiccup grin so much that his face seemed inches away from cracking in two. He could feel his heart beating impossibly fast at the rush of emotions and adrenaline flowing through him.

"Okay…" he said to himself, "Okay…" he said again as a way to calm himself. He turned to look at the teens, which seemed slightly less apprehensive with the White Fury's presence. "Climb your dragons; we need to practice some riding before going to the Nest," he instructed and everyone nodded.

When his gaze fell on Astrid and her Nadder, Hiccup worried that the dragon would not be able to fly because of its wound. But when the pair was the first to leave the Arena, and without showing any clumsiness, he let his worry wash away.

His eyes searched for Heather, and when he found her he was met with a strong punch in his shoulder, which made him yelp in pain. "You big oaf, reckless, stubborn, stupid boy," she said through gritted teeth, repeatedly punching his arm. When she stopped doing it she enveloped him in a bear-crushing hug, making whatever remark he was about to say die in his throat.

"Don't ever scare me like this again," she choked with a broken voice, and Hiccup could even feel the tears threatening to escape her eyes by the tone of her voice.

He gently returned the hug, glad that Heather wasn't punching him into unconsciousness, or crushing his lungs. "I won't. I promise you that I won't," he said while stroking her silk-like hair. "But I needed to do this. He deserves a chance as much as every other dragon here," he explained. Hiccup broke away from their hug and cupped her face with one of his hands, while the other tucked away an astray lock of hair from Heather's face. "He's an outcast just like me. I would be no better than the teens if I left him in there," he softly reasoned.

A sniff escaped her mouth before she hugged herself in a comforting way. "I understand..." she said quietly, "But when I saw him approaching you... I thought... I thought I was going to lose you..." she said with a voice barely louder than a whisper.

"Let's go. I need to help them learn how to fly their dragons if we are to arrive within time at the Nest," he said while gently placing a hand on her shoulder. Heather eased up a bit, and he was relieved to see that she wasn't so sad anymore. "Come on, I think you'll want to stretch your wings after being coped up for so long," he said to the White Fury.

Together the three of them left the Arena. Astrid had managed, with some difficult, to get herself and the Nadder airborne. The Twins, on the other hand, were bush bickering one another while the Zippleback amusedly watched them. Snotlout and the Nightmare were discussing already, probably because, knowing how his cousin is, he tried to order the dragon around.

The Snaptrapper, who had yet to be named, and Stokehead were flying lazily around, probably stretching their wings. Hiccup was thankful that those who had stayed on Berk were busy in the Great Hall. Otherwise they would have a bit more than a few problems to deal with, mainly explaining why Berk's future generation was hanging around with the Arena's dragons and why the White Fury was following Hiccup.

Before the boy could say anything he and Heather stumbled forward as the wind suddenly rushed past them. He turned his head to see the white dragon leaping into the air, and for a moment he could have sworn that he saw a gleeful and joyful look on the dragon's face. He wrapped his arm around Heather, and she in turned rested her head on his shoulder. "This"-he pointed to them-"is how things can be if we succeed," he said with a hopeful voice, and distant eyes probably imagining a dragonized Berk.

007
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Hours later after Hiccup taught the teens some basic flying and helped Snotlout get in the air with his Nightmare rather than keep arguing with the dragon about who is in charge, he and the teens decided to go to the Great Hall to eat a snack before heading to the Nest.

After all they couldn't dive head first into battle with their bellies empty.

The first thing that Hiccup noticed when they entered the Hall was the glares sent at his direction and the harsh whispers people exchanged behind his back. While he was sure that half the village, at least, did the same before the whole fiasco Hiccup felt very ashamed and self-conscious for hearing it.

He didn't notice but Astrid and Heather sent a deathly glade at anyone that as much as looked at him with a dirty look. When someone stood, probably to expulse him out of the Hall, Astrid always brought up her axe and had a look on her face that clearly said: 'You want to? You'll have to get over me.' Of course this wasn't the only thing keeping them from arresting Hiccup and tying him to a mast before burning the ship. Stoick had been very clear that he and he alone would decide his outcast son's fate.

Their meal was a quiet one. Whether this was because they were about to head into a battle in which there was a high chance of one of them not coming out of it alive, or because of the quietness of the Hall caused by Hiccup's presence he didn't know. Still this was not enough to make his meal unpleasant. As a matter of fact he was very aware that this could be his last meal, and having it with the company of his former bullies made Hiccup smile. 'At least I'll have a good memory with them if I don't come out alive,' he mused while eating a roasted fish.

"Alright, so... After this meal we'll check up on them once more before leaving," he said with his voice barely louder than a whisper. He neither wanted to break the Hall's quietness, as it was something unusual when talking about Vikings, nor needed to have any of the villagers overhearing their plan. The other teens nodded, but otherwise remained quiet.

007

007

Hiccup was checking the ropes of Astrid's Nadder to make sure that it wouldn't hinder her movements or worsen the wound. Even though it was patched up-a job very well done by Heather-he had no doubts that, at some point, this wound would begin to hinder the Nadder's movements. "Do you think she'll be okay?" Astrid asked while coming to his side, her eyes trailing with worry the wound caused by the White Fury.

Hiccup smiled at the concern Astrid was showing for the Nadder, despite their not so friendly history. "I think she will. I made sure that the rope would be as far as possible from her wound so it wouldn't hurt her more," he answered looking at her, while his hands were lightly scratching the Nadder's favorite spot.

"I still can't believe you'll try to fly that… that monster," Astrid said after beginning to scratch the spot Hiccup previously was scratching. "You must have joy in being at near-death situations," she commented in disbelief, but Hiccup could see the hidden trace of worry beneath her fierce facade. "Either that or you have a soft spot for Furies. I've never heard of a Viking facing two different Furies and surviving," she added.

"Well, there is a first time for everything. You never heard of a Dragon Rider Viking before and now... look where we are," he said while pointing to the other teens. "Even fearless Astrid Hofferson became a dragon rider," he teased, earning an annoyed glare from her that was betrayed by the smile on her lips.

Suddenly Hiccup's smile vanished as his face grew serious. "Get the others ready, we'll depart in a moment," he instructed, before walking toward Heather and the White Fury, both who were gazing at the ocean. "Can you two come to the Arena with me?" He asked. Both dragon and healer looked at one another before shrugging and heading toward the Arena with Hiccup.

"So… can I…"-he gulped-"Can I ride on you to the Nest?" Hiccup asked a bit shyly, once they had entered the Arena. He had no idea how the white dragon would react at his question, or even if he would let him be his rider, so he was understandably nervous by asking him this.

The dragon looked at him with an irate look on his face and Hiccup already braced himself for hearing the dragon's harsh denying when suddenly the dragon's face softened up. He nodded, much to Hiccup's and Heather's surprise, and pointed to the crate where a lone strip of rope was hanging on loosely.

"So… you didn't ask me to come here just so I could see you asking him this," Heather stated after the tenseness caused by Hiccup's question dissipated. She earned a nod from Hiccup as a response, as the boy worked on tying the rope on the White Fury. "So, why did you call me then?" She asked while trying to mask her nervousness. She knew that it must be for a serious reason; otherwise Hiccup could have easily spoken with her outside the Arena.

He said and made a gesture to the White Fury. The dragon nodded, and he went to the Arena's gate, positioning himself there as if only waiting for Hiccup. Said boy grabbed Heather's hands, making her look directly into his eyes o in the process. "Heather I…" he tried to say but stopped to swallow his saliva. Her heart was beating impossibly fast, and she felt light-headed at how Hiccup was looking at her with tenderness yet sorrow. "I can't let you go with me…"

"…what?" It was all she could say with a dumb folded face. "No… No… you can't possibly be thinking that I'd let you go by yourself out there," she said while trying to disengage her hands from his. "If that's why you called me then we can leave. There's nothing to discuss," she added with as much seriousness as possible while failing to get free of Hiccup's grasp.

"Heather, please…" Hiccup pleaded while holding her right hand, as he had let go of her other hand. "I-I can't let you go…" he said before lowering his gaze, as if he was ashamed of what he would say. "I… I would never forgive myself if something happened to you… I did this, and I'm responsible for all that is happening. I… I can't let you be hurt because of my mistakes. I can't bear hurting another one close to me because of what I've done," he said with his voice breaking slightly at the end.

Heather softened slightly by hearing his explanation. "Hiccup…" she said while cupping his face with her free hand. "You won't hurt me because of what you've done. I'm choosing to go, so if anything happens to me then I'm the one responsible for it," she added with a serious yet gentle tone.

"No," he said with more harshly than he wanted, while taking a step away from her and removing her hand from his face. "I can't let you go Heather. Please understand. Toothless suffered enough because of me. I… I won't be able to bear it if you get hurt in there," he added while his back was facing her. "Please consider how I would feel about it…" he said with a hint of sadness in his voice.

She felt anger begin to boil inside her, and turned him around with more force than she wanted to. "How you would feel?" she incredulously asked while crossing her arms, "And have you stopped to think how will I feel by letting you go to a Godsforsaken place fight a dragon with the size of a mountain which an army of Vikings can't defeat?" she asked while uncrossing her arms to jab her finger at his chest. "Gods for someone that's always thinking about things and creating stuff you can be annoyingly daft sometimes," she commented, enraging Hiccup.

"Do you really think so lowly of me to think that I haven't considered your feelings?" He retorted with a growl, "An army of Vikings can't defeat that monster because they are too stubborn to think of any other way to fight things other than 'hit first ask never'. Gods Heather I have a squad of dragons and riders to worry about besides those stubborn oafs." He grabbed both of her shoulders and gazed at her eyes with a pleading look. "I can't promise you that you won't be hurt because I already have enough in my hands," he added, hoping that she would drop down the conversation.

He was wrong.

Heather shook her arms, detangling herself from him in the process, and leaning in her face closer to his. "I will not stay here, waiting for you and doing nothing while you go to march to your own death," she retorted with a low voice that masked how afraid she was that he would die.

Hiccup turned around and started pacing while one of his hands grabbed a fistful of his hair in desperation and anger. "I've been doing this for ten years. Ten whole years! What makes this situation so different?" He stopped pacing to face her. "Size doesn't matters. I was in the same situation with Toothless, with the Nightmare and with the White Fury. Tell me what makes this situation so different when it's the only time I won't be alone when facing a dragon," he demanded, his face already reddened with anger.

"Because I love you okay?!" Heather screamed before fully realizing what she said. Her eyes widened as Hiccup had never seen before and her hands clapped shut her mouth. All anger Hiccup felt dissipated to the air, while shock completely filled in. Heather lowered her gaze, and also her hands from her mouth, to hug herself; a clear sign that meant that she was in distress, and Hiccup knew it. "I-I mean. I only realized this recently… b-because I realized how deeply I care about you. I can't lose the only person I care about…" she whispered without facing him.

Hiccup hesitated. He didn't know what to do. His heart yearned for Astrid, or so he thought, but he felt sympathy for his best friend. He understood her feelings, and he also cared deeply for her, but he could also understand how she would feel if he rejected her. He hesitantly placed a hand on her shoulder, and felt slightly relieved when Heather didn't budge away. "Heather I…" he tried to say but failed. Hiccup inhaled deeply before trying to speak up again. "I'm sorry… but my heart is with Astrid…" he apologized half-heartedly.

He had been so fixed on Astrid that he never gave a thought about Heather. Not before this situation.

She turned to look at him, and instead of the heartbroken face he was expecting she had an understanding one. "I know... I've been your friend for a decade Hiccup. I've known of your feelings for her for a while. Still… I don't want to lose you, even if you don't feel the same for me," she explained, her voice sounding tired as if she couldn't withstand anymore her emotional turmoil.

Hiccup sighed then looked at the sky. The sun was beginning to set and for them to reach the Nest within time they would have to depart right at this moment. He looked back at her, and noticed her worried eyes on him. "I'm sorry…" he whispered before hugging her. She gladly returned the quick hug, as it ended too quickly for her liking. "Goodbye…" he whispered, and when she opened he mouth he kissed her.

Heather felt so shocked at this moment that every muscle in her body either stiffened or went numb. Any kind of logical thoughts stopped running through her mind as Hiccup's lips pressed into hers. The kiss lasted barely more than a couple of seconds, and she only returned to reality when she noticed Hiccup hopping on the White Fury. "HICCUP!" she shouted desperately before running toward him.

He took off with the dragon and called the others to follow him without looking back. "Hiccup!" she called again before falling to her knees, tears flowing from her eyes as she hugged herself and watched him the others fly to the Nest. "Please be back soon…" she whispered with a broken, sorrowful voice.

.
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	33. The Beginning of the End

_**AN: Hi friends. I apologize for not updating this story last weekend. Been throwing up since the previous Saturday and only actually stopped Friday, only to have a shitty weekend and a shitty Monday. Uni is stressing me out with homework, and, on top of that, I managed to screw with the few friends I have. Yeah, saying I'm not very well is a rather big understatement. Still, I hope that, at least, I pulled out a decent chapter for you all to read.**_

_**Review responses:**_

_**Cottonmouth25: Hehe, prepare yourself, because it isn't over. **_

_**Djberneman: Maybe I will, maybe not. I suggest you write your reviews as suggestions rather than orders if you want me to answer them.**_

_**T-Biggz: Well, I first had the idea of the White Fury when I imagined Toothless with four wings, and white (I had seen a picture of him in black on white). So your idea isn't exactly ar fetched from mine.**_

_**Teenylamofgod: Sorry for the long wait, I hope you enjoy this chapter. And yes, Hiccup was mean for doing this, but, to him, it was necessary.**_

_**White Hunter: He may not choose any of them in the end. He might as well stay with Cami hehe. Seriously though, don't expect this to be wrapped up on this story. It'll likely be a theme that'll continue on How To Become a Dragon Master.**_

_**LunarCatNinja: Yup, he is more extreme here. I hope, though, that you liked how I'm writing him. If not, please tell me.**_

_**Guest: I really really appreciated your review, as it makes me happy to know that someone is enjoying my twists and Heather, but PLEASE use a pen name so I can address you properly, okay?**_

_**NightsAger: Honestly only the last one was named after a HTTYD story. If any other chapters also happened to have the title of a story, it was purely coincidental. Do, though, tell me if that happened. I'd be very curious to have a look at the stories which accidentally happened to be in my chapters' title.**_

_**AZalmega: Many thought she would have her own dragon, instead of being left behind. And it makes me very happy that you're eager to see the Battle. I hope I made a nice chapter, and that you'll like it. Hopefully part two of it will be up this weekend without any issues. I'm sorry for the delay :(**_

_**Nick Tanico: You got it right. It'll be different-not terribly so, but different, more or less like how HTBADC is different from the canon- and these extra dragons will be part of this difference, especially when I bridge Defenders of Berk with Race To The Edge my own way.**_

_**thearizona: Thank you, very much. Honestly, I've to be eager to read your reviews, even answer them, as you struck me as a very nice and sweet person to talk with (and, seriously, you like history, and wars. That's freaking awesome). I won't stop, probably, not with a sequel in mind and this story nearly finished. But, writing is stale, and things haven't been going well for me, as you can read on my AN. Still, I guess we keep going... And, regarding your review, some of it will be answered in this chapter, so bear in mind what you asked me. And, yes, lots of emotions at the end of last chapter. It was what I aimed for, and I'm happy that I managed to do so. I hope you enjoy part one of the battle.**_

_**CrazyCartoonistOtaku: Well, I can't believe he did that either. But, a yak's gotta do what a yak's gotta do, hehe. I hope you enjoy this chapter.**_

_**Noctus FUry: Ah my old friend, how have you been? Any news? Well, I don't think it would be their reaction because of the urgency of the matter (but yes, they would be drooling over him if it was any other kind of situation). Regarding Razorwhip, I'm not really sure how I'll do that. I plan to spin up very different from Defenders of Berk onwards, which may probably include Heather and Razorwhip. It's no secret, for those that read Echoes, that I want to pair her with the Flightmare, but even that may change with my writing of the second season. I wouldn't really expect that, cause, you know, I may horribly twist their reunion hehehe. Stokehead is actually the name of a Timberjack from canon (School of Dragons I think). I was too lazy to come up with an original name for him. Same with the Snaptrapper. Cke1st was very kind to give me some suggestions, and I ended up picking one of them.**_

_**SpicedGold: Ah my dearest, I knew you would love him from the moment I asked you to draw him for me. Actually, I need to put a link of that drawing on my profile, so people can see how awesome he is, and how majestically you draw :)**_

_**Cloaked Glydr: Ah, a new reviewer it seems, hello! Does your name has a special meaning for it? I'm very intrigued by it. Well, anyway, regarding your review, yes, you nailed it. The deceptive dragon was the White Fury all long, just so you see how early I had planned him to be in the story. Regarding your predictments, yup, they couldn't be farther from what really happened. Still, it was nice to hear (read) your guests. I feel warmy when I see any of my readers doing that. I hope you enjoy this chapter.**_

_**Without further ado:**_

**xxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxx**

Hiccup kept looking at Heather's slowly diminishing figure until she was all but a dot on the tiny island of Berk. All of the teens had heard the healer desperately called for him, and watched as he quickly departed from the island in complete silence. They all knew how close Hiccup was to her, so no one decided to speak anything or comment while Hiccup kept looking back at his friend. Only when he turned his head and sighed someone spoke up.

He vaguely heard Astrid when she spoke to him. "Do you want to talk about it?" she asked with a worried tone. Hiccup just closed his eyes and shook his head, deciding to instead be with his own thoughts. Astrid respected that and nodded, even though he wouldn't see it. She returned to her flight position and glanced worriedly at the other teens.

They all seemed worried-even Snotlout-but when she shook her head and returned looking forward they all knew they were supposed to keep quiet. The White Fury thought about making a malicious remark to the boy, but something inside him kept him from doing so when he felt the sadness irradiating from said hatchling.

Since winter was approaching the days began to grow shorter. Because of this, in only a matter of minutes, perhaps only just an hour, the sun was already setting. Hiccup spotted the island that he had landed with Toothless and shared a snack with the Terrors, and beckoned the teens to land there. Surprisingly it was big enough to comfortably accommodate all the dragons and riders, although they would have to sleep a bit close to each other. This wasn't a big issue, since the nights tended to be very cold.

.
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Hiccup stood, with his hands clasped on his back, watching the horizon near the edge of the tiny rock island. He paid no heed to the teens bickering with one another, or anything that they were doing as a matter of fact. His attention was exclusively at the setting sun, and nothing else, and his only company was his thoughts.

Astrid kept glancing at his direction every once in a while, but not once she went to talk to him, since she felt that he didn't want anyone's company for the moment. She could understand why. He had just left behind one of the few friends he ever had, he was responsible for their wellbeing and safety, he would be the one to lead them when they reach the Nest, and he was racing against time to save his friend and his former tribe from impending doom. Astrid could understand why he would find comfort in solitude.

The White Fury walked to his side despite the glare that Astrid sent him, obviously telling him that he was not supposed to do that. But, of course, being the dragon he is, the White Fury ignored her. He stood beside the hatchling and was hardly acknowledged by Hiccup. As a matter of fact if it had not noticed the hatchling's subtle glancing through the corner of his eyes the white dragon would have thought that Hiccup didn't acknowledge him at all.

"Do you think we can win?" Hiccup suddenly spoke up, slightly startling the white dragon who had decided to enjoy the sunset just like Hiccup seemed to be doing. "And please answer honestly. Too much here is at stake for your sarcasm and pessimism," he quietly added while his eyes kept fixed on looking at the horizon.

'I'll be honest with you,' the white dragon answered, surprisingly showing no malice or annoyance on his voice. 'There is a big chance that we won't come out of this alive. And a chance even bigger that one of us might not survive facing her,' he answered, his eyes finally looking at the boy who seemed to be, at this moment, much older than he was. For the first time in never the White Fury felt sorry for a Viking.

Hiccup sighed and closed his eyes. He could see the boy's shoulders slouching, as if they were holding the weight of the world. He quietly snorted, thinking that he was probably right, since this boy was set on engaging into a battle that would change the world of both Vikings and Kin. "Do you have a name?" he asked, and the change of the subject was so abrupt that the white dragon needed a moment to build up an answer.

'I…' he hesitated, since it has been so long since he last remembered his name, and even longer since anyone asked him this question. For some reason he felt compelled in answering honestly this hatchling. 'I had one… a long time ago, before I began my vendetta against your kind… the Viking kind. But now…' he trailed off while looking at the ground. 'No, I don't believe I have a name anymore,' he added, feeling slightly ashamed that he has forgotten his birth-name.

He didn't know what to make of the boy's silence that followed his answer. '''Is he going to mock me? Or feel pity for me? Did he even have a true motivation to ask his question other than his curiosity?''' he asked himself. He looked back at the boy, and was surprised to find Hiccup looking him not with pity, or curiosity, but rather with sympathy and a hidden, small layer of fear.

"Can I…" he said before swallowing visibly, "Can I name you?" he finally asked, earning a surprised look from the dragon. His first instinct was to snort, as he recalled the name this boy gave to his cousin. But he kept looking at the boy's forest green eyes, and the fear of rejection hidden beneath them, albeit weak, was enough to debunk any snide he could say back.

'What name do you have in mind?' he asked instead, deciding to at least hear the hatchling before saying anything. He knew this was a peculiar hatchling, so, he decided, maybe he could come up with a better name to him than something as ridiculous as 'Toothless'.

"I don't know..." he said with a sigh. "Toothless' name came up instinctively to me. It was something of him that marked me. I wouldn't want your name to come up in any other way," he explained. "Can you show me what you can do?" he asked, finally deciding to sit down since they landed on this island.

'I'm not sorry for disappointing you, but I can't retract my teeth like my cousin,' the dragon sarcastically said, earning a smile from the boy. This was, as he noticed, perhaps the first time the boy smiled since they left Berk. 'But I'll see what I can do,' he added grinning, before taking off.

The others looked firstly at Hiccup surprised as they felt the sudden burst of air made by the White Fury's take off. Then they all stopped their activities to look at the white dragon's acrobatics in the air, and even the dragons were looking at the White Fury with wonder instead of the usual disgust.

But neither the dragon nor his temporary rider paid any heed to them. The White Fury flew, twisted, fell and climbed the air with joy, while Hiccup watched him with a smile, remembering when he and Toothless did the same. The white dragon had nothing to complain about, as he finally could show why his kind had been the king of the skies a long time ago. He finally felt free, and he decided to enjoy every inch of his freedom while it lasted.

It was only when the sky darkened to its common shade of midnight-blue, and the teens decided to build a camp fire so they wouldn't freeze during the night, that the White Fury finally landed. Hiccup noticed he seemed a little tired, probably from twisting and flying for so long, but he didn't seem to care about it. He could clearly see that the dragon was grinning and seemed to be happy, even though it was charcoal-black dark and his only source of light was the weak flame of the campfire.

'So, you're impressed I take,' the dragon said before lying down. He stretched his wings as far as he could, but without invading the other dragons' personal space.

"Perhaps…" Hiccup answered, "But I don't know… I think Toothless and I can easily beat you in the air," he teased, earning an annoyed glare from the dragon.

'I'll hold onto that. Don't you dare die before challenging me, or I swear by Lua that I'll hunt down your soul just so you fulfill your challenge,' the dragon said threateningly, but Hiccup could see, underneath his tough masquerade, that he was enjoying being challenged. He didn't know who or what Lua was, but decided to ask him later.

"Windwalker…" Hiccup mumbled after a moment of silence. The White Fury half-looked at him, wondering what he was talking about, before his mind registered what the boy truly meant and his head shot up in surprise. "You fly with such grace, such precision, that it is almost as if you walk on the thin air," Hiccup explained before he could even ask the boy to do so. "I've never seen a dragon do that," he added before locking his gaze with the dragon's.

The White Fury kept looking at the boy's eyes, and he could feel the boy growing nervous as the seconds ticked by. Finally he glanced at the ground, then back at the boy. 'Windwalker…' he said, as if testing the word. 'At least it's better than Toothless,' he added, and Hiccup knew that the dragon was just too proud to admit that he liked the name for the boy could see a smile on the dragon's face.

"Let's get some rest," Hiccup said while standing, "Tomorrow will be a tough day, and we'll be departing when the sun rises. We need all the rest we can get," he added, before joining the other teens. They nodded in acknowledge, and Astrid let a smile creep on her lips when she noticed how Hiccup seemed to be more at ease. She gave him one of the fish she had saved for him and together they ate before sleeping.

Windwalker didn't sleep so soon, as the other dragons had. His eyes kept watching the boy, even after he slept. He realized, after the boy had named him, why he felt different toward Hiccup, why he felt a familiar feeling when with the boy, and why he didn't want to gut him like every other Viking he have met so far. 'I may have lost my family, but I swear by Lua I'll die before losing you,' he muttered before drifting into an uneasy sleep.

He realized then that he was afraid that this hatchling would die under his watch…

.
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"Keep her steady!" Stoick bellowed, "We'll be there by the morning," he added. Toothless had drifted to sleep and Stoick had not bothered in keeping the Night Fury awake. He had been at Helheim's Gate before; he could find it again without a dragon. No, the beast would only be useful when they reach that maze. His eyes kept looking at said dragon with disgust until his gaze fell on the saddle on Toothless.

He slithered his hand across the smooth leather, and his eyes kept studying the intricate design. His lips eventually let out a tired sigh, while his eyes shifted their focus from the saddle to the dark horizon. Gobber, his ever faithful friend, had heard his friend's tired sigh, and came to his side. Stoick, ever the attentive one, acknowledged the blacksmith beside him by the noise his peg leg made by walking on the wood of the boat. "What did I do Gobber? My chief side says I did what's best for our people, but my father side tells me that I threw away the only thing I had left of Val besides this helmet…" he said quietly.

The blacksmith placed his hand on the vast man's shoulder as a gesture of sympathy. He, above everyone else, understood Stoick's pain, as he has been by his friend's side all these years, and almost 10 years by Hiccup's side. "I can't say I agree with yeh. The boy was my apprentice after all for almost a decade. But what's done it's done. Yeh can solve this when we get back to Berk, since Hiccup will still be there. Right now we need our chief to take their Nest," he answered.

"I can't say I know what was on his mind to help that Night Fury, but he's not here, so we can't ask him that. It won't help if yeh keep mulling over that. Try to get some rest old friend; tomorrow's going to be a big day," he added before patting Stoick's shoulder, a gesture that indicated he would be retiring for the night. Stoick sighed, feeling a bit thankful for Gobber's insight, even though it wasn't a comforting one.

"I never listen…" he whispered, recalling what his former son had told him before he disowned him. "Well, I will when I get back," he said before looking at the sky. "If you're there Val please hear me. I will fix my mistakes. But now I need to free my people from these beasts," he said resolutely before quietly adding. "I will avenge you, my love…"

.
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Hiccup was startled awake by the sound of numerous dragons flying over them. He looked around and noticed that the other teens were tense, certainly not expecting to see so many dragons flying, while the dragons seemed to have a panicked look on her face. "Windwalker, what is happening?" he asked, making the other teens stop looking at the flying dragons to look at him with curious faces, each one silently asking who Windwalker was.

Said dragon looked was looking at the dragons when he heard the boy's question. He looked at Hiccup with a nervous look on his face, and instantly fear and dread filled inside the young leader. 'They are storming the Nest right this moment. We need to leave. NOW!' he answered, making the others widen their eyes in surprise. Both because Hiccup had named the deceptive dragon and said dragon accepted the name, and because they all knew what the White Fury meant.

"Alright, everyone get on your dragons. We're leaving now," Hiccup ordered as he mounted Windwalker. The initial shock passed away, and soon the other teens were on their dragons. Astrid, after mounting her Nadder, noticed Hiccup's face as he leaned closer to the White Fury's head, and guessed that the dragon was telling the boy something. "Alright… He and I will go ahead since he's the fastest dragon. You guys just follow your dragons; they know how to find the Nest," he instructed, and before she could protest he added,: "Let's go bud."

The White Fury's take off was so fast that in the blink of an eye they were already dots on the horizon. Fishlegs looked with an awed expression, and Astrid briefly guessed that he was probably trying to number the dragon's speed. She, on the other hand, had to conceal her worry so she could lead the teens. "Okay, you heard him. Let's get moving," she said before taking off. The others quickly followed her.

.
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Minutes earlier…

"Line up the catapults. We'll hit that spot"-he pointed the sword to a specific point of the mountain-"with all of them. It looks like the weakest part of the mountain," the man said. Around him was a 16 years old who, at first sight, appeared to be out of place but, if looked closer, any Viking could see a huge fire burning behind her eyes; a big, burly, blond Viking who was missing an arm and an leg; a tall, dark-haired Viking and a blond, blue-eyed Viking woman.

"Sounds like a good plan," Cami observed, "But let the giant dragon for us. We Bogs have some matters to settle with it," she declared proudly and loudly, earning hoorahs from her tribeswomen. She could feel her blood pumping inside her at a thousand miles a seconds, and her heart beating faster than a Gronckle's wing. She knew that this day her tribe would avenge their fallen.

Stoick and Gobber eyed each other. Hiccup had told Berk's Chief about such a gigantic dragon and the Bog chief seemed sure that such thing existed and was in this Nest. "Alright then, we'll leave that thing to you," he said before leaning on Gobber, "If such thing exists in the first place," he added through a whisper. "LINE UP!" he shouted, dismissing this little meeting.

He marched onwards to lead his tribe's attack, with Cami right beside him. Both of them stopped to raise their weapons and awaited their fellow Vikings answer. When both of them heard shouts of 'Loaded and ready to launch', 'let's bring Hel to them' and other lines along those they welled at the same time while pulling down their arms.

"FIRE!"

.
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The Queen had been resting, planning and waiting ever since the Child of Night rebelled against her. She remembered vividly that night. After all, she lost not only her only Night Fury, but her flight commander, an ancient Skrill whom she had managed to trap under her reign, as well. There had been a few Zipplebacks and Gronckles lost, but they mattered little, since, during reproduction season, those species birthed at least half dozen eggs per female.

A low rumbling, almost unnoticeable, echoed through the caves of the mountain, disturbing her rest. She grunted, making smoke leave her aged nostrils. "Sentinels, seek and destroy whoever is disturbing your Queen's rest," she ordered, not wanting not even for a second to do the dirty work by herself. The Sentinels, the dragons who were most unfortunate to be trapped in a deeper thrall than the rest, bowed to her while answering 'Yes my Queen', before leaving.

.

Stoick narrowed his eyes while staring at the entrance the catapults just created. He could hear the faint beating of wings, and, considering how Cami, who was right at his side, tensed, she could probably also hear it. "Load the catapults," he bellowed. "We have incoming!" je added while putting himself in battle position.

Right after the catapults managed to load a flock of dragons, probably fifteen of them, left the Nest. He noticed, as a Monstrous Nightmare landed right in front of him, that the beasts had predatory eyes unlike anything he has ever seen. They were a dark grey, completely devoid of life and he could feel his legs tremble slightly at the sight of such unnatural thing. He turned his head to look at the Bog chief, who had done the same. They both nodded before yelling.

"ATTACK!"

.

.

Boulders flew through the air as the Vikings engaged the fifteen dragons. At first sight it would have seemed that the Vikings already had the upper hand, since their numbers was neared the hundred's mark. But they didn't expect such relentless and ferocious attacks from the dragons. They spilled flames with no mercy, and unlike the raids, they did their best to keep themselves out of the range of the Viking weapons. And even when a boulder managed to hit them, therefore grounding them, these enraged beasts attacked with such ferocity that their attacks struck fear in the heart of every Viking in this beach.

Even Stoick, who was a veteran Dragon Slayer, and one of the best in all of the Barbaric Archipelago, was having trouble dealing with this grey Nightmare. At first he would have thought that Cami would have retreated, as her inexperience in fighting dragons would have been too much for her to handle this Nightmare with him. But she stood right at his side, whether by ability or pride Stoick did not know. But he didn't care either, as another ally to fight this dragon was very much welcome.

Minutes passed and, one by one, the Sentinels fell. The Vikings spared no mercy for them, cutting their limbs, wings and heads at every opening they got. Dead Monstrous Nightmares, Whispering Deaths and Changewings filed the rock beach, while their blood, pouring out of the dead carcasses and severed limbs, tinted the black rocks with a redness that made some of the Vikings sick.

But they weren't the only bodies painting red the black rocks, as the body of charred, maimed and corroded Vikings equally did the same while their souls ascended to Valhalla to be rewarded for dying in battle. Numerous pink and silver lumps stood against the dark and reddened rocks; their lifeless eyes gazing emptily at their Viking comrades still fighting, their bodies completely torn apart, burned or corroded letting out a sickening smell while their blood mixed with the dragon's blood.

In the end only the Nightmare in front of Stoick was left alive. Some Vikings managed to approach him, but he signaled them away. This dragon, despite its numerous injuries and several missing horns, was still strong and standing. "Load the catapults and stay away!" he ordered, "Wait for my signal," he shouted while ducking the Nightmare claws. Unlike him Cami had been struck a few times, and while not serious, the gashes on her arms were more than enough to give her a battle-hardened appearance. "Cami, I need you to duck the moment I tell you so," he said while hitting the Nightmare's claws with his battle hammer, shattering them in the process.

The dragon howled in pain, giving out a bloodcurdling scream that made him feel light-headed. He vaguely saw the Bog chief nod, and when Gobber told him the catapult was primed he yelled, "NOW, DUCK!" The Bog chief immediately obliged to his command, and felt a boulder passing inches above her.

Stoick, meanwhile, had ducked, leaving the pained dragon open to the catapult fire. True to its aim the boulder fully hit the dragon, making him howl in pain and despair as it fell down the hole the catapults had opened. In a last attempt to fight the Nightmare flared up, and spat fight at Stoick's direction, but failed miserably to hit him.

But, to his horror, Stoick saw as hundreds and hundreds of dragons became visible as the Nightmare's flames lit up the boulder. He felt dread creep onto his blood, and positioned himself so he was ready for the second wave. Cami's eyes widened impossibly open, and she let out a gasp as she spotted the hundreds of dragons inside the mountain. But, she didn't let fear control her, and also positioned herself. "FORM YOUR RANKS, THIS ISN'T OVER!" she commanded in a way eerily similar to her mother's, and Stoick felt that Bertha would have been proud of her daughter at this moment.

.
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The Queen had returned to her rest after the Sentinels left to deal with whatever was causing that noise. She vaguely heard her loyal Sentinels dying, and guessed that, after hundreds of years, the Vikings managed to land on the borderlands of her Nest. She didn't take them seriously though, as she doubted that her Sentinels wouldn't be able to get rid of them.

She was deeply wrong.

007

She was startled awake by her most loyal Nightmare's bloodcurdling screech right before being hit by the boulder that carried the dragon all the way down to the center of the Nest. She howled in pain as the giant rock collided with the dragons, and her eyes shot up in outrage. "Get of my way, I'll deal with these worms by myself." She bellowed, her voice resonating throughout the Nest, striking fear among the dragons.

007
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Stoick saw the change in the dragons' behaviors, and thought that they were about to attack. When a low growl, unlike anything he ever heard, reached his eyes, all the dragons began flying out of the Nest. "ATTACK!" he bellowed as he swung his hammer left and right, but surprisingly failing to hit anything. He noticed that Cami was not faring better than him, and only managed to bring down a Terror because she threw one of her throwing knives. The Vikings behind him didn't fare better, since they hadn't used the catapults in fear that they might hit the chiefs.

Not even a minute passed, and all of the dragons were flying away completely unscathed. The Vikings looked at one another in bewilderment before yelling cries of victory. Stoick turned to look at its people and the Bogs, and felt pride at how they have managed to finally drive away those beasts.

But his happiness was short lived.

"Ready yourself, Stoick, this isn't over," Cami said with a low, threatening voice that slightly scared him. And true to her words a loud growl echoed from the Nest, reaching his and his Vikings' ears. Instantly they were all on alert, and ready to take down whatever creature that made this horrendous sound.

He was wrong… very, very wrong.

Cami's eyes widened yet again before she pulled Stoick while saying "Get out of here!" desperately. Stoick, completely caught off by this abrupt change in her demeanor, decided to abide to her, and the two of them ran from the opening. No later than a couple of seconds the hole was completely torn apart as a gigantic creature blasted out of it, its grayish scales withstanding the crumbling rocks as if they were pebbles. Stoick turned around to see what monstrosity made such a noise, and his eyes found a creature that could strike fear even in the heart of Gods.

"Odin's ghost…" he whispered terrified.

The creature landed its front paws, making the Earth quake and panic spread against the Vikings. Those who managed to get out of their shock triggered the catapults, shooting the boulders on the demonic hell-being in front of them. They watched with terror and desperation as the boulders cracked and bounced on the creatures scales, while the gigantic dragon stood completely unharmed.

"Hiccup was right…" Stoick said breathlessly, "Odin's beard, Hiccup was right… he was right," he continued saying in shock, "By the Gods, what did I lead my people into?" he asked, looking at Cami in shock. The young Bog chief looked equally shocked, but he could see behind her shock the desire for revenge, even though he knew that she knew they had no way of killing it.

The creature howled a blood-chilling screech, and the few Vikings unfortunate enough to not cover their ears in time found them blowing up, and ended up convulsing in pain on the ground. Stoick and Cami could only watched with horror the ghastly scene happening before them: seasoned Vikings, many that survived numerous stand offs against dragons, sprayed motionless on the ground with blood pouring out of their ears, and some with their eyes popped out as their head didn't withstand the loud, horrendous screech.

As soon as the horrifying sound ended a random Viking yelled, "Quickly, to the ships!" and many began heading toward them. The Bogs, being the farthest ranks, were the first to find the ships. Stoick and Cami felt the air rushing through them, and turned to see the dragon opening his maw.

And they both knew what the monster was about to do.

"No!"/"Get away from them!" they yelled seconds before a torrent of fire passed over their heads. Those who had managed to hear the chiefs threw themselves in the water, while those that had yet to board the boats managed to evade the blazing inferno. Unfortunately, not all of them managed to do it in time. Stoick and Cami could only watch as their whole fleet was decimated, and everyone inside it howled in pain before getting silent as the flames consumed everything from them, even their souls.

"No!" Cami screamed as she fell to her knees. "No, no, no…" she kept saying with tears falling from her eyes as she watched the last of the Bog tribe being slaughtered by the same beast that almost killed them in the first place. "What did I do..? Why didn't I listen to you Hiccup..?" she said mournfully.

As soon as the inferno stopped blazing the horizon was clouded by a wall of fire and smoke as the ships burned, the masts cracked and the sails became nothing while the flames consumed everything in their path with ghastly hunger. Gobber approached Stoick with a completely horrified face, and barely managed to speak, "Stoick, what do we do?"

The vast man swallowed, and recomposed himself as much as he could. The Bogs no longer existed, and he knew he was the only one that could make his tribe avoid the same fate. "Lead the others to the other side of the beach. I'll keep it distracted," he said before kneeling in front of Cami, who was frozen in shock. "Cami… Cami, listen to me!" he yelled while shaking her shoulders. He watched helplessly as she kept mumbling, and her eyes kept unfocused while tears left them. "Damnit Camicazi, snap out of it!" he said desperately.


	34. The End of the Beginning

_**AN: Sorry for the delay. Test week began and I had to study very hard for the tests of Monday and Tuesday, which means I didn't have time to upload this chapter neither during the weekend nor until yesterday, which I used to sleep and rest. Apart from this I have had a shitty week, so I hope that this chapter is decent at least. If not, feel free to let a review saying so. Thanks.**_

_**Here are the review responses:**_

_**Cottonmouth25: Thanks for the joke. I needed that to lighten my mood. Hope you enjoy this chap.**_

_**LunarCatNinja: Yup, it's quite fun indeed. Kinda like 'I told you so' stuation. Hopefully there won't be any more roasted Vikings for dinner**_

_**White Hunter: Ah they will be saved, but you may have to wonder at what cost. Maybe it'll be more than just his leg**_

_**thearizona: every one of you is special to me, though obviously some are more than others. You talked to me, even let me know a few curiosities, which only makes me want to become friends with you, and that I would like very much. Writing is hard, in its own way for each one of us. Some are restrained by time, others by accessibility. In my case, it's mostly because of my depression, so having people like you reading my story and talking to me helps so very much. We didn't see much about his thoughts, so we don't know why he suddenly became protective of Hiccup. But rest assured, we'll dwell over that very soon. He saw something on the boy, and we'll soon know what it was. And I don't mind that it was long. Short or long, I always feel a bit happy every time I read a review.**_

_**doctor of supreme awesomeness: Nice name fella! I hope you enjoy this chap as well**_

_**NightsAnger: I personally didn't find so strange. It was the lowest point of that situation Stoick was, so I felt that I could end there. Maybe by reading the beginning of the chapter you'll get my point. If not, then I'm sorry if I disappointed you, even if just slightly.**_

_**Cloaked Glydr: I don't think that this is OOC of her. To me it makes sense that she would start to think about his feelings since the flight. At least, in the movie, she seemed to do so before the Nightmare fight. I don't think you'll say that Windwalker is gentle after you read this chapter, but, I guess this just shows how he is a paradox himself. His bonding with Hiccup will see more development, but remember, we haven't seen, yet, what did he see on the boy, to trust him. I think that with how she flames over the whole fleet, it would be a bit stretched that absolutely no one got burned. This is, after all, a darker version of the movie, in its own way, so, sooner or later, death would come. I hope you like the spins I'll be showing on this chapter, and on the next. And the nice surprise at the end of this chap ;)**_

_**Noctus Fury:Ah my old pal, good to hear that you're doing well. I'm quite surprised that this review is 'short', compared to the others you have written for this story. I'm not really a fan of genocide, but I wanted a parallel of what could have happened to the Vikings of Berk, and instead of making a 'what if' fic with this, I twisted the story to have a massacre and the Berkians live, at the same time. And you'll hate me after you see what path Cami will go by.**_

_**CombustionNation: Hello new reviewer. I hope that your reviews become somewhat regular. Always make me happy when a reader becomes a reviewer as well. I'm so happy that you felt so many things. One of my biggest aims with this story was that people could feel empathy toward the characters, both OC and not. I find truly a shame when a story doesn't manage to do that, because it loses the chance of hooking the reader. And thank you, for complimenting my writing style. I haven't heard that from many, but it makes me very happy every time I do. I hope you enjoy this chapter as you have enjoyed the past ones.**_

_**ivanganev1992: He'll join the battle, and you'll see how. I hope that you enjoy how he joins it, and the surprise at the end.**_

_**AZalmega: We did talk through PMs about their relationship, so I don't see how I can say more about it. Just know that the next few chapters will explore a bit of it. And even if you feel unsatisfied with their relationship when this story ends, rest assured that in the sequel, How To Become a Dragon Master, there is a whole arc focusing only in it.**_

_**SpicedGold: Nearly awlays closing the list of my reviews to answer, it always warms me. Showing the dragons' side will be a constant on the trilogy, so rest assured that there will be many more moments where you'll read their thoughts. And their bonding will be explored more on the chapters to come, so that's another reason to rejoice. I hope you'll enjoy the chapter, as well as the little surprise at the end.**_

_**Without further ado:**_

**xxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxx**

When she finally began snapping out of her shock Stoick felt immensely relieved. He felt an incredibly strong sense of protection with the former Bog chief, for reasons that he had yet to know. "Cami, listen to me, I need you to help lead my people away while I distract that demon. Please help me keep my people away from the same fate of your people," he said, with his voice creaking in the end.

The former Bog managed to nod, before inhaling deeply a couple of times. She stood, and looked at him before nodding again, as if she was reassuring herself, and him. After that she quickly ran off to direct the remaining Vikings away from the demon. "Gobber, I need you to help them too. I can buy you some time if I distract that thing."

Gobber grabbed his hand before the vast man could turn around. "No can do my old friend. I can double that time," he said while grinning, "Besides, you're not the only stubborn Viking here," he added. Quickly after they began shouting to the dragon things like "Get me!"/"No get me!", "I'm here worthless worm!"/"Get me instead, I'm tasty!"

The Queen looked at each of them a couple times before shaking her head and opening her jaw to inhale the air. Stoick and Gobber watched with dread as she inhaled, but were confused when she suddenly shut her mouth and looked somewhere else with an intense gaze.

007

"You have seen the true power of a Night Fury. Now, let me show you the true power of a White Fury, and why we were once the kings of the sky. Hold on tight!"

"Show your best bud."

007

007

Both of them turned their heads to look at where the demon was looking. Stoick narrowed his eyes, but still couldn't see anything. He was startled when she began growling, but not at them. Not long after the demon began growling his eyes caught sight of a faint light growing stronger by the second.

He and Gobber changed glances, wondering what that light was when a faint screeching reached his ears. He felt something familiar in it, a tingling sensation telling him that he knew what could make such noise, and only when the screeching grew louder that he recognized from where he knew such ungodly sound. He paled severely, to the point that he could be mistaken by a ghost. He looked at his friend, and noticed that Gobber also had paled. "White Fury…" he whispered in horror. "Get down!" he yelled while tackling to the ground.

007

The Queen had vastly underestimated the power of the last known Child of Sun.

The light became blinding to both dragon and human eye as it approached her, and in that moment she did a huge mistake: closing her eyes. This gave a window big enough for Windwalker to release his built up flame on her.

A huge boom echoed on the air, crushing the Queen against its very nest, while its sound was so loud that it moved the clouds and temporarily deafened every Viking in there. Hiccup, who was on Windwalker's back, was spared from this fate due to the dragon's expertise in avoiding his own deafening blows. 'Are you okay back there?' he asked slightly worried.

He was very relieved when Hiccup answered him back. "Yes I am…" he answered as he turned to look at the Queen. The mountainous dragon was half-buried under a pile of rocks, and her face showed charred and decaying skin, to the point that her skull could be visible, its white bone ghastly reflecting the sunlight back at the boy. Hiccup felt sick at this gruesome sight, and it took every inch of his will to don't throw up on Windwalker. He had the feeling that the dragon wouldn't like it.

007

Astrid and the teens were already near the Nest, as the smoke from the burned boats was already visible, when a loud boom startled them. Not only that, but the sound almost made the dragons fall into the ocean as they were dazzled by it. "What the Hel was that?!" Fishlegs squealed with a very feminine voice. No one, though, made any remarks about his unmanly voice.

"The Queen couldn't have possibly done that..." Astrid mumbled in horror as she recalled the light coming from the horizon, and the legends of the White Fury Fishlegs recited on the first day of Dragon Training. "There is only one dragon we know that could have caused this," she said to Fishlegs, who paled several shades of white before timidly nodding.

"Yeah!" Tuffnut agreed, "Wait, what dragon are we talking about?" he asked. His sister, albeit still shaken from hearing such ungodly sound, was sane enough to give him a punch on his face.

But before they could begin sparring on top of a Zippleback Astrid stopped them. "Stop you two!" she barked, making them stop. "There is only one dragon that could do that, and I'm sure it is not the Queen…"

"…It's the White Fury."

.

.

Hiccup regrouped with the other riders as soon as he spotted them. He noticed how every one of them, including the dragons, seemed shaken, and how all of them were looking at the White Fury with concealed fear and horror. When their eyes eventually averted from the white dragon and spotted the Queen everyone gasped, not only because of her gigantic size as she got out of the rumbles, but also because of the exposed bone around her head. Astrid gulped, and sent a silent thanks to the Gods that Hiccup tamed such ungodly beast.

Tuffnut, though, seemed to love the destruction around them.

The Queen stared at the White Fury with rage pouring out of her eyes. She opened her mouth and growled, but was shut by another blast of the White Fury, this time much smaller. Stoick and Gobber rose from the ground as they heard another explosion. He paled when he heard Tuffnut shouting from above "Hey, hey, look at us! We're on the back of dragons! And this is awesome!" and his eyes immediately began searching for his son.

His eyes watched with horror his only, former son, flying on the back of a mass murdering machine. Gobber, who was standing right beside him, seemed to have thought the same thing as he spoke: "Yeh son definitely have a death wish. Makes me wonder where he got it from." He glared at Gobber, "What? Don't yeh look at me; I strongly remember a lad with its head bleeding because he wanted to crack a rock with it," he said after scoffing.

"And I did break it!"

"Yes, yes, and passed out briefly after. I had to treat yeh so yeh wouldn't be scolded by yehr father."

Hiccup, meanwhile, was worried with other things after he saw that his father and his former mentor were alive. His worry namely was the giant dragon glaring daggers at him. "If looks could kill… We would be already dead," he mused to Windwalker, who grunted in agreement. "Alright; Fishlegs, I need you to break down every inch of that thing, see if it fits in one of our dragon classification," he instructed.

Fishlegs had been, until now, trying not to hyperventilate, especially with Windwalker flying so close to him. "Okay… okay…" he said while slowing down his breathing. He looked at the ancient dragon, and tried his best to keep his eyes from gazing at the exposed bone. "Okay… Tough skin, which means it's hard to penetrate. Slow-moving, and apparently relies mostly on its nostrils and eyes." Fishlegs' eyes kept analyzing the dragon's body as he spoke. "Club-like tail, keep away from it. If I am to take a guess I'd say that thing is a Boulder Class dragon," he added.

"Thanks Fish," Hiccup said with a genuine smile. The chubby boy smiled back, seeming very happy and proud of putting his dragon knowledge to test. "Alright everyone," he said while turning his head to look at the others. "Astrid and Snotlout, find its weak spots, Fishlegs, try to find anything we can use against it. Tuff, Ruff, make it mad. Let's move people," he ordered.

Needless to say the others were all quite stunned at his display of leadership.

The Twins, however, were the first to answer Hiccup, which it wasn't a very surprising fact. "That's my specialty!" Ruff declared, "I've been doing this since I was born," she added. Tuff, meanwhile, didn't sound so impressed. "Ha! I've been doing this since before I was born! Everyone knows I'm the madder one between the two of us," he retorted.

Hiccup, not wanting to withstand another bickering from the Twins snapped before they could even begin fighting mid-air. "Enough of it you two!" he barked in a way eerily similar with his father. "Go do what I told you," he said through gritted teeth and seemingly far from amused by the Twins' bickering.

The Twins, as they were scared because of Hiccup's outburst just like everyone else was, silently and quickly nodded. "Fishlegs!" The young rider called, making the boy squeak in surprise, "Find something to make noise. Perhaps it'll throw that thing's aim off or daze it. Ask for Astrid's and Snotlout's help if you need," he explained, "I'll be back as soon as I can. Move!" he said before the teens left their position to go attack the Red Death.

"Stokehead and…" He tried to call the rider-less dragons but faltered when he realized that the Snaptrapper still didn't have a name; so he observed the dragon and quickly thought of one. "…Leafnecks"-said dragon's multiple heads roared in joy for earning a name, "Protect the riders from the Queen or any dragon that might attack them. We'll be back as soon as we can," he said before nudging Windwalker to fly toward the boats.

"Alright, keep an eye out for Toothless. He need to be somewhere in these boats," he said while they were flying by the boats. As they flew by Hiccup noticed the charred, burned and maimed bodies of dead Vikings lying sprayed above the water, he noticed the burned boats, some even turned to ashes, and others badly damaged by the flames. "Please bud be okay... be okay..." he whispered to himself.

Meanwhile…

The first thing that Astrid found out was that the Queen's scales apparently could only be pierced by whatever demonic attack Windwalker did. The second thing that she discovered was that the giant dragon didn't like not even a bit having some dragon flaming its exposed bone. The third thing that she discovered was that she can get very livid by being cursed.

Troll"/Butt-elf"\"Bride of Grendel"/"Yak butt"\"Dragon shit"/"Spam of Hel." All of those were just some of the curses the Twins' imaginative minds came up with before she apparently lost her patience and fired a torrent of flames toward them. Fortunately, though, they were smart enough to dodge the flames. "Wow did you see that? Do it again!" Tuff said before they began taunting the Queen again.

Fishlegs, on the other hand, was closely flying to the dragon's body, analyzing it while making noise with a shield that he managed to find lost on the beach. Snotlout was also helping him while Astrid was flying her Nadder and making the dragon throw its poisonous spikes in the weaker spots in the Queen. The dragon roared in rage as some of the Nadder's spikes pierced her bone, and this was enough to disorientate the Twins' dragon, making they fall not far from the Vikings. "Hey, we're still alive... We're still alive!" Tuff said before passing out.

"Fishlegs, the Twins are down! Do something!" Astrid said right before her Nadder dodged a torrent of flames from the Queen. "Do something, now!" she shouted desperately before her dragon made another run and flamed the Queen's neck. Much to her surprise the scales in there cracked, leaving its exposed skin for attack. Without wasting any second she gestured for her Nadder to pass by, and almost threw up when the dragon's flames turned the Queen's skin to ash, exposing a bit of the bone beneath it.

The Queen roared even louder before furiously shaking her head. Fishlegs and Snotlout, who were bashing their shields near her ears to try to daze her, were almost hit and knocked out by her head. Fishlegs felt relieved that his Gronckle managed to escape being hit by her head, but quickly found out that his dragon was dazed because of the Queen's roar, as his Gronckle began to lose altitude. "Astrid! I lost control over the Gronckle," he said while quickly falling to the ground. She winced when the dragon collided with the ground and Fishlegs was thrown out of him. "I'm okay!" he said, before the Gronckle ended on top of him, "Not so okay anymore! It's too dark here!" he squealed, trapped under the dragon.

Snotlout's dragon, meanwhile, had crashed with the Queen's head before also going down, while throwing the boy on her head in the process. He clung desperately on one of her coral like bones, and, much to his relief, managed to climb it. He held tightly his bludgeon, and made his way to her eyes. As soon as he was near it he began smashing it, grinning as the dragon roared in pain. "Not so strong now are you bud?" he mocked, before a pair of eyes revealed themselves. His grin quickly faltered before he called out. "Astrid, I don't think that thing was a blind spot!"

She shook her head, not believing that the only known dragon with three sets of eyes had to be the Queen they were fighting. "Keep fighting it! You're the Viking," she answered; thinking that a bit of motivation would help Snotlout keep hitting the Queen's eyes.

She was wrong.

The Viking boy Kept looking at her while grinning like a fool, and the Queen, sensing the boy's lack of attention, shook her head hard enough to throw him out of her head. He screamed and closed his eyes, waiting for his body to meet the harsh, cold ground before his soul ascended to Valhalla.

But… the stones never came, and he opened his eyes to himself in the talons of Stokehead, who shot a ball of a very unique greenish fire at the Queen's head to keep it from hindering Snotlout's rescue. "Good work Stokehead," Astrid said while flying by him. The dragon looked at her before roaring as if he was proud of his deed.

While the teens were not faring well against the Queen, Hiccup and Windwalker kept searching for Toothless. It didn't help that his dragon was black and was trapped behind a wall of thick, black smoke. Windwalker couldn't pick his cousin's scent, and neither of them could spot the dragon without flying low and slow.

But, luckily for them, Hiccup managed to spot his dragon on one of the few boats only lightly damaged by the flames, parked close to where he had spotted Astrid's mother earlier. "There!" he said while pointing, "Toothless is there. Let's go," he added with a rushed tone.

Windwalker wasted no time in heading toward the boat that Hiccup pointed, and as soon as he hovered above it Hiccup jumped off from his back. "Go back to the others," Hiccup said as he watched Snotlout being grabbed by Stokehead, "They need you out there!" he exclaimed. Windwalker was about to protest when Hiccup growled in frustration "Go for Thor's sake, I'll be fine."

He begrudgingly complied and left to help the teens, but not without throwing a worried, albeit dirty glance at Hiccup. As soon as he headed toward the battle he noticed the Queen aiming at the Timberjack and the Nadder, and decided to attack before she could open her jaw. 'Oh no you won't,' he snarled before hitting her head. The Queen stumbled back, completely caught off by Windwalker's attack. He wasted no time in using his fire, and his claws dug tightly in her scales so he wouldn't be thrown off.

The Queen roared loudly, and as she stumbled, one of her paws ended landing on the boat where Hiccup had been rescuing Toothless. Windwalker, however, didn't notice this, as he did everything to keep his flame alive. He had already penetrated her scales, and was charring her bone to the point that ash and white powder were falling from it.

He immediately let go of her when he noticed that she was about to hit her head against the mountain in an attempt to hit him, therefore ending her suffering. He managed to get out of her in time, but ended dazed by a rock that hit his head, which came from the Queen's crash. He ended up crashed on Stokehead, bringing him, the Timberjack, and the Viking boy in his talons down.

Astrid meanwhile, had watched the whole scene with worry, and kept glancing at the direction of the boats, hoping to see Hiccup coming from there, on top of his trusty Night Fury. She didn't notice the Queen digging her head out of her Nest, and didn't notice the dragon narrowing its eyes. She only noticed the Queen when the dragon roared, startling Astrid's Nadder. Acting out of instinct her Nadder shot poisonous spikes at the Queen, and two of them ended hitting the Queen's eyes.

Astrid watched with sickening horror as a liquid flowed from the Queen's eyes as she bellowed in pain. Her Nadder surprisingly managed to stay hovering in the air, even when she could feel that her ears were about to blow. When the giant dragon stopped roaring in rage and pain it locked its gaze with Astrid's, and the blond Viking felt her blood freeze at such ghastly sight.

Before she could even react the Queen began inhaling, the amount of air being sucked by her lungs being big enough to create a vortex that began dragging Astrid and her Nadder toward the dragon's mouth. She paled in horror before desperately nudging her dragon to fly away from it. "Come on, we need to go!" she said as her Nadder beat its wings desperately, but to no avail. They still were being sucked by the Queen…

.

.

Hiccup was rejoiced to finally find Toothless. He had feared that his father would have disposed of him the moment they had reached the Nest. Thankfully, as it seemed, his father had been too enthralled in his desire to destroy the Nest to do such thing, therefore forgetting the Night Fury trapped on the boat.

"It's okay bud, it's okay. I'm here," Hiccup said while cupping his dragon's face, "I'm here…" he mumbled while resting his forehead on Toothless head. Both closed their eyes, and silently enjoyed this moment, this reunion. He felt relief and reassurance by being so close to his dragon, and by finding him alive and well. "Okay… hold on tight, I'm getting you out of here," Hiccup said after opening his eyes and detaching his forehead from Toothless'.

The first thing Hiccup did was remove Toothless nuzzle. The Night Fury was hugely relieved when he no longer felt the leather and metal damned contraption digging in his skin, and keeping him from moving his jaw even an inch. Hiccup chuckled when Toothless opened his mouth wide enough that Hiccup's head could fit, as it seemed that the Night Fury was relief from no longer being gagged. His next goal was to break Toothless out of the wheel cart.

His eyes eventually spotted the locks and mechanisms of the cart, and, in that moment, Hiccup didn't know what to feel. Part of him wanted to be happy, but part of him felt desperation begin to boil inside his blood. "No, no, no, no, no, no, this can't be," he said while trying not to lose his head.

He failed to do so.

"Arrrgh," he yelled while hitting the locks with a chunk of wood he found on the floor of the boat. "The one time they use something I design is when I can't afford to tweak my inventions. Godsdamnit Gobber!" he growled while trying to break free the lock, even though it was impossible. This was his design, with Gobber's forging mastery. He had conceived this locking mechanism to keep even Nightmares ablaze restrained. And he didn't have enough brute force to rip the metal from the wood, like his father had.

He was so focused on vainly trying to free Toothless that he didn't hear the Queen crashing into the mountain. He also didn't notice the Queen about to crush the boat. So, understandably, he wasn't expecting to be thrown along with Toothless into the cold water when her foot collided with the boat. His eyes widened as they watched his friend sink and despite having little air stored in his lungs, he swam toward him to try to free his dragon one last time.

He grew weaker by the second, as his lungs screamed for air while his vision slowly blackened. His hands no longer managed to grab the metal from Toothless' cart and his arms no longer had the force to yank them. His legs no longer could keep him still inside the water, so he sunk together with his best friend, who was panicking and desperately trying to free himself from his chains.

Blackness came…

.

.

Hiccup awoke startled, his breathing loud and quick as he could feel his lungs burning. It was like he had no air inside them. His eyes were burning, and he had to shut them while covering them with his hands because of the blinding white light surrounding him…

'Wait… Blinding light?'

Slowly and hesitantly Hiccup lowered his head and opened his eyes. Indeed, there was nothing but a blinding light surrounding him. In fact this was the only thing surrounding him. There were no dragons, Vikings, rocks, boat debris, no dead bodies, no clouds, no sky, nothing. It was a vastness of nothing but white.

He had some trouble getting up, as his legs felt weak for some reason, and more than once they almost failed him. "Huh…" he said while cleaning his vast, which was curiously dry. "That's weird… I remember falling into the water," he commented while looking at his dry vest. His eyes shifted from the vest to the vastness before him. His head turned around, while his eyes scanned for anything that wasn't white. "What a disappointment, I thought Valhalla would be better than this."

'You are not in Valhalla…'

Hiccup whirled around, his heart beating impossibly fast as he searched from where this voice came. But all he could see was white, hot, blinding, burning, yet soothing white. "I'm dead and I'm imagining voices. What a great afterlife I'll have," his sarcasm remarked, attempting to lighten the situation just like it always did.

'Neither you are dead'

This time, when Hiccup's head turned around, he found a pair of ruby red orbs seemingly floating in the air. He yelped in fright and fell to the ground. The air was kicked out of him, and for a moment he wished he had passed out because of this. But when he kept awake Hiccup sighed and slowly sat on the ground, while his eyes fearfully watched these floating red orbs.


	35. Lua
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Then, all of a sudden, there was a shift of the light, and out of nowhere a majestic White Fury materialized around these red orbs. This one was sleeker than Windwalker, and his body, as Hiccup observed, was longer. The dragon also had a unique line, running from his head to the tip of his tailfins, tainted in a silver so beautiful that no coin or polished weapon could ever come close to that. "You're… you're a White Fury…" Hiccup whispered in both awe and fear.

The dragon shook his head, and Hiccup could have sworn that the majestic creature was smiling. For some reason Hiccup felt small, intimidated, young before this creature. He seemed to exhale a royal air from himself, and his pose had both elegancy and fierceness, two trails that Hiccup never thought that he would see together, even less on a dragon. 'I'm afraid you're quite mistaken young one, though I do not hold you for that. I am a Child of Sun,' he explained with a strong yet soft voice.

"Child of Sun…" Hiccup mumbled, "Well, it explains why all here is so bright to the point that it is blinding," he sarcastically remarked before fully realizing his words. His eyes widened as they fully set inside his mind, and he paled before speaking. "I-I'm sorry, I-I didn't mean to disrespect," he said stuttering.

The dragon, much to his surprise, chuckled, as if he was expecting Hiccup to do and say all of this. 'There is no need for such formalities. I understand your kind took little effort to understand us, our origins and cultures-yes we have a culture just like your kind-even though they had one of us caged for decades,' he explained, 'Walk with me, I'll explain everything,' he said without looking to Hiccup before beginning a stride.

Hiccup hurried himself to his feet and began walking beside the White…err Child of Sun. 'A long time ago there was no human, nor dragon walking this earth. It lived, and died by its natural course. Lua, our goddess as your kind would call, loved her creation, but always felt lonely, for the creatures that inhabited this earth were devoid of emotion… thought… among other things.'

Hiccup noticed the light shifting around them, and forming icy-blue images. He could see numerous places where animals bred, hunted, ate, birthed and died. He could see animals that he didn't even know they existed, and places that seemed to come out of storybooks, like giant, dense forest, unlike the ones in Berk, or vast deserts, stretching as far as the eye can see.

'Her first creation, capable of some of the things she could do, was our Kin. She took the elements of the earth, of emotions, and mixed with her own essence, therefore creating us. Because of this we all are her Children. My kind, the White Furies as you know, were bred with the light of the sun. Because of this, we're among the few that can dominate the skies and breathe a flame hot enough to melt even dragon skin,' he spoke, but was interrupted by Hiccup.

"Wait, wait, wait, you're telling me that one day your kind ruled Nests such as the one we are…were…had been supposed to be?" he said while getting confused at how he should address the situation he had been before passing out.

'Indeed young one. While you are not wrong to think that Nests, and yes there are more Nests, should be ruled by mountainous dragons, this does not means it is their right, alone, to do so. In theory any dragon can rule a Nest, but only if he challenges and win a combat against the current Alpha,' he explained.

'But that's not my point,' he said before Hiccup could even ask a question. 'Let's not dwell further into this or any questions, or else I'll be telling you these tales forever,' he added, making the boy close his mouth, and silently nod despite the burning curiosity inside him, itching to learn more about the dragons.

'As I was saying one day our Kin ruled the skies. Lua kept creating Kin by mixing her essence with all of earth. After the first wave, as I like to call it, she started using more complex essences. Acid, camouflage, cannibalism, heat, to create new species. You friend, Toothless I believe you called him, was born from the Eternal Nights, hence his name as Child of Night.'

"Makes sense…" Hiccup commented, "He never shows himself, or at least used to."

'Indeed. It is of his nature to be cunning, stealthy and powerful. We may have ruled the skies, but during the night no one could beat him in either combat or speed,' he explaining, 'It is why we are cousins. Lua made us from polar opposites, and united us through blood so there could be equilibrium. Not long after the Night Furies, as you call, appeared, we began sharing the skies with them.'

'But as our numbers grew, and so did the number of other Kin, Lua grew worried that one might try to dominate the others. She, after all, embedded her emotions in all of us, and the desire to rule was among them. It was then that she created the Alpha species,' he said, but was interrupted again. Truth be told, he was mildly annoyed by being interrupted this often, but his admiration for this hatchling's curiosity kept him silent about it.

"But you said that any dragon can be an Alpha," Hiccup pointed out, feeling a bit confused at this White Fury's last phrase. "If anyone can be an Alpha why would she created a species specifically for that?" he asked. His hands were itching, to the point that it was hurting him, to write down all that this majestic dragon was saying. He couldn't even imagine how Fishlegs would be bursting out in excitement to record and learn all of this.

'Your reasoning is not wrong. But you forget that she was afraid of one of us dominating the others. For example, she was afraid that all Night Furies became Nest rulers or Flight Commanders due to their abilities. These Alpha species had the specific task of keeping the equilibrium between the species while fulfilling the void of power created by the need of a leader in this big society.'

"But if these dragons had this task, and only this, why is this Queen making her Nest attack our villages for food?" Hiccup asked. He was doubtlessly enjoying listening this dragon talk about their story, culture and society, but couldn't keep himself from thinking about this particular question he just voiced out. After all, it was what drastically changed his life, and what lead him to this white void.

The Child of Sun grinned. 'Ah, I was expecting this question. You're right, these species, which the Queen's species also belongs to, shouldn't order their Nests to attack Viking villages,' he said before his grin morphed into a sad, sorrowful look. 'Everything was perfect until men came. At first they weren't trouble, as some of you even venerated us. The Far East, I believe, still does that, especially to Grapple Grounders, as you call them. Anyway, it was all well, your kind didn't interfere in our matters and we didn't interfere in yours.'

"Mutually assured peace then…" Hiccup pointed, earning a nod from the dragon, "But, what changed then..? If there was truly peace what or who broke it?" he asked, half-expecting the dragon to blame the Vikings. It was not only because he knew that the Vikings were a troublesome kind, but also that he didn't expect this dragon, royal or not, to blame this war on its kind.

'There was one issue however. As your kind settled near our Nests, resources such as water and food had to be shared. Many of us didn't have any issues with that, but a few Nest rulers thought that your kind was using their Nests' resources without fully contributing to its existence. Some of us tried to reason that there was enough for everyone but, alas, they didn't listen.'

The Child of Sun sighed, and finally stopped his stride, making Hiccup also stop waling. 'Then, on the darkest night of this decade, a Green Death, the cousin of the Red Death, ordered his Nest to take the food from the humans, as they were 'stealing from right under our noses'. The humans, while trained in combat as their kind was not one built on peace, still couldn't defend their home from this attack.'

'Many perished this day, both dragon and human. A few Furies, both my Kin and your friend's, escaped this night to alert the other Nests of this event, while word spread out among the humans that one of their settlements had been attacked by dragons.' He slouched, and it was when he gazed at the ground that Hiccup saw a scar on his left eye. 'This was a sad day for every Kin. Most humans grew distrusting of us, while some, as soon as they heard of the attack, stormed the Nests near them in revenge.'

'Little by little the peace between Kin and Vikings fell. Few places today have a friendly relationship with dragons, but even those are not as before since these dragons keep themselves hidden from the humans. The other rulers, enraged by the Green Death's selfish deeds and its consequences, decided in unanimity to attack its Nest. With the help of Lua the Green Death's Nest was stormed, and the dragon perished in combat.'

'It still wasn't enough…' he said before letting the silence linger between them while Hiccup let the words carefully settle inside his mind, and he could see now that it was one selfish dragon that dragged both kinds into war without their consent. 'The rulers parted ways after this day. Those that didn't want to attack the humans rebuilt their Nests away from prying eyes, while the others that felt victim of the Green Death's selfishness decided to attack the Viking villages for food…'

'The Dragon War had finally begun…'

A deafening silence followed the Child of Sun's speech, and Hiccup felt incredibly sorry for how all those dragons died because of the selfishness of one. He also felt an incredible rage toward this dragon, and, by extent, the Queen. While he could understand her actions now he still thought that she could have kept her Nest hidden instead of ordering her dragons to attack Berk and the other Viking settlements near it.

But…"I understand all of it, and I appreciate that you're willing to share these stories with me, but why? Why are you sharing them with me?" Hiccup asked as he walked around to face the dragon, "I'm just a boy, probably already dead, and that failed his tribe, his family, his friends… why share all of this with me?" he asked again.

He stumbled back in fear when the dragon's eyes seemed to light in fire. 'I told you before and I say it again: you are not dead,' he said with a low, bloodcurdling voice that instantly shut Hiccup and made him quickly yet silently nod. 'Are we clear?' Hiccup's nodding increased its speed. 'Good…' the dragon said, visibly softening up. Hiccup, seeing this, let his muscles slowly ease up.

'The reason of why I am sharing this with you it's because you're different,' he answered, 'and if you make any sarcastic remarks I'll tear your leg off,' the white dragon added as he saw Hiccup open his mouth. The boy clenched his jaw tightly, and gulped nervously before solely nodding.

'It's not like I haven't noticed that for the past 10 years,' he had thought, but didn't dare to say anymore. This dragon might be gentle, but he still is a White Fury, and a royal one this is. His patience is seemingly big, but apparently not big enough to be limitless.

'You care about our Kin, in a way long since forgotten. You treat the dragons as an equal, rather than as a superior or inferior being. You want to learn more about us, but I doubt that Windwalker will willingly speak of us to you,' he said, making Hiccup feel far more important than what he thought he was. 'Now, it is time for you to return. Your time has yet to come, and it won't be this time.'

Hiccup noticed his vision blackening again, and the eerily feeling of fear and dread, the same one he felt when he was almost drowning, returned. "Wait! Will I ever see you again? And where I am-was-had been?" He asked frantically before falling to the ground.

The last thing he saw was those fierce red orbs…

'You will know when we meet again.'

007

Hiccup was startled awake, and immediately had a coughing fit. Water came out of his mouth and he found breathing a task painful to do so. His clothes were all wet, and the smell of charred wood, smoke and blood reached his nose. He would have thrown up if he had anything on his stomach. His blurry and darkened vision spotted a giant lump in front of him, which clearly had red hair. "Dad..?" he weakly asked as his coughing finally finished and he managed to regain his breath. He was half-expecting this to be an illusion.

The lump seemed to sigh in relief before it vanished from Hiccup's sight. The boy rubbed his eyes with his wet, dirty hands, making his vision clear enough for him to see that he had been dragged out of the water. Seconds later two lumps came out of it, one of them also in a coughing fit just like the one Hiccup had moments ago.

"Toothless…" he said relieved before rising to hug his friend's neck. "You're okay... Thank Gods, you're okay," he said, shedding a tear or two. Hiccup would never speak of it, but, before his vision blackened, he had been deeply afraid that he had been watching Toothless' last moment. "Okay… we need to go bud, they need our help," he said while climbing the saddle.

A beefy hand grabbed his arm, making him yank his head around in surprise. "Hiccup…" his father said while out of breath. "I'm…" Said man licked his lips, despite the fact that he was soaked to the bone, "I'm sorry Hiccup… for… everything," he said while meeting his son's eyes.

"Me too…" he replied, shocked for seeing genuine regret in his father's eyes, and for hearing these words. "But it doesn't means that I have forgiven you or what you said…" he added. His father's words had hurt deep, and Hiccup was not sure he was ready to completely forgive the vast man.

"I know…" he said with a sorrowful yet understanding voice. Stoick swallowed and inhaled deeply, as if speaking was taking great effort from him. "You don't need to go out there...it's not your mistake to fix…" he said, changing the subject. He wouldn't admit, but he was afraid of losing Hiccup, even though he had disowned him.

All before he earned his son's forgiviness

"I know…" he said, unknowingly mimicking his father's words, "But this has to stop. You… I… we all came too far now to turn back…" he said with a tired tone. He could hear the battle raging on behind them, and he wanted to join it. But he also wanted to speak to his former? father, since this seemed to be the only moment the vast man would ever hear him.

Moreover, Hiccup wasn't sure if he would have this chance again, since he knew that facing the Queen alone could possibly cost his life. "Besides, we're Vikings. It's an occupational hazard," he joked in an attempt to lighten their conversation.

Stoick smiled genuinely, and in this moment Hiccup felt happy as, if he died this day, he would have a memory of his father smiling because of him. "I'm proud of you son…" he said, "I was blind before… I would never want you dead…" Stoick added with a quiet voice. "Forgive me son…" he lastly said with his voice cracking.

Tears welled in the eyes of both Vikings, but neither of them cared. "Thanks Dad… We'll talk more, later. This conversation isn't over," the boy said seriously while using a soft tone. Begrudgingly he removed his father's hand from his arm so they could take off. "Let's go bud; it's time to end this," he whispered to his friend.

"…please be back safe."
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Hiccup saw Windwalker, the Nightmare, the Twins, Stokehead and Fishlegs all down on the field. He also saw Leafnecks hurrying away from the Queen, and the Nadder hitting bulls-eye the Queen's eyes. His head throbbed in pain because of how loud her roar was, and he was dazed by it.

When he came back to his senses, he saw with horror Astrid being sucked into the Queen's mouth by her vortex. "Bud, we need to dive bomb, now!" he said to Toothless, who in turn immediately climbed the air before beginning his diving.

Shouts of "Night Fury, get down!" echoed through the air as the flame built up on Toothless' throat while he dived. When they were about to crash in the Queen's head Toothless released his blast exactly where his cousin had, cracking open the exposed bones of her skull while sending a blue wave across the air.

The Queen bellowed in what Hiccup guessed as excruciating pain, and almost failed to notice Astrid falling had she not screamed. "Leafnecks, get her!" he ordered to the approaching dragon, who was relieved to see the Dragon Protector back in the battle. Leafnecks immediately complied and headed toward Astrid, managing to catch her while in freefall before she could hit the ground.

Relief flowed through her when she felt something yanking her leg upwards. She looked down-or up-to find the Snaptrapper hanging her legs in his claws. The dragon roared, and she faintly heard Hiccup replying "Good job bud!" before the Snaptrapper headed where the barely conscious riders were standing. He gently dropped her on the beach, and went to grab her Nadder, who had managed to slow down before crashing into the ground.
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All the teens watched as Hiccup and his Night Fury flew to face the Queen. "Go…" Astrid whispered, aware that no one would hear her, especially Hiccup. "Please be back safe…" She added while rubbing her arm as a comfort source. Leafnecks softly dropped the Nadder right beside Astrid before landing to watch Hiccup face the Queen as everyone else was.

Meanwhile…

Hiccup and the Queen kept staring at each other while Toothless circled around. He was studying her body, trying to spot any weak spots besides the exposed and fracture bones of her skull. Aiming for that would be suicide, so he had to think of something else if he wanted to defeat the Queen while coming out of it alive.

Hiccup shivered when he began feeling an itch on the back of his head, eerily similar to the itch he had felt before a nagging feeling had warned him that Windwalker had entered inside his head, back when he was in Dragon Training. Hiccup clicked the pedal, stirring away from the Queen and flew to the maze that protected the Nest for three hundred years.

He noticed that Toothless had noticed that he was shaking, and given how his hands were white, he guessed that he was also pale. "I'm okay bud… I… I just need some time…" he said to his dragon while patting his head. Toothless crooned in worry and fear, afraid that the Queen's power had the same extent on his human as his cousin's had.

Of course, since no Viking ever came to the Nest he couldn't know if the Queen could invade their minds as well.

They turned around to exit the maze, and headed toward the Queen once again. As they approached the dragon who currently was chewing a ship Hiccup noticed that the Queen had wings hidden on the sides of her body. He remembered how Fishlegs told him that the dragon was slow and quickly an idea came to him. "That thing has wings. Let's make her use them, shall we buddy?" he asked Toothless.

The Night Fury crooned before narrowing his eyes. Hiccup clicked the pedal and they quickly began ascending before Toothless could dive. As they began diving he began building up his flame, and made extra sure to aim for her nose. The Vikings, even though watching the pair with awe and concealed fear, couldn't stop themselves, when they began hearing the familiar shrieking, from shouting "Night Fury get down!" as old habits die hard.

Not long after they yelled that-and many had ducked into the ground-a boom echoed through the air, sending a wave so strong that knocked down the Vikings that still were standing. The explosion, eerily similar to the White Fury's, knocked the Queen down while shattering the fractured bones into pieces.

The Queen bellowed in pure hatred and pain, and it was that moment that Hiccup felt an agonizing pain hit his head. He gripped tightly his temples with both hands as his head seemed to implode, like an external force was crushing it into nothing. Toothless growled in panic, and only didn't keep looking back at his boy because he had to avoid the rock formations around the Nest, which they had ended up heading into.

Astrid watched with concealed worry as Hiccup and Toothless flew narrowly close to the maze's rocks. She had felt a shiver run down her spine when the Queen shrieked in what she guessed that it was pain. She felt something unnatural coming from it, and her rational mind linked it to the strange behavior the duo was showing.

To Hiccup's horror, the moment his head ache began easing up, he heard an unfamiliar, bloodcurdling and ghastly voice inside his head speak, the same way he had heard Windwalker. "Worthless worm! I'll eat you whole! Come to me, come and feed your Queen unholy defier!"

Hiccup found himself clicking the pedal, and Toothless watched with horror as his rider directed them toward the Queen. He tried to change course numerous times, but Hiccup kept correcting their path as if he was being pulled toward her. He felt helpless when he noticed the approaching form of the Queen opening its mouth, before her throat lit up while gas built up inside her mouth.

But, before she could release a torrent of fire and flame the duo, an explosion on the side of her face shut her mouth. Hiccup snapped out of his trance and fell on Toothless' back feeling incredibly tired and weak. The dragon yanked his head around, and found out that Windwalker had taken off and shot her. 'What happened? Why were you two heading toward her?' he asked with concealed anger and worry.
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I looked at my cousin, and felt puzzled by his concern. Surely it couldn't be directed at me, since he always saw me as a rival since the moment we met. Could he possibly be worried for Hiccup, for my little hatchling? Somehow this thought seemed very farfetched to me, but then again, Hiccup had ridden him and had named him. It made me wonder what he saw of so special on little Hiccup. There had been only one time that he acted like that, and it had been around his family, before they perished. "I don't know, but I think the Queen was inside his mind," I answered fearfully.

I could ask later why he suddenly became worried over the hatchling that he had wanted to eat his guts and wear his skin as a cape, even though that didn't make any sense, since he was a dragon.

Windwalker's eyes almost popped out of his head. He couldn't believe that not only the Queen could enter inside the head of Vikings, but also that Hiccup took her full blow and survived. He, when the Queen had briefly focused on his mind alone, had barely survived, and it had been because he flew away from the Nest. At this moment the White Fury conclude the Hiccup was truly special in more ways than he had thought. This only strengthened his resolve to protect the boy from everyone: dragon and human alike. "Windwalker…" he said weakly, "What are you doing here? I thought you had been knocked out, I was you crashed on the beach."

'Never mind me, I'll help you two fight her. It seems that she's more powerful than what we imagined,' he answered both dodging Hiccup's question and what he and his cousin just discovered. 'What would you have us to do?' he asked, ready to charge into battle.

Hiccup inhaled deeply to clear his foggy mind. He could still feel that nagging feeling, but it seemed more like a whisper than a caged beast ready to escape its prison. "The Queen has wings. We need to make her use them," he said, "Dive bomb her then Toothless and we will also do it shortly after. That ought to get her mad," he added.

Windwalker nodded, and gazed at Toothless' green eyes. Sapphire blue looked at toxic green, and a silent vow was exchanged. Right after Toothless nodded Windwalker began ascending in the air, while being followed closely by the duo.

The sky seemed to cry in pain and be ripped apart as both Furies began diving, their shrieks, combined together, making a deafening sound that struck fear inside of every Viking alive. Some of them even covered their ears, as they found the ghastly sound too unbearable, while watching the Furies dive bomb.

A purplish wave expanded through the air as one explosion following another hit straight the Queen's head, which was knocked down once again. In this moment her face was already deformed because of the Furies' blasts. Part of her face, especially her jaw was missing, as the bones had either been shattered apart or turned to ashes, while her skin was either charred or decaying from her faces. It was a sickening sight that made many Vikings throw up, and some less strong-like Fishlegs-pass out.

"Worm! I'll have your head! I'll burn your soul! I'll eat your precious Children of Night and Sun! No one defies the Queen!" she bellowed, making Hiccup grip his head in pain while he watched her stretch out her wings. Slowly she began beating them, and every Viking watched with dread as the gargantuan dragon rose in the air.

'Okay, you got her livid, you got her flying. Now what do we do?' Windwalker asked before throwing a plasma blast on her so she wouldn't enter Hiccup's mind and prevent the boy from speaking. He knew that he himself talking wasn't helping Hiccup cope up with his mental rape, but staying quiet wouldn't help him either.

"Sweet baby Thor in a Thunderdrum that hurts…" Hiccup said through gritted teeth. "We…" he tried to say before inhaling deeply, "We need to head for the maze. Maybe if she hit enough rocks she'll go down," he added while slowly managing to bear the excruciating pain in his mind.

Both Furies nodded before heading toward them. They evaded the rocks, but soon found out, with horror, that the Queen was flying right through them as if they were nothing. Windwalker felt partially relieved that the pain from smashing those rocks was being enough to keep her mind off Hiccup's, but still felt dread creep into his body as she seemed otherwise unfazed by destroying so many rocks.

"Okay this isn't working…" Hiccup mumbled before glancing at the sky, "Alright, time to disappear," he whispered to Toothless before addressing the other dragon "Windwalker!" he called, earning the dragon's attention, "I need you to step aside. Toothless and I are heading to the clouds. If you go there you'll be an easy target for her," he explained. "Don't worry, we'll come back," he added with a smile, after noticing Windwalker's worried face.

'Okay… if you're so sure of what you're doing I'll follow your command, though I shall note that I heavily disagree with it,' he said defeated. There was no time to argue and, despite his instincts yelling at him to not abandon Hiccup and Toothless with the Queen, he obeyed the boy. They parted away, and Windwalker landed right beside Stoick.

'I hope your son knows what he is doing...' he mumbled to the Viking chief, who paled at seeing the White Fury's defeated face. 'Please be back safe…'
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True to Hiccup's expectations, the Queen followed them to the clouds, but not without trying to hit them first with a torrent of fire, which they easily dodged. The gigantic dragon whirled around as she was surrounded by the dark clouds, searching for the boy and the dragon that had disappeared in the same dark clouds.

She could only vaguely hear the Child of Night's signature screech before a plasma ball hit her wings. And then another hit, and another, and another following the same pattern. She roared in rage and pain and frustration, and whirled around desperately, but couldn't find them, couldn't trace, couldn't hit. The sound the dragon did before he appeared was too sudden for her to predict their attack on her, not to mention that the clouds masked their scents.

After the seventh shot she fired a torrent of flames in every direction. Unbeknownst to her she had managed to hit Toothless' prosthesis, making Hiccup change his battle plans quickly. "Show your face wretched worm, so I can have your head. You think you're safe with this Child of Night? You're wrong! I'll have his head, just like I had his sire's head, and the head of both every one of his kind and the Child of Sun's. All of them defied me, all of them died. What makes you so different?" she bellowed, hatred dripping from her broken and aged fangs.

Hiccup gripped tightly the saddle since he didn't have the luxury of gripping his head, not if he wanted to stay on top of Toothless instead of free falling. "None of them had a dragon rider!" he shouted as they passed right in front of her face. She bitted, but ended up only biting the air. "If you're so almighty come and catch us!" he yelled as he turned his head to look at her. He also noticed the alight flame and turned his head to speak with Toothless. "Time's up, we need to dive!" he said with resignation right before he and Toothless began diving.

The Queen, as he expected, followed them, and began diving as well. Hiccup looked back, and watched with widened eyes as how she was quickly closing on them. He turned his head around before patting his friend's neck in reassurance. "Hold on tight bud, just a little longer," he whispered in his friend's ears. "If we don't come out of this alive… thank you, for being my friend. It was an honor meeting you, my brother," he added mournfully.

I knew he was accepting death. He knew our chances of surviving were prone to none at this moment. He knew it had been risky to come and rescue me, and yet he came. "Thank you too brother, for it was an honor to meet you. May Lua bless your spirit and mine, should we face death in the awake of the Queen's death," I spoke, aware that what he would only listen would be croons. But I didn't care; we didn't need words to speak to one another.
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"Hold on tight bud."
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"Just a little longer."
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"NOW!"

I whirled around and shot a fireball straight into the Queen's throat. Just like I thought she had been building up her gas to burn us. Unfortunately for her I ignited her gas before she could do it and exhale on us. Her six eyes widened in horror, and for the first time of my life I saw the Queen afraid. I guess that, after being alive so long, and defeating so many of us, she no longer expected to meet death.

This is the shape and the point of Death's tooth; nothing has ever lived that will not die.

I beat my wings harder and harder to distance ourselves from the falling corpse. If she didn't die by being burned from inside out then the fall would certainly kill her. I watched as she extended her wings, but continued to fall as the holes I popped out in them, a result of my plasma blasts and Windwalker's, grew bigger, shattering her membrane in excruciating pain, which she couldn't cry out because of her burning throat, while preventing her from slowing her fall.

The tearing sound coming from her wings was sickening.

It was a mistake turning my head…

As soon as I looked in front of me I spotted her tail coming at us. I twisted my wings, but since the prosthesis had burned, we couldn't change our path in time. "No, no, no, no, no," Hiccup whispered in horror. We looked at each other, and I saw his eyes look at me with an apologetically look before he spoke.

"I'm sorry bud…"

In the blink of an eye he twisted us, with surprising strength, and took most of the impact from her tail. My vision darkened, and I almost passed out had I not panicked when I noticed the absence of my brother's weight on me. A huge explosion happened beneath me, and through the corner of my eyes I saw flames rise from the ground, probably a result of the flammable gas inside the Queen being compressed by her crash before her burning throat lit it.

My eyes almost popped out of my head when I saw Hiccup falling toward the flames. I dived toward him, and noticed how the heat from the flames was deforming his second skin. I extended my wings as we approached the flames but I still didn't have a grasp on him.

My vision blackened and I acted on instinct. All I knew was that I managed to cocoon him inside my wings before the flames wrapped my body…
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All dragons and Vikings on the beach braced themselves, and covered their eyes with hands, arms, claws or wings when the Queen hit the ground, creating a huge explosion. They opened their eyes shortly after the crash to watch with bated breath the flames rising in the air. Their eyes scanned for their savior, the disowned, outcast boy that had betrayed their culture and came to their rescue after being disowned. Stoick, Windwalker and Astrid were the only ones to spot Toothless and Hiccup falling toward the flames.

"Hiccup…" They all whispered, before Windwalker, followed by Leafnecks and Stokehead took off.
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Stoick and Astrid could only await and watch with bated breaths and dread the flames rising in the air, and the body of the Night Fury disappearing in their midst as if it was being consumed by the Queen's flames. They could only wait until the flames died…

"Please don't die son…" Stoick whispered with a broken voice as he felt a painful tug in his chest…
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After the flames died, smoke rose in the air. The Hooligans and the last Bog alive could only hear the faint flapping of wings coming from the rider-less dragons that had also followed Hiccup into battle and were currently looking out for their leader. No one cared enough to look at said dragons though. The dragons the teens had ridden were standing beside them, also finding unbelievable the whole situation that just happened: not just the fact that the Queen was dead, but that possibly so was their savior.

Once the smoke in the air started to dissipate, Stoick began searching frantically for his son and the Night Fury, all while praying to the Gods that his stupidity for not hearing the boy didn't cause his death. He knew too well that he would never forgive himself, since Hiccup was pretty much everything he had left of his missing wife, Valka.

Camicazi didn't even move from her spot. She felt completely devastated and guilty. Not only did she lose what remained of her tribe, but she was, at this moment, believing that she had also lost the only friend she had. She had watched him fight the gargantuan dragon with visible fear, and was deeply scared of the idea of losing the only person alive that cared about her.

The only one that could heal her mourning heart

She felt completely responsible for the death of the Bog Burglar tribe, since Hiccup did warn her that facing the 'Queen', as he had named the dragon, would only result in slaughter. Cami didn't bother to hold back the tears as she fell on her knees on the rocky ground, while silently mourning her loss.

No one dared to approach her, since nobody could understand the burden she would carry for the rest of her life. Not even those that had become friends with a Bog had the strength to comfort the young one. If Stoick had stopped to think this moment, he would have considered himself lucky that the same didn't happen to all of his tribe.

The irony wouldn't have been lost to him had he thought about it.

The air, no longer was filled with the smoke from the explosion, but instead with silence. Some of the Berkians watched in silence as their chief searched for their savior, while others bowed their heads, mourning with the last Bog the destruction of the thieving tribe, and possibly of the Hooligan outcast and savior. Most of those mourning had become friends with some of the Bog women during their brief stay in Berk. Since only a handful of houses had been built, most of the Bogs had resided as guests in their houses.

Stoick stopped when a black lump stood out from the uneven terrain. A lump was caught in his throat, mostly from the shock of seeing the burned saddle and no signal of his son. "HICCUP!" he shouted after moments of unnerving silence, and soon engaged in a run toward the dragon. His run, however, was brief, as he abruptly halted to a stop once the White Fury landed directly between the vast man and the downed dragon.

Stoick made a move forward, only to stumble backwards as a wind gust made contact with him. He put a hand in front of them and briefly squeezed his eyes shut when the hot air made contact with his face, only to open them later and meet the sight of 4 extended wings and a very (seemingly) livid dragon. He paled, and also felt his blood freeze, as a voice came to his mind 'PROTECT THE ALPHA'. He did not see, as his back faced the crowd, but everyone else also paled hearing this.

Soon, thuds were heard, as each dragon landed beside the deceptive dragon. Some of the Vikings took a hold on their weapons, at least those that weren't crashed or melted in the battle, when the Timberjack and the Snaptrapper roared.

**xxxxxxxxxxxxxx**

_**I'm a cliffhanger bitch, I'm sure y'all thinking that now.**_


	36. Aftermath

_**AN: Hello my fellow readers. I hope you all enjoy this chapter (no cliffhangers this time, I promise. Also, I'm putting on my profile links to the drawings of the Royal White Fury and of Windwalker, done by the ever gracious SpicedGold. If any of you really like it, leave her a message. I'm sure she would love to hear some feedback.**_

**_Anyway, here are the review responses:_**

**_doctor of supreme awesomeness: Well, you'll find out soon. But I'm happy to see that there are already readers from this story guessing who is the Alpha_**

**_Guest: Use a nick, pleeeease. Besides this, thanks. I hope you enjoy this chapter_**

**_LunarCatNinja: I'll still be the one that'll make you hate cliffhangers, don't worry, hehe. Anyway, here is the new chapter. I hope you enjoy it._**

**_Cottonmouth25: I had not even noticed that when I wrote this scene, but now that you mentioned it, this scenes does give this kind of feeling indeed. Well see how everything will turn out, maybe everything will be alright...ish_**

**_thearizona: Well, I did answer a part of your review through PMs, but I guess that some people will also want to know the answer to some of the questions you have asked. Firstly, Hiccup calls Toothless brother because, in my headcanon, he sees the dragon as his own brother, not just as a friend. Secondly the four winged dragon is the White Fury. He has four wings, for those that don't remember it. And lastly I hope you'll enjoy this chapter. It has certainly much more quietude than the last one._**

**_AZalmega: Rest assured for I did not forget Heather. She'll appear again soon enough. As to who Windwalker refered as the Alpha, I guess you'll have to wait :P ANd, lastly the Timberjack and the Snaptrapper may not have been the only ones to answer Windwalker's call._**

**_ivanganev1992: You may want to take back one of these thanks. And, a technical error you said; Toothless and Windwalker are not cousins of Lua, but her offspring, as is every other dragon. They are cousins to one another, though. _**

**_SpicedGold: Ah, my dear, it would certainly be funny to see you begin a community for Windwalker. Seems like that psychotic, vengeful and merciless characters are quite popular now a days, hehe. And yes, that Royal White Fury will appear again, and will also have an important part on the sequel. Lastly, I'm effectively putting the links to your drawings today, as I publish this chapter_**

**_Guy Fawkess: Now I can risk this objective (make someone hate cliffhangers) from my list now. Thank you :P_**

**_Cloaked Glydr: Well, I did base it one some myths I've seen, but I also wanted to leave it original. However, you wouldn't be wrong to say that you did see a few similarites, or names that others myths have (Like Flight Commander. I still need to remember from what story I saw this name)_**

**_Nick Tanico: Everything from now onwards is different from the movie, mostly because most scenes weren't in the movie. Nothing big happening this chapter, so don't worry if reality wasn't as high as your hopes._**

_**Without further ado:**_

**xxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxx**

Stoick only broke his staring contest with the Fury when he heard panicked cries coming from behind him. He turned his head to look, only to see the dragons the teens rode flying toward him. He ducked, watching as the dragons landed besides the Fury.

The teens marched over. Astrid's frozen state was broken as soon as she heard her Nadder taking off. While she couldn't believe that Hiccup was dead, and was barely holding back her tears, she made her way to the chief, while the other teens followed. Heather was back on Berk, for reasons that only Hiccup knew.

She halted when she was standing by the chief's side. The dragons were apparently making a line between the tribe and the fallen Fury, while the other Fury was clearly leading the defensive line.

Stoick noticed the girl standing beside him and leaned to whisper on her ear. "Do you know what they are doing lass?" he asked the girl. He felt that it would be best if he heard from one of the teens, who had ridden the dragons, why they were suddenly between him and the Night Fury.

She didn't see, or hear, but Stoick was afraid that moment. His tribe was weak, the other was decimated, his son was nowhere to be found and he held no physical or emotional strength to fight off seven different dragons. As a matter of fact, he didn't even care about the dragons, since he only wanted to find his son. It also didn't help that he was unarmed, as his hammer was lying somewhere on the beach.

"I think they still see you as a threat. They think you'll try to kill Toothless," she answered with a trembling voice. Not only she was scared that Hiccup really died, but suddenly facing seven dragons only increased her fear. Fear that Hiccup's death was in vain, not to the fact that it seemed that it was the White Fury that saw Stoick as a threat.

The shock and surprise that she had when she saw the chief fall to its knees, in the brink of crying, was immeasurable. He was also slightly shaking his head. "Don't they see? I just want my son," he said with a defeated voice, and for the first time since his wife passed, his voice showed fear, sadness and guilty.

They stared at the ground in silence and only looked up when a faint moan came from the fallen dragon. The White Fury looked behind to see Toothless doing a motion with his head and slowly unwrapping his wings from his body.

"Hiccup…" Stoick said. His intention was to shout his son's name, as he spotted the silhouette of him lying by the dragon, but it came out as a hoarse whisper. He immediately stood, but stopped from running forward as the White Fury snarled. He was about to take his battle hammer from whatever it was and smack the dragon's head with it when a hand landed on his huge arm.

He turned to see Astrid looking at him pleadingly and afraid. "Please don't. Hiccup wouldn't want that…" And only when Stoick's posture relaxed slightly she talked again, "I could go, if you and they allow it," she half-asked, half-suggested.

Stoick's insides were a cauldron of emotions, so, afraid that his voice would sound broken; he only nodded to the girl. She turned to the Fury standing in from of them and asked. "May I?" And, although she received no answer, the dragon didn't do anything when she took a hesitant step ahead.

Soon she began running as fast as possible to reach the fallen dragon. She skidded to a stop when she was directly in front of Hiccup. She froze, though for only a second, seeing the pale boy standing unmoving before her. She immediately kneeled, after coming out of the shock and grabbed Hiccup, to put her head on his chest. Everyone held their breaths as they saw the scene transpiring before them.

After a couple of suffocating seconds, she heard a faint sound.

Thud-thud

Thud-thud

It was faint, but she clearly heard his heart beating. The tears she was holding before now were freely running in her face. "He's alive…" she spoke in a whisper, her mind not fully believing that Hiccup was alive. She turned to look at the crowd and let out a "He's alive!" this time shouting, and the silence was broken as every Stoick and dragon cheered.

She put one of her hands on Toothless' snout while her other arm was around the boy, holding him. "Thank you, Toothless, for bringing him back." The dragon cooed as if he was saying 'you're welcome'. She soon noticed that no one came here, and understood why when her eyes spotted Windwalker. "Toothless, could you tell the White Fury to stand down? No one is going to hurt you," she asked the dragon. Toothless nodded and left out a faint roar.

Stoick's heart was booming as he heard the Hofferson girl say his son was alive. The only thing stopping him and Gobber, who currently was at his side, from going to Hiccup was the dragon before them. While every inch of him screamed to smack the dragon and run to his son, he stood still, remembering Astrid's words.

But, as soon as he saw the dragon's posture leave its defensive state, Stoick broke into a run toward his son. Gobber also did, though he was slower than Stoick due to his peg leg. The rocky terrain also didn't help much the Viking veteran run.

The moment he reached Hiccup Astrid let the chief hug the boy. She saw tears of relief on the chief's face as he tightly hugged his son and barely held back her own. He took his helmet off and put his ear on Hiccup's chest to confirm this was not some kind of sick joke from destiny, or from the Valkyrie beside him. He started laughing when he heard the faint heart beat and looked at Toothless. "Thank you… for saving my son."

Both were slightly startled when Gobber's voice came out from behind them. "Well, yeh know, most of him." Stoick looked at the blacksmith confusedly. The blacksmith pointed his hook toward the boy, and he followed it. A weak gasp escaped Stoick's mouth as his gaze felt on the boy's disfigured and bloodied leg.

Astrid gasped in horror before covering her open mouth with her hands. She didn't even want to imagine how Heather would reaction when they return to Berk and the healer sees this. Stoick, on the other hand, paled severely when his eyes spotted rivers of blood coming out of his son's leg, and it took everything from the man to not lose himself in despair.

Now that Astrid could look better at Hiccup, she noticed lots of things she hadn't earlier. His armor was all but charred or disfigured. His face was bruised and full of cuts that, while not seriously bleeding, were big enough to give him a battle hardened appearance. He was paler than Stoick, and considering the amount of blood pouring out his leg this was not a good thing. His other leg seemed to be fine, bur Astrid couldn't know if the blood in it was from his bleeding leg, or if this leg was also bleeding.

"Get the healer right now, and set up an emergency tent," Stoick said while carefully handing Hiccup to Gobber, "Lass, help Gobber with him, please," he said to Astrid before turning himself to face the Vikings. "Divide in three groups. One will gather and tender the wounded, the others will salvage anything so we can build a boat to return home, and the last group will…" He faltered before gulping. 'Being chief was never as hard as it was in this moment…' he thought before speaking up. "Gather the dead and salvage anything that group two won't use for a boat. We'll make their rite of passage here and today. Now move!"

Right after the Vikings began dividing themselves to perform the tasks Stoick gave them the vast man stumbled backwards and felt his head spin. "Oh Gods, what do I do? What do I do? I can't lose Hiccup, not now…" he said while on the brink of hyperventilating. A hand suddenly landed on his shoulders, making him snap out of his thoughts in surprise and turn to see who beside him.

He found his trusty friend, Gobber, offering him a sympathetic smile and a concerned look. "Listen Stoick, yeh need to pull it together. The healer is tending him right now and the men are working on their limit to build us a boat so we can go to Berk. But they still need their leader to guide them…"

He stopped talking to look at Cami, who was still on her knees, "And Cami needs someone now… someone that understands the pain of losing someone close to the dragons, and bearing the burden of a chief. Go help her Stoick," he whispered before excusing himself to help the others build tents from the boats' sails.

Stoick gulped and inhaled deeply a couple of times. He knew Gobber was right, but it didn't mean that being a chief and a shoulder to cry on on this moment was an easy thing. With uneven steps Stoick walked slowly toward the last Bog alive, all while trying to keep his breathing even when his eyes spotted the bodies of his dead tribesmen.

He kneeled in front of her and placed a hand on her shoulder. His heart thumped in pain when she looked at him with an unfocused gaze, her breathing hitched and uneven and her hands shaking badly. "Don't blame yourself for what happened. None of us could have foreseen the outcome of this battle Cami," he said, knowing well enough how it was a common thing for a newly enthroned chief to blame the death of its fellow tribesmen on himself.

"B-but…" she said with a weak voice which Stoick barely could hear her, "Hiccup w-warned me. A-and I didn't listen. I-I could have a-avoided all this," she said while weakly gesturing. "He w-wouldn't be nearly dead if I-I had listened to him," she added through a whisper while blinking away tears that had amounted themselves in her eyes.

Stoick did something he had not done in a long time, not even with his son: he hugged her. Cami let the tears flow away from her eyes when she felt the vast man's beefy arms enveloping her in a warm, safe hug. Stoick, meanwhile, found himself remembering a night ten years before, in which he comforted a crying Hiccup who had had a nightmare about the night they lost Valka.

No one dared to go bother the chiefs. Instead, they decided to turn to Gobber for advice and instructions for the time being. The blacksmith, thinking that the two of them needed some time alone, decided to help the Vikings in building the boat and the tents. The first tent built was given to the healer tend Hiccup, and only Astrid was allowed inside, only to help her patch Hiccup.

The teens, on the other hand, were being tended by war veterans, since most of them had bruises in their heads that could become a concussion if not treated correctly. The dragons, meanwhile, were grouped around Toothless, except for a white one that was pacing around, looking impatient and livid.

Astrid was quickly kicked out of the tent as soon as her help was no longer need. In the blink of an eye she was swarmed by the teens, which were asking her about Hiccup's condition. Much to her surprise even Snotlout seemed worried about his cousin's state. "Calm down, calm down, I can't speak if you won't let me," she said while gesturing with her hands for them to shut up. "If you don't shut up I'll feed Windwalker with you," she growled impatiently.

The teens quickly shut up while paling. They all glanced at Windwalker, who still was pacing around, and most of them paled at the sight of a livid White Fury. "W-what the healer said?" Fishlegs inquired after some color returned to his face. The others, this time, only nodded and looked at Astrid with expectant gazes instead of blurting out questions to her.

"She… She didn't say anything. We managed to stop the bleeding but…" Astrid said before dropping her gaze to the ground while rubbing her arm, "He needs to return to Berk. She doesn't have enough medicine to properly treat him here," she added without looking at the teens.

"Couldn't we fly back to Berk?" Fishlegs wondered, "I mean, we know how to ride the dragons, and flying will be much quicker than sailing. Not to mention that we have also to wait until they managed to repair a boat into sailing conditions," he explained.

"I don't think that's a good idea," a voice behind him said, making the husky teen yelp in surprise. "They just managed to stop the bleeding, and the healer can't stitch his wounds. They would open the moment you take off with the dragons," Stoick explained. Astrid notice that Cami, who was beside him and had his arm wrapped around her shoulder, was unusually quiet, but didn't point it out.

"I'll go help the others," he said before he turned to face Cami, "You're in charge of them and Hiccup, take care of them while I try to get us home," he told her before patting her shoulder. Cami barely opened her mouth when the vast man left them to bark orders, and thank Gobber for overseeing the boat's repair.

He found out, with deep despair and sorrow, that there were a total of 37 bodies, and 60 deaths that left no bodies to be buried. "See that they have a proper funeral pyre built up. We'll send them to Valhalla at sunset," he told Astrid's mother, who had overseen the body count.

"So…" Cami said without her usual enthusiasm. To Astrid the former burglar looked more like a walking corpse, devoid of life and filled with sorrow, rather than the energetic and mischievous Bog she had met back in Berk. It scared her how the Bog's eyes were haunted, and she felt incredibly sorry for Camicazi. The Bog was, after all, of the same age she was.

"Let's tend the dragons," Astrid suggested, breaking the awkward silence, "If we're to fulfill Hiccup's vision we need our dragons healed, especially Toothless. He must have taken quite the beating with their crash," she suggested. The other teens nodded and parted ways to gather medical supplies. Cami, on the other hand, offered her a grateful smile. "Think of nothing," Astrid said gently, "Why don't you go see if the healer lets you make Hiccup company? I'll take of everything," the blonde suggested.

She was surprised when Cami pulled her into a hug, in a fashion similar to how she did with Hiccup after her first flight with him. "Thank you Astrid," the blonde chief, who could have easily been mistaken as Astrid's sister, whispered on the blonde's ear. The Valkyrie simply smile and returned the hug before Cami let go of her. "I'll let you know if anything changes with his situation," Cami said before entering the tent.

Astrid, meanwhile, headed toward the dragons. Fishlegs was tendering her Nadder, as it seemed that her wound, caused by the White Fury back in the Arena, opened when she crashed. "Thank you Fish, I can take over it. Why don't you go look for your Gronckle?" she asked after approaching him and the Nadder. The husky boy handed her the wet cloth and quickly went to tend his dragon who, apparently, had only a few gashes since its rock-like skin protected it from the impact of the crash.

She was tendering her Nadder gently, who in return seemed very thankful for the attention she was receiving, when a voice barraged itself inside her mind. 'I specifically let you approach him so you could tell us his condition. It's been half an hour and no one said anything. I demand that you tell me how Hiccup is!' the White Fury said. Astrid turned to face him and felt a ting of fear when her face was inches away from his. Her Nadder whimpered slightly, wanting to protect her rider from the Child of Sun's hatred but also afraid of him, as she still bore the wounds from their first meeting.

Before she could even speak Windwalker spoke again. 'You listen, and you listen to me well. If you or anyone else dare stand between me and this hatchling I swear by Lua I'll shred your limbs one by one in the most gruesome and excruciating way I know, no matter how close or how important you or anyone might be to him or this tribe. Did I make myself clear?'

Astrid silently nodded, wondering where were the other teens to help her. The dragon kept staring at her, and because of it she remembered his question. "We don't know how he is. We stopped the bleeding, but he needs to return to Berk to get proper treatment for his leg. He had a concussion, so he'll be out for awhile," she told him, and visibly relaxed when the dragon huffed before walking away.

"Remind me to never be alone with him again…" she told the Nadder…

007

Cami entered shyly inside the temporary healer's tent. Said woman was now mixing a couple of herbs she had brought, while Hiccup was on a makeshift bed, made out of spare fur she had managed to gather. The woman, now in her late 40s, looked up scolding to see who invaded her tent, but softened when she saw the former Bog chief.

She got up and, before leaving the tent, she patted Cami's shoulder. "I'm sorry for your losses," she whispered before leaving them alone. As an old resident of Berk she had seen Cami and Hiccup together, years before, when they had been mere children playing together.

So the healer knew how friendly they were with one another, and she knew how pained Cami was. Not only the Bog lost her tribe, but was on the verge of losing what possibly was her only friend. She didn't want to stay, because she felt like she would be invading a private moment.  
>And she had been right…<p>

Right after the healer left the tent Cami kneeled before Hiccup to stroke his hair. She stroked it with such gentleness and softness that one would have thought Hiccup was as frail as glass. And considering how the boy was between life and death they would have been right. Tears formed on Cami's eyes as she remembered doing the same when Hiccup had nightmares about his mother, years ago. "Please don't die on me… I have so many things to apologize for..." she whispered before weeping on his chest.

A few Vikings heard sobs coming from the healer's tent, but no one dared to enter. Since Stoick wasn't crestfallen they guessed that Cami was crying for another reason. All of those who passed by the tent bowed their heads in respect, and thanked the Gods that the boy, inside there, saved them from this same fate.

007

Night arrived quickly, and since there wasn't enough sail cloth left to build tents for everyone Stoick ordered to use the wood to build bonfires so no one died of cold while sleeping. Currently all of the Vikings stood facing the sea, where a lone ship, build of scavenged material and piled with bodies stood. The teens were in a respectful distance, while Cami and Stoick were in front of the tribe. "We gather here in this night to bid our farewells. Today history was made, but not without a price," Stoick said, beginning his speech.

"After 300 years we did what we've been trying to: take the Nest. But it wasn't without a cost. Many fell to the Queen's wrath today. Friends, families, parents, lovers..."

"A tribe…" Cami said; her voice barely loud enough for everyone to hear her.

"They died in battle, and while the bodies of some were consumed by the flames, but their souls weren't. May the Valkyries lead their souls through the gates of Valhalla, and welcome them like the true warriors they were. May they look upon us as we shall feast in honor of their memory," he recited.

He and Cami drew their arrows, and waited as Gobber, along with two other Vikings, pushed the boat away from the beach. When it was at a safe distance both chiefs shot their flamed arrows, hitting the middle of the boat. A squad made by Stoick, since they didn't have bows and arrows for everyone, did the same, and soon the horizon was illuminated by the fire of a burning boat.

Everyone watched it burn while silently bidding their farewells. A couple of Vikings ended up crying for the emotional turmoil was too much for them to handle. Stoick placed a hand on Cami's shoulder, drawing her close to him. She didn't complain, and leaned on him while grateful for his support.

No one slept well that night…

007

Astrid was frustrated. She had tried to remove Toothless' saddle from him the day before but failed. And when the other weren't busy, which meant that they could help her remove it, she decided to try again. And yet they haven't made any progress in the past half hour they have been trying to remove the saddle. "It's no use," she said breathless, "We'll need Gobber's tools to remove it. I'm sorry Toothless," she added while stroking the Night Fury's neck.

The dragon crooned, as if saying he understood the situation but was grateful nonetheless. Astrid smiled, and in that moment she couldn't help but compare Toothless' gentleness with Windwalker bitterness. She felt like they were dragon versions of Hiccup and Snotlout. One was short tempered whereas the other was patient. One was proud whereas the other was humble…

She was startled out of her thoughts when Cami called her. "Astrid!" she called before halting. She took a moment to regain her breath before she could speak again. "The boat is ready to leave. Stoick wants you and the teens on it, since you're the only ones that know how to handle the dragons."

When she heard the word 'dragons' her thoughts instantly went to someone else. "What about Toothless? He needs to go to Berk too. We can't take the saddle off from him without Gobber's tools," Astrid pointed out; wincing as she thought of how painfully constricting the saddle must be to Toothless in this moment.

"Well… I didn't know that…" Cami mumbled thoughtfully, "Why don't you go with me talk to him? That way you'll be able to explain the situation to him," she suggested. Since it was Hiccup's dragon she had little doubt that the vast man wouldn't comply about Astrid's suggestion.

007

"...Are you sure brother, I mean, leaving you all here by yourselves, even though I'll return, I feel it isn't right. I'm their chief, I'm supposed to be by my people, with my people, every moment..." Astrid heard as she and Cami approached the figure of Stoick the Vast.

"Don't yeh worry; the worst is over, I can take care of everything. Yeh need return to Berk so yeh can take care of that sons of yehrs and bring ships to get us out of this cursed rock," Spitelout said while placing a hand on Stoick's shoulder, "Don't worry, everyone understands yehr position"-he glanced at Cami and Astrid-"go take care of yehr son. He's earned it," he added before excusing himself.

"Ah… Sir," Astrid called, "We kind of have a little issue…" she said a bit shyly when the hulking figure of Stoick the Vast looked at her. At this moment she couldn't understand how Hiccup didn't cower before him, even when he destroyed half the village.

"Yes Astrid? You can say it..." he said with a gentle tone.

"We have a little issue with Toothless… He…" She had to pause to lick her lips, which felt incredibly dry at this moment. "He sustained heavy damage from their crash, and we can't take the saddle out of him without Gobber's smiting tools. I… we wanted to know if we can bring him to Berk too…" she asked while avoiding the chief's gaze.

Stoick hummed in thought while stroking his beard. "The dragon can't fly since his tail is ruined…" he commented, recalling how the left tailfin of the Night Fury was a metal and leather one instead of a black one. He had a hunch that something happened the night Hiccup shot him down, but he would have to await until his son awakes so he can know what happen. "Your arguments are valid. Bring him in, I have the feeling he'll want to be with Hiccup," he mumbled quietly before excusing himself to get his son from the healer's tent.

Astrid and Cami, meanwhile, went to Toothless to help him board the ship. Understandably he was none too happy about boarding a ship once again when he had been a captive on one for a couple of days. The two blondes, however, didn't expect one tiny issue to arise… 'Where are you taking him?'

"He's coming to Berk with us so we can remove the saddle from him," Astrid answered without looking at the white dragon. Coaxing Toothless to board the ship was being hard enough while she was focused. She didn't need a second Fury to deal with, especially one with anger issues.

'Over. My. Cold. Dead. Body.' the White Fury snarled in a blood-chilling voice that made Astrid's legs tremble. All the other teens, which were prepping themselves to board the boat, stopped what they were doing to look at the Valkyrie and the Deceptive Fury. 'If you so much as think I'll let him in the hands of you barbarians you're deeply wrong, and you'd better start changing your mind about it.'

"But…" Astrid tried to protest and failed.

'Your kind is not trustable,' he said with a low voice before intentionally pushing her away from Toothless. 'Come on cousin, we need to check on your hatchling. You must be anxious to see him,' hhe white dragon said while offering his shoulder for Toothless to lean one. Said Night Fury looked at Astrid with apologetically eyes before leaning on his cousin to walk to the ship.

007

Needless to say Stoick wasn't even a bit happy that not one, but two Furies would be travelling for a couple of days on a boat made of wood and barely floating that he would also be in. "Astrid…" he said while pinching the bridge of his nose, "Can you explain to me why you told me you'd bring one Fury, and there are two in the deck of my ship?" he asked, eerily calm considering the messy situation. Astrid figured the chief was scarier when he was speaking quiet than when he was shouting.

"We had a bit of a problem sir. Windwalker"-Stoick's eyes shot wide open at hearing the White Fury's. He probably couldn't believe either that Hiccup named the demonic dragon-"didn't want to leave his cousin-yes Toothless and him are cousins"-Astrid felt sorry for Stoick. He was very pale at this moment-"alone with us in a boat, especially because it was how he was brought to the Nest…"

The vast man sighed, and strode toward the White Fury. The two of them stood glaring at each other, and Astrid suddenly felt the atmosphere grow colder and tenser. It also didn't help that Stoick' face was inches again the White Fury's, and both of them were hatefully glaring to one another. "If you so much as lift a claw to stop my son from returning to Berk I'll personally drag your soul to the depths of Hel," Stoick threatened through a whisper.

Astrid silently commended how the vast man was fearless, no matter what he was facing: Night Fury, White Fury, Red Death, a horde of Nightmares. But right this moment she just wanted that he would back down. 'I tell you the same, worm,' the White Fury spat before boarding the boat. He curled near Toothless, who, in turn, was curled near Hiccup.

"Alright, hop on everyone, we're setting sail soon," Stoick barked as if his scene with the White Fury had never happened. "You too Astrid. Cami, oversee the boarding while I check everything out. I'll be back in a moment. Gobber, get the boat ready, we're leaving soon," he said before heading away to find his brother. But, before he was gone in the midst of the Vikings he turned to face Astrid and said with a serious voice, "And no more dragons in my boat." before vanishing.

At this moment Astrid was sure that Hiccup was insane. There was no possible explanation of how the scrawny boy could stand against his father or the chief over and over again. "Do you think your Nadder will be able to fly to Berk?" Cami inquired as she eyed the distant dragon, its wounds clearly visible.

She had to hold a snort from leaving her mouth. "Yes, she's a tough girl. Let's get the others inside the boat. We need to tell them the dragons can follow us, but not land on the boat," Astrid said. "I have the feeling leaving them here won't be a good idea. Vikings tend to do stupid things when there's no mead to drink," she added with a look of disbelief in her face.

Cami, on the other hand, was almost asking to stay so she could see what disasters Spitelout would have to handle, but then she remembered the knocked out boy on board of the boat, whom she owed her life to. She nodded and followed Astrid while the Valkyrie barked orders to the teens.

Soon every one of them: Fishlegs, the Twins, Astrid, Cami, Snotlout, Stoick and Gobber, along with Astrid's mother-as she was trained as a healer she could replace the Heather's mentor, who would stay on Dragon Island taking care of the Vikings there-were all on board of the boat.

"Set sail Gobber, we're going home," Stoick said to his friend before eyeing the dragons, who looked like more sentinels around his unconscious boys rather than mindless beasts. "Remind me to think twice when you of speak anything about dragons again," he mumbled to Astrid before retiring for the night. Gobber was a veteran sailor, so he knew the ship was in good hands.

She was the only one to rest near the other dragons. The teens, even Cami, rested as far as they could from Hiccup, whether if it was because of the White Fury near the boy or out of respect she didn't know. Three torches were alight around the boat so they could maneuver around without going overboard when the sky darkened.

She glanced at the dark sky, faintly seeing the outline of the dragons, including her Nadder, flying above them. Oddly, seeing this gave her a sense of security and comfort. She rubbed her tired eyes before lowering her head to glance at Hiccup. He seemed peaceful in his sleep, and she was glad for that; she didn't want him to be in pain because of his leg. "You need to awake soon… you need to see what you achieved…" she whispered.

"So…" a voice said, startling her out of her thoughts, "For someone that gave up on him years ago you're very worried about him," Cami pointed, though her voice lacked the aggressiveness of her words. "Don't look surprised. Hiccup and I used to be very close, and I'm very observer. I noticed when you stopped being friends with him. But now…" Cami faltered, and she slouched before sitting beside Astrid. "What changed?"

"He did…" the Valkyrie answered, "He grew more confident. He got better in Dragon Training. I followed him one day and found out about Toothless."-Cami's eyes widened. She had thought Astrid also only found out about Toothless when the dragon appeared in the Arena-"but before I could tell Stoick he… sort of kidnapped me," she said a bit embarrassed, recalling of when she was sounding like a damsel in distress. "He was confident in way I had never seen. He wanted to show me that dragons weren't evil."

"And did you see?" Cami asked.

"I was on the top of a tree, hanging on a branch while a Night Fury was in front of me with his rider equally desperate and angry. I didn't have much of a choice," Astrid retorted, before a shiver went down her spine as she recalled how her life was at the hands of an unstable Hiccup. "I climbed the saddle, but apparently Toothless had other ideas than simply landing me…" she added, while glaring at the Night Fury sleeping near Hiccup.

"…It was also that day that we found the Nest. Toothless ended up flying to there after he stopped flying like a drunken dragon."

"And when that happened? It can't be so long ago…" Cami inquired. She had seen Astrid fuming shortly after she arrived on Berk, so she doubted that the blond knew by them about Toothless.

"You're right. I knew about Toothless not long before you all saw him. In fact, all of this happened the night before the Arena…" Astrid said before faltering. She remember vividly their flight, the scare, the nest and the dragons, but only now that she was reliving the whole day Astrid remember something, something she wish she didn't.

Cami seemed to have noticed Astrid's silence as she spoke: "Astrid, are you okay?"

"I…" Astrid said before inhaling deeply, "I remembered some of the things Hiccup said before I confronted him… He… He was going to leave Berk, for good I think," she said with a shaken voice. It felt so unreal for her that the same boy that spoke these words was lying, knocked out on the same boat that she was…

"What do you mean leave?" Cami asked bewildered, "You're telling me he was going to hop on Toothless and leave to Gods know where?" She added, feeling both angry and afraid. She knew he was not accepted in Berk, but never thought that his outcast status would be as extreme as to make him want to leave the tribe.

"Shush, you'll wake up the others. I don't know how Stoick will deal with it if he finds out!" Astrid said through a harsh whisper before sighing. "And yes, he was going to leave Berk with Toothless. I don't know if he would have done because of the Nightmare confrontation or because he had had enough with being an outcast, or both," she sadly answered.

"And do you think he'll still leave Berk?" Cami asked, visibly afraid of seeing Hiccup leave as soon as he awakes.

"I don't think so…" Astrid answered slowly, since she was not sure of her answer. "I mean, he did stay to face the Nightmare, and did come to save the tribe. So I don't think it is likely that he'll leave after going through all of this…" she reasoned, though her voice lacked the certainty her mind had. After all he wouldn't leave after nearly dying. Astrid knew he was not stupid to do so.

Cami pursued her lips, and Astrid could see fear inside the blonde's eyes. As a matter of fact she had also been afraid of what she had heard, but her desire to take some answers out of him had numbed this worry. "What made him stay..?" Cami asked, breaking the unnerving silence between them.

"Toothless showed us the Nest. That's how he knew only a dragon could find it," Astrid answered, and Cami hummed in realization as she recalled Hiccup telling her what she'd face, "It was inhuman what we saw. Dragons even attacked one another. There was this Skrill that was following us, and all of a sudden a Nightmare bit its throat and brought it down into the ocean. I think this was when Hiccup decided to do something, and therefore decided to not leave after he brought me back."

* * *
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**_Azalmega: Because he will do something crazy, though whether it is dangerous or not is debatble. Also, this is the chapter in which we get to know a bit more of Windwalker's side, as I had promised you. I hope you like it, and find it satisfatory. If not, I'll glaadly hear you say why not._**

**_Cloaked Glydr: I didn't really understand what you meant with 'the reaction of the survivors could be more elaborated' Care to explain a little bit? And his speech was trying to mimic the speech he gave after he lost Valka, which mirrors Gobber's on HTTYD 2 (THE FEELINGS. y U DO DIS DREAMWORKS) I hope you like this chapter._**

**_Iris Patton: You mean, putting it on the story's summary? I'll try that, but no promises. Still, thanks fot the tip._**

**_ivanganev19992: A Fury's flame, considering its composition (search for Toothless at the HTTYD wikia. It'll be there) would likely turn the flesh to ashes, or, at least, a bit of it, which isn' exactly good. Besides, a clean cut is considered something cut in one motion with a sharp object. However sharp the Gronckles' teeth may be, I don't think they qualify for this. In my head I imagine more like two saws coming together very quick rather than a blade slicing through_**

**_Without futher ado:_**

**xxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxx**

Their conversation was put to a halt when the wood creaked because of footsteps. Both girls turned their head, and spotted Fishlegs making his way toward them. "Can I… Can I stay with you two?" he asked a bit nervous, and only earned a pair of raised eyebrows as a response. "Okay, okay"-he said while throwing his arms up-"that dragon scares the skin out of me," he answered without pointing, although the pair didn't need this to know of what dragon he was talking about, "But I think I'll go nuts if I stay any longer with Snotlout and the Twins," he added shyly.

Cami and Astrid glanced at one another before they shrugged simultaneously. "Sure, just don't make a lot of noise. We don't want to risk waking up any of them," Astrid said while the husky boy sat down in front of them.

For a moment the three of them stood sat silently, each satisfied with being in the company of their thoughts only. Curiously, though, Fishlegs was the one to break the silence after he kept staring at Hiccup for a long time. "What do you think it is going to happen?" He asked, pondering, "I mean, the Queen is dead, but peace between us and the dragons is hardly built. What if Hiccup takes longer to awake? How will we manage things if this happens?"

Astrid noticed that he, too, refused to believe that Hiccup wouldn't awake. Still, his questions touched a subject she was not ready to discuss, and feeling his expectant gaze on her didn't help Astrid. In this moment she admired Hiccup's ability to-apparently-stay calm while guiding them through the battle.

"I… I don't know. I guess we'll have to wait and see. But…" She swallowed, as her next words were hard to say, "If you're right, and Hiccup takes a while to awake, we'll have to ask Stoick's help…" she answered. She knew this wasn't the answer to Fishlegs' questions, but she also didn't know any answer that was better than this one.

No one spoke after her answer for the uncertain future scared them silent. Each one of them felt lost, unsure of what path to take. All of them were aware of this, and also were aware that the only one capable of leading them through this time of changes was lying unconscious, surrounded by two Furies.
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Hiccup gasped, before instantly gripping his head as he felt an excruciating headache. His blurry vision scanned his surrounding, and he noticed he was in the same white vastness he had been when he met the royal Child of Sun. A yelp escaped his mouth as red orbs materialized in front of him before a body appeared around it. 'We meet again little hatchling,' the dragon said, though Hiccup wasn't sure if the deiform being was happy or sad because of this.

"Well I certainly hope so. Otherwise this would be one Hel of a weird dream to have," Hiccup said as he tried to stand, and failed as his left leg gave out, "Do we need to meet whenever I go in a near-death situation?" he asked with some frustration leaking through his voice as he seemed to be unable to stand.

If the White Fury noticed his struggle to stand, or he begrudgingly remaining sitting on the ground, the dragon didn't show. 'I'm afraid so…' he answered with a bit of sorrow. 'We are not in the plane of the living after all. Nor we are in Valhalla, as you may have noticed,' he said, surprising Hiccup.

"How do you…"

'…know of Valhalla?' he said, completing Hiccup's answered, and earning a nod from said boy. 'Dragons too go to Valhalla once dead, at least those worthy of it. Those unworthy, or worms as we call, meet the same fate of unworthy Vikings: forever having their souls trapped in Hel,' he answered. 'But, there is one more realm your kind does not know or does not acknowledge: Lua's realm,' he finished.

'When a dragon is neither worthy of joining the ranks of Valhalla, as you call it, nor is unworthy to have their souls trapped in Hel, they go to Lua's realm to peacefully live in here. It can be considered a sort of limbo between Valhalla and Hel, if you wish to think so. We are currently in a section of it which I can manipulate,' he explained. 'Few dragons, though, reach Valhalla, since some of your Gods do not find us worthy of Odin's company,' he added sadly. It pained the deiform White Fury that even some Gods shared the Vikings' views of dragons.

"So by manipulating here you can make me visit you even though I'm neither dead nor I am a dragon," Hiccup inquired, earning a hesitant nod from the dragon. "So why do you summon me this time? Didn't you say everything you had to last time?" he asked, curious to know why a royal White Fury would want his company of all things it could have.

'First of all I wanted to congratulate you on defeating that wretched tyrant. Many of my species and of your friend's died battling her. While the damage this demon did cannot be undone, no more dragons will have meaningless death in the future,' he said, making Hiccup feel flattered. 'Second of all I did enjoy your company. You aren't a dragon, but neither is you your typical Viking. You are special, and, in part, it is why I can bring you here. Also your sarcasm is something rather uncommon, and very welcome.'

"W-well… Thanks, I guess," Hiccup said while sheepishly rubbing the back of his neck. "To your credit holding a conversation with a dragon that isn't trying to burn you by staring is very interesting too," he added, his sarcasm remembering when he had to stop Windwalker from killing Astrid's Nadder.

'That I am sure it is the truth,' the Child of Sun said while laughing. Hiccup also found himself laughing as well, and couldn't help from noticing that the dragon's laugh resembled much more a human laugh than a dragon chocking on his fish like Toothless' or a maniac laugh like Windwalker's. 'But I do not blame him. He might very well be the last of our kind to walk the earth.'

Immediately the joy Hiccup was feeling was replaced by sorrow and sadness. "Are you sure of that?" he asked, his eyes searching the dragon's eyes while he was hoping that they would find the royal White Fury lying to him. Unfortunately the only thing he found was a sadness equaled to his own. "And Toothless? Is he also the last Night Fury?" he asked, half knowing the answer.

'I'm afraid the answer might be yes to both of your questions,' the dragon said with a sorrowful voice as he lay down near Hiccup. 'I cannot be certain, however. There is the chance that there are other Children of Sun and Children of Night alive, hidden from other dragons and Vikings. But I wouldn't hope so much. Your Archipelago is a big place after all. If they have been hidden all this time, it is unlikely that you'll find them.'

Hiccup pinched the bridge of his nose while closing his eyes. He felt guilty that he almost killed the last living Night Fury. If Windwalker cared about his cousin, then Hiccup couldn't even imagine what the white dragon would have done to him if he had killed Toothless. 'Do not dwell further into this, or you'll find you blaming yourself for deeds never done,' the royal dragon said with a comforting voice.

"You never told me your name…" Hiccup mumbled while changing the subject, "Of course, if you have one in the first place. Windwalker seemed to no longer remember his own when I asked him a similar question," Hiccup added then rubbed his chin in thought, "How can someone forget their own name?" he asked himself, feeling pitiful of Windwalker.

The white dragon sighed. 'There is one thing I have not taught you. Unlike your kind dragon names are not easily spoken. To do so is, above all, an act of trust. He might have answered that so he would not have to explain you this, or he can be telling the truth; I cannot be certain about this,' he explained. 'About my name…' he said before faltering. To Hiccup it seemed that the dragon was unsure whether he should say his name or not…

'My name is SilverStar,' he mumbled quietly, surprising Hiccup. For seconds Hiccup kept staring at the royal dragon, finding unbelievable that he had trusted him enough to say his name. If he was not incapable of standing Hiccup would have been jumping around in joy and ecstasy, since, after all, he had won the trust of a White Fury.

However, it took a while for Hiccup to recompose before he could speak again. "Do all dragon names are based on a specific trail?" Hiccup asked before realizing how dumb his question was. All the names he gave to dragons were based on one of their trails. And all names of the Vikings on his tribe followed the same path. His name was a prime example, after all.

'I see you realize your question was, at the very least, redundant,' SilverStar said after observing Hiccup's face, 'But, to answer your question, yes, our names are based on one or two trails that a dragon possesses. Because of my silver streak, when I am dive bombing the glow I give is a silver-ish color rather than the white one usually seen when my species dive.'

'And, I believe Windwalker, as you called him, probably forgot his own name, if he really did, because of his desire for revenge,' he added, making Hiccup look at him with a puzzled look on his face. 'His hostility toward your peers and even their dragons when you released him is due to a grudge. I know not the details of it, how long he has had it, or where it began. I only know that it has been for a long while, and it burns at his very core.'

'He has a bloodlust that can make dragons fear him. It is why the Queen tried to have him killed, and why the Child of Vanity attacked him when you freed him. I'm afraid that if you integrate him, should do manage to do that, many Vikings and dragons will either be hostile toward him or fearful of him.'

"That might be a problem…" Hiccup thoughtfully said while rubbing his chin. But, soon after he said that a memory came to his mind, making him snap his fingers. "…or not. I promised him, if he helped us, that he would have a peaceful place for him to stay: the Cove," he explained.

"Only Astrid, Heather and I know about, and I doubt either of them will want to go there. The place has only good memories for me and Toothless. And since he seemed less hostile with me than the rest, I can check out on him every once in a while. This way the dragons or the Vikings won't have to deal with him," he added, feeling relieved that Windwalker wouldn't be a problem to deal with.

SilverStar smiled, but his smile didn't last long. 'Your reasoning is impeccable, and admirable,' he said, making Hiccup blush in shyness. 'But, there is one small issue you have not considered: he accepted the name you gave him. To do so means he trusts you, not fully, but much more than he does with the other Vikings or even other Kin. And my Kin is very possessive. I don't think he will hold onto that promise…'

Hiccup groaned, "Great, now I need to deal with two Furies. Why not give me a whole flock to deal with?" he mumbled.

'You will do fine,' SilverStar reassured. 'Both are highly intelligent beings. All Kin are, as a matter of fact, so you won't need to watch over every, and each, one of them. They will only need your guidance to coexist peacefully with Berk, as will every other Kin that goes to live in there.'

"Does every dragon know how our society works or just Windwalker and Toothless? I'm assuming they do know how Berk works," Hiccup inquired. He knew how most of the dragon society worked, but now his concern was whether his scaly companions knew how Berk worked. He could teach the teens what he learned with SilverStar, but teaching a dragon that didn't speak to him would be much harder.

'Barely, and I speak for these two. While they are highly intelligent these two Kin only have a rudimentary knowledge of your society, and the same goes for every Kin. However they can learn, with time.' Hiccup groaned after hearing this, 'I understand it will be a difficult and big change to how your kind and mine live, but I believe it is for the best. And no one is better suited than you to lead this change.'

"Why me? I'm hardly leadership material and the Queen's defeat was majorly Toothless' deed. People in Berk hardly paid heed to me, and that also goes to my father…" He cringed, remembering the last time he spoke to his father, and the conversation they yet need to have, "Why would things be different now?"

'Because you showed them something different, and only you can make them learn… It is exactly because of this that Windwalker trusts you, that he allowed you to bond with him. He sees in you a bridge between our world and yours. He sees someone worth protecting,' SilverStar said with a comforting and understanding voice before averting his gaze from Hiccup. 'I'm afraid I kept you here for too long. Do not worry, we will see each other again.'

Blackness came before he could ask what Windwalker saw…
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Astrid was awaken by moans, faint but not too faint for her ears to miss them. After their conversation had ended, she, Cami and Fishlegs had decided to call it a night and sleep. Obviously she was the only one to sleep closer to the Furies, while the others hurled themselves on the other side of the ship probably out of fear of the White Fury. This way she could easily reach Hiccup if anything happened to him.

Her eyes immediately searched for Hiccup, and, much to her despair, she found shifting his position nonstop and trying to grip his leg. Both Toothless and Windwalker were awake and cooing, trying to make the boy relax and keeping him from touching his leg, at least until they could arrive at Berk. She vaguely noticed that the Arena dragons she and the others had ridden were flying closer to the boat than they were before. To Astrid they seemed to be worried too about Hiccup's health.

She tried to approach the boy to see what was wrong with him, or more specifically his leg when a tail whipped around, sending her right into the mast. The wood creaked when her body collided with it, but remained intact. 'Stand away from him or I'll feast on your blood, worthless worm,' the white dragon snarled, making Astrid's face pale.

She didn't think twice after this. As soon as she got up she went to the boat's quarter to get Stoick. Before she entered inside it she noticed that Gobber was looking worried at the dragons, and at his former apprentice, but apparently couldn't leave his post without compromising their route. She felt pity for him; the man was trapped between getting them as fast as possible to Berk and helping his apprentice while risking a delay.

"Stoick, sir!" she said while barging into the quarters. Immediately a hand grabbed her through the neck, lifting her up, while an axe was dangerously close to her face. "No, no! It's me!" She said with a weak voice as the vast man's grip was cutting off the air from her lungs. Stoick's eyes widened, and he gently placed her on the ground, where she coughed while gasping for air.

"Gods Astrid I could have killed you! Didn't anyone ever tell you to not wake up a man who sleeps with an axe nearby?" Stoick chastised, but she could hear the worry evident on his voice. "Well, it matters not, why did you awake me? Did something happen to Hiccup?" he asked; the worry in his voice increasing as he spoke of his son.

"I… I don't know," she said with a hoarse voice, "He was moaning in pain when I awoke, and the White Fury was incredibly possessive of him." She rose as she finally regained her breath, "I'm afraid that if we try to approach Hiccup we'll end up fighting that dragon. The boat won't be able to withstand a fight. We need to reach Berk quickly."

At this exact moment Gobber appeared inside, and the look on his face made Stoick's blood grow cold. "Stoick, there's a storm coming from behind us. I don't think she'll be able to survive it," he said, making the vast man grow pale. This was not Stoick's biggest fear, though, as they both knew that a storm like that would only worsen Hiccup's condition "What should we do?" he asked.

Stoick felt like he was on his first day as a chief. Astrid's and Gobber's gaze on him, expecting him to give them answers was making thinking of a solution harder than what it already is. He drew in a couple of deep breaths to calm himself down before he spoke. "Wake everyone up and gather outside. We need to discuss this together."

The two of them nodded before leaving the quarters. Stoick sighed and closed his eyes before pinching the bridge of his nose. To the vast man his decision of storming the nest only seemed to be bringing worse consequences as the time passed. "What was I thinking? A Chief never does something without thinking of the consequences," he muttered, mad with himself for his own foolish actions, "Please forgive me Hiccup, for making you pay for my foolishness," he quietly added before leaving the quarters.
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Windwalker was nudging Hiccup's hand, while worried about the little hatchling. Toothless also seemed to be worried, but decided to let Windwalker do something about it. The boy was muttering incomprehensible words under his breath, and the few things Windwalker had managed to understand were his own name, Toothless', 'Sun', 'Berk' and 'Kin'. He didn't notice, but Toothless eyes were wide open, since only a dragon could know that a dragon was called Kin.

But this didn't register on Windwalker's mind as his focus was exclusively on keeping nudging Hiccup, who seemed to be in pain because of his injured leg. 'Don't worry my hatchling, you'll be fine. You'll be fine. We won't leave you,' he cooed quietly. His coos seemed to be easing Hiccup, as the boy was slowly relaxing. Not after a minute Hiccup was quietly asleep once again, much to his and Toothless' relief.
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Stoick couldn't believe what his own eyes have just seen. A White Fury, one of the most dangerous dragons in the world had been cooing to Hiccup as if the boy was the dragon's own hatchling. And what puzzled Stoick even more was that the dragon was successful in calming down the boy, which seemed to be in pain because of his injuries. "Sir? Stoick, what should we do?" a voice asked, making him snap out of his thoughts.

He turned his eyes to look at the source of the voice, and found Astrid looking at him. "Does anyone have any ideas of how we can reach Berk quicker? A storm is upon us, and Hiccup needs immediate treatment," he said to Gobber and the teens, who had gathered as per request of Astrid and the blacksmith.

"If I may sir…" Astrid said. Stoick nodded, showing that he was listening to her idea, "If we have extra ropes we could tie the ship on the dragons. That way we could reach Berk by midday," she explained. Stoick glanced at the sky, and noticed that the sun had barely risen. To reach Berk at midday would be incredibly quicker, but for the vast man her idea was equally dangerous.

But, eventually Stoick conceded. The risk was worth if it meant his son would be safe and sound in their household by midday, and, most importantly, safe from the storm. "Alright then… you lot help Gobber grab as much rope as you can find. Astrid, see if you can get any of the dragons to agree with this. I have the feeling pushing a boat was not on their schedule today," he ordered, before realizing what he said. "I'm already thinking they are like us. Gods save me," he muttered, before changing position with Gobber. Since the blacksmith would be busy he would have to be the one steering the ship.

Finding ropes was not difficult, since almost all what they had was on deck. What was difficult was getting the dragons to cooperate. "How will we get them to fly close enough so we can tie the ropes on their legs?" Fishlegs inquired to Astrid.

She opened her mouth to speak, but was cut short by Snotlout. "Ha, it's easy," he boasted. "You!"-he pointed to the Nightmare, "Get your butt down here right this instant," he barked. Astrid expected him to be ignored by the Nightmare, or even being thrown overboard by it, but didn't expect Windwalker to shove him several feet overboard.

If she had not seen through the corner of her eye the dragon's tail moving, and ducked she would have been thrown overboard as well. "Well, that didn't work," Fishlegs said while watching Snotlout emerging from the water. The Twins, as usually, bickered over something and 'tried' to help Snotlout climb aboard. Of course, ever the pranksters, they helped him, but only after he started growing blue because of the cold.

"I'll try to talk to Windwalker. Maybe he can help us," Astrid suggested, and could understand why Fishlegs looked skeptically at her after hearing her suggestion. "He might hate us, but not Hiccup, for some reason. He'll try to help us if it means Hiccup will recover quicker," she reasoned, earning a begrudgingly nod from Fishlegs. "At least I hope he will…" she mumbled to herself.

She slowly approached the Fury, while making sure she had no weapons. She didn't want to give any excuses for the dragon to be hostile. "Windwalker…" she called, and had to steel herself when his cold, hateful eyes glared at her. She felt weak, as if he was consuming her soul, as if she was a defenseless deer on his claws. She could understand why some Vikings were afraid of him merely because of his eyes. "We need to arrive quickly to Berk so Hiccup can be treated. C-can you help us?" she asked with a small voice.

The dragon kept glaring at her, and then shifted his gaze to look at the ropes near her. Astrid wasn't sure, but by the way he was looking at the ropes he seemed to be pondering her idea. She took this as a good sign, since it meant the dragon wasn't going to immediately refuse helping her, therefore refusing to help Hiccup.

Abruptly Windwalker turned his head to look at Toothless and growled something Astrid obviously didn't understand. She was mildly surprised of seeing this, since she had only seen the white dragon speak through his mental link with the others. Then he slowly began walking toward her, scaring her in the process. Astrid cursed herself when she ended up stumbling backwards out of fear while Windwalker approached her.

She was vastly surprised when he lifted his wings so his hind paws were visible. 'Tie four ropes, two in each leg. I suggest you do not tie all of them on the mast, and that you hold on tight,' he said with a cold voice. Astrid just timidly nodded and wasted no time in grabbing the ropes and tying them.

The others, Snotlout and the Twins, were discussing on how the Nightmare should be subdued under Snotlout's command, while Fishlegs was watching her from afar, both surprised and skeptical of having Windwalker of all dragons pulling the boat. Stoick and Gobber were busy discussing something, and she was glad for it. She had the feeling the Chief wouldn't approve having the boat tied to the White Fury, of all the dragons.

Immediately after she tugged the four ropes, signaling Windwalker that they were tightly tied, she muttered to Toothless, "Dig your claws in the wood and cocoon him, before Windwalker takes off." She then turned to Fishlegs. "He suggested we hold on tight. I don't know about you, but I'll follow his advice," Astrid muttered to Fishlegs while she took her dagger and sank it in the deck of the boat.

"Shouldn't we tell the others, especially Stoick about it?" Fishlegs asked after tying his hand on one of ropes tied to the sides of the ship. Immediately after he said this the boat was harshly pulled, making everyone stumble or fall to the ground.

"There was no time," Astrid muttered, grimacing as she heard the chief curse the white dragon, again and again.
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Stoick had been discussing with Gobber how they would get more ships to go back to Dragon Island when they were abruptly thrown into the ground. The vast man grunted and cursed words that he was happy neither the Twins nor Snotlout heard before rising to his feet. "What just happened?" he asked to Gobber.

The black smith pointed with his axe prosthesis to Windwalker, who was pulling the boat. "Of all dragons Astrid… why did you have to choose the mad one?" he muttered in disbelief. Thankfully the Nadder and the Snaptrapper appeared near Stoick, and the vast man wasted no time in tying ropes on their legs too. He wouldn't leave the boat at the White Fury's mercy.

007

They arrived on Berk before midday, much to everyone's but Stoick surprise. He had had a hunch that they would have arrived before midday, considering how fast the boat was going. Since they arrived before midday it meant that, with the winter approaching, they had roughly two hours of sunlight.

"Alright, Astrid, get Hiccup immediately to Gothi. She'll know what to do. Gobber, does Heather knows how to read Gothi's drawings?"-The blacksmith nodded-"Good, so you come with me. We need to gather everyone in the Hall to explain the situation. Hopefully everyone is in there. Fishlegs, Snotlout, get the Twins and put the dragons out of sight. We don't need any incidents. Move!" Stoick barked.

Astrid briefly wondered why there were no lookouts warning the village of the Chief's arrival before remembering that they arrived a week earlier than expected. She shook her head, dismissing this and any other thoughts so her focus could be on Hiccup and Hiccup alone. She had to settle Hiccup on his house, then find Heather, then Gothi, so Hiccup's leg could be immediately treated, all the while making sure that the others didn't let the dragon loose inside the village.

Since Hiccup was being carried by Toothless rather than by her Astrid first directed the black dragon to the chief's house before picking up the Elder. She breathed relieved and calm as she and the Night Fury passed through the desert village. She didn't know what she'd do if someone saw Hiccup on top of Toothless, or simply saw Toothless at all.

Reaching the Chief's house was easy, getting Toothless inside wasn't. Because of how Hiccup was being carried the black dragon couldn't simply twist itself to enter the house. She had to grab Hiccup and gently put him on his bed before Toothless could try again to enter the house, and even then he had some difficult to do so.

After what felt like forever to Astrid the black dragon managed to enter the house, in a position Astrid didn't know it was possible for Toothless to be. Nevertheless she was simply glad that Toothless was inside, which meant that someone would be watching him while she fetched Heather and Gothi. And it also meant that no one would spot him.

She didn't expect, however, to find a white dragon heading at her direction when she opened the door. A yelp escaped her mouth as she had to duck or else she'd risk being crushed by the dragon that all but barraged himself into inside the house. She winced heavily when the clanking sound of metal hitting the floor reached her ears, and couldn't stop herself from mumbling, "Was this really necessary?"

'I had to watch you try to get Toothless inside for hours…'-she knew this wasn't true; it hadn't taken that long, but refrained for pointing this out-'before succeeding. So I decided to try something different. It worked as you see.' Astrid could swear he sounded proud of himself, and considering the dragon she is dealing with it wasn't a farfetched idea.

"Just don't bring down the house," she quipped, a bit frustrated that she had to deal with another dragon. She could now understand Stoick's exasperation when the vast man found Windwalker on board of his boat. "I'll go fetch the healer," she added, as a tiny part inside her hoped that if the dragon heard this he'd behave.
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"I swear Hiccup... Why couldn't you be easier to care…" she grunted while climbing the stairs to Gothi's house. She had no idea how the Elder would climb it down, and she hoped this wouldn't be of her concern. She may have trained all these years, but she didn't train herself to function properly with little rest, or be working nonstop like the Chief.

She stopped in front of the Elder's door and leaned on her knees to regain some of her breath. "Okay… Just get her to Hiccup's house, and then fetch Heather. What could possibly go wrong?" she said to herself. Luckily for her the Elder opened the door as soon as she knocked. "We need you in the Chief's house now," she said, ignoring Gothi's surprised face.

The Elder gave her a smile before closing the door. Astrid stood facing it, dumbfolded, for a moment, before deducing that this meant the Elder wouldn't need her help to reach the Chief's house. And she was very glad for this. "Okay… Now to get Heather..." she mumbled, feeling uneasy as she didn't know what kind of reaction from Heather she should expect.

Reaching Heather's house was easier, since it was both between Gothi's house and the Chief's house, and was on ground level. "I swear, who had the idea of making an elevated house to the Elder," she muttered before knocking. But, unlike with the Elder, no one came. She had to knock harder, and on her third attempt she was almost breaking down the door and entering without permission.

Fortunately for the door Heather opened it before Astrid could break it down. Astrid saw the raven-haired surprised face and spoke up when she saw Heather open her mouth. "Yes we returned; no there is no time to explain. Grab your herbs and bandages; we need you inside the Chief's house now," Astrid said in one breath.

Heather didn't say anything, but Astrid could see that the young healer want to, if the way her eyes widened and her face paled slightly was any indication. The young healer vanished inside her house, but quickly appeared back with a satchel. Astrid vaguely remembered seeing it when her axe accidentally hit Hiccup, back when they still were in Dragon Training, so she deduced the herbs and bandages must be inside it.

She nodded to Astrid, indicating that she was ready, and the young Valkyrie quickly led her to Hiccup's house. Much to her relief she found Gothi standing by the door, lightly tapping her staff in the ground. Astrid didn't know how the elder climbed down her house, but she didn't feel like asking about it.

She froze when her hand brushed the wooden door, and swallowed as she remembered what else was inside the house besides the unconscious boy. "Just… please, don't freak out with what's inside…" she whispered before slowly opening the door. Her eyes instantly found Windwalker in the middle of the room, and she closed them while expecting a yell or any other indication that either Heather or the elder was freaking out.
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**_SpicedGold: Ha, knowing you, of course you'd like t see a temperamental animal :P and yes, I did mean for her interactions with him to be sort of a sadistic fun. I hope you like this chapter_**

**_AZalmenga: Well I'm very happy that you have liked how Silverstar appears in my story, and yes, he will appear more times (one, I think, before this story ends) and on the sequel (bit of a head up: he'll be an important character). As for the mistakes, I'd like you to pinpoint them to me, since I had proofread this chapter, and also had another friend from her proofreading it. Besides this, there are lots of HTTYD lore I'll introduce through him, though most will be made up by me. Besides, I like sarcastic people :)_**

**_Without further ado:_**

**xxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxx**

But, when no sound reached her ears, she dared to open her eyes, only to find the elder and Windwalker staring at one another. 'You have seen me being captured…' she heard Windwalker say, 'you have seen many men and women wounded from fighting dragons… and many more dying from said injuries. So help us prevent Hiccup from being another that fell while fighting us,' he said in a very uncharacteristic soft tone.

Astrid was snapped out of her surprise when she heard Heather running to Hiccup's room, probably because of what Windwalker just said. "No, Heather, wait up!" Astrid said while going after the young healer. She, unfortunately didn't stop Heather from entering Hiccup's room, and stiffened when she heard the healer gasp.

"Hiccup…" Heather said; her face very pale because of what her eyes sighted in front of her, while her hands covered her mouth in horror. Her eyes could only helplessly stare at the form of her friend, gravely injured and half covered in bloodied rags, which the healed had wrapped on him before they left Dragon Island.

"Hiccup…" she said breathlessly as she slowly approached him, her feet careful to not make a single noise. Her hands hovered above him once she was right beside him, as if she was afraid that he'd die if she touched him. Her fingers fidgeted as she desperately wanted to cradle the boy into a protective bear hug to shield him from his injuries, and, at the same time, wanted to personally drag him to Hel.

Astrid noticed that Heather began hyperventilating, so she didn't hesitate to grab the girl and pull her away from Hiccup. She felt deeply sorry for seeing Heather in such a state. On all of those years the girl has tendered injuries, and even Hiccup, not once Astrid had seen Heather so broken, so raw and desperate as she was now. Not even in the night Hiccup was almost crisped by a Nightmare.

"Heather… Heather! You need to snap out of it!" Astrid said while shaking the girl's shoulders. Her eyes were unfocused, and Astrid wasn't even sure if the young healer could hear her. "Godsdamnit snap out of it! We need you! He needs you!" Astrid barked as her desperation was getting hold of her actions.

In the end she did something she wouldn't regret later only because it worked. She punched Heather.

The young healer yelped in pain and quickly grabbed her cheek as a bruise slowly formed on it. Astrid gave her a sympathetic look, and even steeled herself to receive a blow back when Heather glared at her. But, the young healer softened her gaze, and gave to Astrid what she thought it was a grateful smile.

Gothi had watched from the corner of the room the entire scene unfold before she decided to approach Hiccup. She had felt that this was personal, so she didn't want to dare interrupt it by being spotted by either of them. Her hands slowly and gently uncovered Hiccup's rags so she could study his wounds better, and when she removed the rags from his leg her eyes widened.

After studying Hiccup's wounds she grabbed a piece of paper and a charcoal pencil on Hiccup's desk and began drawing the symbols she usually did with her staff. Since the wooden floor had no sand or mud she couldn't use her staff to communicate. Heather slowly came to her side, as she was the only one present that could read Gothi's drawings.

Astrid didn't like how the young healer visibly gulped…

"She says…" Heather began speaking as she translated Gothi's drawings, "He'll need plenty of herbal tea and paste. His head is severely concussed so…"-her words were caught in her throat, and she forcedly swallowed while her brightened-"He'll be out for several days because of it, and she has no idea when he will awake up. His leg is infected so he'll likely develop a fever if we don't begin treating it immediately…"

"…We may need to amputate it."
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"…What?" Astrid said in shock and disbelief. Her eyes instantly looked at the boy, and at his bloodied leg. She noticed it was the leg he used to control Toothless' tailfin. "No, no, we'll treat it, starting immediately," she said with a stubborn note. Heather wanted to share her stubbornness, wanted to believe that Hiccup would be alright.

But her experience in treating injuries let her well aware that amputation had a big chance of happening in this situation. The skin was torn apart, the bone was broken, albeit thankfully not shattered, and some of his muscles ligaments were ripped. Amputation might not even be out of need, but rather to give Hiccup a safer, more comfortable recovery. She had no doubt that if his leg recovered he'd have to use a cane for the rest of his life.

"We'll do what we can…" Heather said to reassure Astrid, "Still we need to warn the Chief and Gobber. I think he'll want to know his son's condition before returning to Dragon Island. Someone will also have to pick up your mother from Dragon Island. She's the most capable one to make a clean amputation," she added, a bit apprehensive about what she just said. If Astrid was already against Hiccup being amputated she didn't know what the blonde would do if her mother was the one to cut Hiccup's leg off.

"My mother…?" Astrid asked in disbelief, just as Heather expected, "Can't Gobber be the one to make the amputation? He's a good axe yielder," she said, even though she knew this wasn't a good reason. She was a proficient axe yielder, yet she wasn't going around and making amputations. And, as she half-expected, Heather simply shook her head as an answer. "I'm sorry… But you'll have to find someone else to bring her. I won't leave him," she said with a tone half-angry, half-desolate.

"…not once again," she quietly added while sitting in front of Hiccup. Her hand gently grabbed his and her thumb stroked the back of his hand in a manner similar to how Heather does. For the first time the young healer was in Astrid's place, while the blonde was in her place. She didn't complain about Astrid's refusal, since she could understand very well it. Besides, she could have Fishlegs fetching Astrid's mother.

No one saw or heard Camicazi crying while leaning on the wall near Hiccup's room. Stoick hadn't given her any instructions, and since Astrid had all under control the former chief decided to just watch from afar. She had quietly entered the house after Windwalker barraged in, and had stayed out of Hiccup's room the whole time, overhearing everything. Gothi had acknowledged her presence, but didn't question why she wasn't with Heather or Astrid.

And now she was crying because of what Hiccup will have to face, on top of all the things he had to face all these years. And she couldn't stop herself from feeling guilty, for feeling that he may become an amputee partially because of her even though she knew he'd have gone to Dragon Island face the Queen even if she had stayed on Berk. She half-thought that, had she stayed, she could have prevented him from going, but quickly brushed away such ideas when she heard Astrid punching Heather. She was sure that the young healer tried to stop him, but failed.
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Heather found Stoick leaving the Hall with Gobber, while every other Viking who had been there was heading to the docks to man the few spares boars Berk still had so they could bring the others back home. Stoick had only explained to them that the nest was taken and the dragons had gone away, so there was no need to bring weapons. It was better than trying to explain, alone, to them that his disowned son came flying on top of a White Fury, along with his peers and the captive dragons they had, to defeat a mountainous dragon, which apparently had been the responsible for the raids.

Stoick had to resist the urge of descending into Hel and killing the Queen again when Heather told him Gothi's verdict on Hiccup. He remembered how he always wanted Hiccup to be a little more Viking-like, and now his son could probably face amputation, a procedure only the bravest Vikings faced and survived, as a testimony of their desire to fight dragons and protect the village at all costs. Gobber was the prime example of such hardship.

But he couldn't remember a single Viking that lost his arm or leg to amputation at Hiccup's age. His son was already going down to history as the Night Fury tamer and the Queen's killer. Now he probably was going to become Berk's youngest amputee to date. "Thank you Heather, for informing me," he said with a thick voice. "Have someone to fetch Astrid's mother. If asked, tell her Gothi requested her presence immediately. I'm sure this will sway any fear she might have of riding a dragon," he added before excusing himself to talk to Gobber.
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Windwalker was not happy. Astrid still refused to go fetch her mother on Dragon Island while Heather was busy prepping with Gothi some medicine to help Hiccup heal. The blonde, which he was about to get mad with, was standing in front of him, sat on a stove while grasping Hiccup's hand, in what Windwalker supposed that was a comforting gesture, more to her than to said boy.

He quietly rose from the ground, as if to not disturb her. The door from Hiccup's room was, thankfully, large enough for either Furies to enter without any difficulties, and because of this he knew she wouldn't notice him leaving. "Where are you going?" He heard his cousin's voice asking from behind him. Toothless, as the boy called him, kept a wary distance from him, but was friendly at least.

He turned his head, and his eyes bore on Toothless' toxic green ones. 'The Vikings have done enough to help him, but now they are at a stalemate. 'I'll make sure that this is fixed.' He said; his voice low and soft so Toothless wouldn't think that he has any ill intentions. 'Keep him safe, I won't be away for too long,' he added.

The Night Fury didn't stop him from leaving the room; he only kept watching the retreating form of his cousin. "You have grown soft Windwalker. I watched you obliterate settlements, shred apart Vikings. You were so bloodthirsty even I was afraid of you. And now you're trying to save a Viking hatchling. Hiccup is special, but only so much. What have you seen in him that made you so overprotective of him?" he asked quietly, since he knew Windwalker couldn't hear him.
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Windwalker left the house, thankful that the gash he had made in the door's frame now enabled him to easily go through it. He raised his head and sniffed the air, tracking the scent of the only Viking hatchling that would be able to help him. He turned his head to check if the rope Hiccup had tied on him was still there, and he found it was, despite looking like it was worn out.

Satisfied that the ropes were still tied on him Windwalker opened his wings and leaped into the air. He tracked the scent while flying and, much to his surprise, found out the hatchling heading to where the dragons were residing, with what looked like a book on his hand. Grinning, he swept in and took the hatchling by the shoulders using his claws. His fun would have been far bigger if his earplates weren't suffering from the girlish scream that left the hatchling's mouth.

Annoyed with it he flipped the hatchling in the air, making him land on his back. He grunted slightly as his back abruptly found more weight to sustain. Hiccup seemed as weightless as a leaf compared to Fishlegs. 'Would you stop with it? You aren't going to die! And do be mindful of grabbing the ropes. I'm not catching you if you fall,' he said, and his annoyance was clear on his voice to the husky boy.

Fishlegs' hands immediately grabbed the ropes with more force than necessary, as shown by his white knuckles. "W-where a-are y-you taking me?" the boy asked, stuttering heavily. Windwalker grinned, both relieved that Fishlegs was no longer screaming like a girl and very amused that the boy on top of him was scared. It was what he wanted, after all, since he didn't want his worry for Hiccup to make him look soft.

'We're heading to Dragon Island. There is a passenger we must pick up. And you better be very grateful that I chose you as my passenger.'-he refused to acknowledge that anyone was his rider. Perhaps, and this was a very small chance, Hiccup could be considered his rider-'Heather was busy tendering Hiccup and your friend Astrid was being a stubborn oaf,' he explained. 'You'd better feel very, very honored for bring my passenger,' he added using a menacing tone just in case the husky Viking didn't get his message.

"Y-yes, yes, yes, I'm feeling very honored right now," Fishlegs squealed while gripping tighter the ropes. The rope dug deep his skin, and Fishlegs had no doubt that his hands were starting to bleed because of how tight his grip was. But he didn't care; he would rather have his hands bleeding than being at Windwalker's mercy. "A-and who are we grabbing?" Fishlegs carefully asked. He didn't want the dragon to have any reasons to throw him into the ocean.

'Astrid's mother,' Windwalker simply answered.

Fishlegs didn't speak after this, for his head was full of thoughts and fears. First of all he was wondering how they would convince Astrid's mother to ride Windwalker, or be his passenger as the dragon seemed to imply. She was as adamant in killing dragon as Stoick was, no doubt because of the Flightmare incident with her brother Finn Hofferson. However, Fishlegs had a hunch that they wouldn't need any convincing. Moreover he wondered why she was required; he knew she was an experienced healer, but they already had on Berk Gothi and Heather. She would be far more needed in treating the wounded from the battle than helping Hiccup be treated.
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"Most wounds are superficial. A few bandages ought to keep them from being infected. The burns aren't severe, so there is no risk of infection. When we arrive on Berk I can use some burn salvage to help it heal," she said to Spitelout, who was currently in charge. "However our food supply is low, so if Stoick takes too long to arrive some wounds might not be healed properly due to an unhealthy feeding," she added with evident concern.

Spitelout opened his mouth to speak, but she never heard him utter a word. In the blink of an eye she was high in the air, feeling claws digging her skin, while she heard her tribesmen below shouting in shock and surprise and a tiny voice yelling "sorry!" over and over again coming from above. A scream left her mouth when she felt her body being thrown in the air as if it was a pebble.

She landed right behind Fishlegs, although she only noticed this once she opened her eyes moments later. "S-sorry, he likes to do that to people," Fishlegs said, "It's better if you grab hold on something, this trip will be quite turbulent," he added while preparing himself to hear her yelling at him, at Windwalker or at both of them.

"What is the meaning of this?" she asked with narrowed eyes when she realized she was on the back of a dragon, a White Fury no less. "Did Stoick approve this? With his approval or not I demand that you bring me back to Dragon Island, and get me off from this devil," she snarled, not realizing that she did two little mistakes: she didn't grab hold on something as Fishlegs suggested.

And she called Windwalker a devil.

A scream involuntarily left her mouth when she was thrown into the air. Rather than simply let her fall on his back like before Windwalker let her fall more, whilst ignoring Fishlegs' complains that this would only make things worse. Only when she was about to crash into the ocean Windwalker dove and snatched her, before flipping her in the air once again so she could land on his back.

The husky boy had to suppress a scream when her arms grabbed him with a deathly grip. He could understand, though, as he himself has been through the same scare before. He felt pity for how she was pale and shaking, although apparently the dragon below him didn't. 'You'd be wise to choose what you will call me, worm. And yes, Stoick authorized bringing you because Hiccup is in need of your attention. Your daughter was being as stubborn as you are so I took this matter in my claws,' he spoke with a low voice, the same voice he used when he wants to strike fear deep into the heart of others.

'However he didn't specify how you should be brought. Be wise and remember this,' he added threateningly.

She didn't say anything, not only because she was being mindful of the words the White Fury spoke to her, but also because she felt uneasiness creep inside her. There was only one area of being a healer she was experienced enough to be requested over Gothi or even Heather's mentor, and if Stoick called for her it meant that she'd have to use her knowledge on amputations.
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She had seen Hiccup's leg, and had hoped that he'd be able to recover. But, apparently, Gothi's verdict no longer allowed her hope to flame on any longer.

Windwalker was mindful to notice that her silence wasn't simply because of his threat. He knew his words usually strike fear on Vikings, not uneasiness. The rest of the trip was quick, as she didn't utter a word and Fishlegs, afraid of breaking the silence, also didn't speak.
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Stoick was overseeing the spare boats being prepped so they could bring the others back from Dragon Island. He was bringing only the minimal supplies of food and some salvage for burns, as Gothi's suggested, so he could have as many of his people boarding the boats as possible. The blacksmith passed in front of him, carrying a box filled with fish, but before he could store it inside the boat Stoick's hand grabbed his arm, thus stopping him. "Gobber, you stay here. While only a few will stay to overlook the children and the Elder I fear they might cause trouble with the dragons. You're the only one I trust in handling this matter until I return," he whispered on his friend's ear.

The blacksmith nodded, but before he could walk toward the boat a white dragon landed in front of them, startling both of them. On top of that White Dragon, behind Fishlegs, was Asthera, looking more livid than the usual Hofferson facial expression.

She hopped off the dragon and approached the Berkian Chief. 'Oh boy…' Stoick though, recalling how short-tempered Asthera could be if she wanted to. But before she could say, or do anything, her face twisted in agony, and she kneeled to throw up on the water. Stoick, albeit slightly relieved, felt sympathy for the woman at this moment. Windwalker, however, did not.

"Stoick…" One would see how she was fighting the urge to punch him, because, of course, he was kind of the Chief and had power over his villagers, and she was sort of his villager. "…I do not appreciate that demo"-Windwalker growled, and she rolled her eyes-"…Dragon bringing me here the way he did."

Stoick looked from her to Windwalker's highly amused face and back to her again. He was about to say something, when suddenly her face paled even more, which was nearly impossible, considering that flying on top of Windwalker was, to Stoick, like sailing on a ravaging sea. Her features contorted, and perhaps it was her sort of revenge, doubled over and threw up her lunch, again, on the Chief's boots this time.

Stoick closed his eyes and did his best to not follow her lead. 'How am I supposed to get the smell off now?' he though while letting out a short sigh. It was, obviously, a Viking habit to have at least one layer of protective dirty, but this was verging on Gobber-style one layer of dirt.

Fishlegs helped Asthera away from the Chief, before his short-temper managed to erupt, and neither Fishlegs nor Gobber would want to relive a battle like the one with the Red Death so soon.

However, if a battle was to happen, it would be between the Haddock stubbornness and the Hofferson fury.

Windwalker, seeing his opportunity, not that he ever needed one, as Stoick was in an uncomfortable position and the woman out of his path he decided to speak about. After all half of his job, of annoying Vikings, was already complete.

'Listen to me Stoick the Vast, you had better be grateful that I brought that troublesome woman over here, because I will never allow any filthy human on my back. I don't do favors for filthy barbarians,' he said, and Stoick could swear he could see the words being spat at him.

Windwalker would have done it anyway, since this situation concerned Hiccup's wellbeing, but he would never allow the Chief or any other Viking know that.

The dragon's eyes wandered for a moment to the Chief's boots, and a devilishly pleasurable look washed over the dragon's face. Stoick's face twisted with venom at the creature and turned a shade ruddier than it usually was. 'Let's see now if that weak woman, whom everyone calls Fierce, will heal your boy. You'd better hope she does, because I don't like carrying filthy barbarians on my back for nothing.'

'Don't even think of thanking me old man. I didn't do this for you,' the dragon reminded before leaving the harbor to go see Hiccup. Stoick stared at Astrid's mother emptying her belly now on a bucket, with his body stiff and his mind unable to understand what just happened.

Thankfully he snapped out of his shock before she looked at him. "I'm sorry if he caused trouble. I didn't know Fishlegs would ride him to pick you up," Stoick said while glaring at the young Viking. But when his eyes saw how pale the husky boy was his gaze softened, and for a brief moment he pondered if Fishlegs had gone fetch her willingly. Knowing how Windwalker is Stoick didn't dismiss the idea that the dragon simply took the boy without asking first. "Hiccup is in my house. Go there once you're feeling better," he whispered in her ear while patting her shoulder.

She didn't look up fast enough to see his sad eyes, but she didn't need to. She has known Stoick for years, so when he spoke, "All aboard, we need to get there as soon as possible." she knew that his voice sounded off, because he knew very well what to expect when she arrived. Her stomach was still a mess because of her flight on Windwalker, but this didn't keep her from joining Gobber to watch the trio of fishing boats leave. Stoick had been wise enough to leave them behind, since Berk needed its fishing fleet on pristine conditions to work before the ice settled in.

A cold breeze washed through the couple. A part of her didn't want to visit Hiccup, for she feared that Gothi could be indeed right about bringing her. She knew that if her daughter had refused to fetch her, it was because there was a big chance of Hiccup's leg being amputated. She never had anything against the boy, unlike most of the village, since she always watched, with sad eyes, him tinkering. She had been a good friend of Val, and always noticed how Hiccup never got over her death.

Honestly neither did she.

"I know what yeh are thinking," a voice said, snapping her out of her thoughts. She turned her head slightly so Gobber could be seen by the corner of her eyes, "But this won't change the fact that yeh're needed. The sooner we get done with this the better. I have the feeling that, if it comes down to it, we'll have some trouble," he added. She thought of the dragon that just brought her, but unbeknownst to her Gobber was also speaking of her daughter...

**xxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxx**

_**ANII: I can't stooooooop myself with the cliffhangers**_


	39. Not So Bright Days

**_AN: HELLO EVERYONE. HAPPY CHRISTMAS (late) AND HAPPY NEW YEAR. I want to apologize for suddenly going missing. Uni's finals and pile of homework drove me crazy. I actually had friends messaging me asking why I went missing. Story is complete so I'll post the chapters on a 6 days-weekly basis until it will be over. Again, sorry for not saying anything, but I hope, most of you all at least, can understand why._**

**_Review response:_**

**_LunarCatNinja: It's funny to read your review and realize that our friendship began based on annoying you with cliffhangers. Don't worry. I still have some in store for you hehe_**

**_AZalmega; Hahahahaha, there will be more cliffhangers to annoy you :P Besides, I think I might give it a try. First I need to solve my issue of endlessly writing my crossover but having no progress whatsoever, and put at a steady pace the story I'm cowriting. (If you like Heathercup, you'l love that one)_**

**_Guest: Another update...two months later. Well, better late than never right?_**

**_Cottonmouth25: Look for a chemists then. They have all the solutions (haaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaa), and well, I love his psychotic behaviour. And since you apparently is doing a character similar to him on your own story, I think you secretly like it toooo :P_**

**_thearizona: It will totally be big to the plot of the two upcoming sequels (call me old fashioned, but I want to make it a trilogy of the How To Become a Dragon fic)_**

**_Nick Tanico: I hope your dream wasn't too graphic, because I'm not sure if you enjoy graphic stuff or not._**

**_CrazyCartoonistOtaku: Simple. I AM EVIL MUAHAHAHAHHAHAHA. Told you I'm not a cinnamon roll_**

**_Matteorommeo: Yay, so happy you like him :) and don't worry, you'll see how he has a future._**

**_the core of justice: I have a faint outline. Remade the ending of one of the series' episodes, thought of somethings I could change, especially with season 2 finale. But nothing concrete besides this. I'm cowriting a story now, and trying to fix the mess that is How To Let It Go_**

**_Spiced Gold: Seeing so many people like him kinda makes me want to make a small story focused on him before his capture._**

**_ivanganev1992: You'll see, I hope you won't be disappointed_**

**_Noctus Fury: Happy new year bud! Still am waiting for your email though. Thank Cke1st for the name, she suggested it to me. As for them, you need to remember that they were Vikings above all, Hiccup, not so much. That is a hint. I hope you like the Astrid bit of this chapter. I reallyy felt inspired when I wrote it._**

**_Guest (I don't know if you're the same guest that reviewed this chapter before): YES IM MEAN :P_**

**_Dr. Dragon: Ah, right to the question so many have been asking ever since they have seen the first Heathercup scene. My answer is: wait and see. I might surprise you. I might make you want to eat my insides. But I am not givig a straight answer for that question hehe_**

**_Without further ado:_**

**xxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxx**

Cleaned up now and fed, Asthera marched to the Haddock House. She might have hated Stoick at that moment, for sending that beastly devil to put her through that… murderous flight, but… his boy just saved their Tribe. If anything, she owed that boy her life.

She flung the door ajar and stepped in. Heather, Astrid, Cami and The Night Fury were all there beside the blood-stained bed. She wasn't inside his room, but, with its door open, she could see her daughter with the healer-in-training, and the tailfin of the black dragon.

And blood… Asthera could see a lot of blood.

Asthera marveled how much a small skinny boy could possibly bleed, especially considering his age. 'How old is he? By Thor! He is Astrid's age,' she thought with horror. She remembered how she and Valka endured pregnancy together. He would be the youngest amputee in… as far as her memory stretched.

It wasn't much, since she only knew her family's lineage, but Asthera was sure that a fifteen years old amputee had not been a member of Berk in a very long while. There was even the chance that Hiccup would be the first to 'carry' that title.

Gothi acknowledged her presence and gave her a parchment. In it Asthera could read what she hoped she wouldn't… "'The boy's leg is almost beyond recovery. It is for the best if you amputate it. Even if he recovered he would need to forever walk with a cane.'" The old woman walked up to the fireplace, where the axe's blade had been roasting the whole time, and shoveled around the burning embers.

Hiccup was in a coma. She guessed that would help at least. He wouldn't be in pain.

Not much at least.

The handle was warm to the touch, even though it was made of wood, a consequence of letting the blade warm for so long on the fire.

The axe's handle on her hand wasn't unfamiliar. The Hoffersons had a proud ancestral talent with the weapon. Asthera swung the hilt over her shoulder with no small hesitance and proceeded to the bloody bed.

The creaking the stair gave as she climbed it warned all of the room's occupants of her approach. Cami and Heather hesitantly looked at her with sad yet hopeful eyes. The Night Fury and the White Fury also looked at her, though Asthera couldn't figure what emotions were hidden behind their draconic eyes.

Astrid though… Asthera felt her heart being stabbed when her daughter looked at her with shock and fury leaking from her eyes. She had seen how worried her daughter had been when the boy flew on top of the Night Fury to face the gargantuan dragon. She knew her daughter was worried sick about the boy.

But she had not expected to be shoved aside as her daughter ran from the room. She opened her mouth to call her daughter, to explain that amputating his leg was for the best, but was interrupted as a hand touched her shoulder. "She needs time. Years of guilt are coming back to her, and she doesn't know how to deal with it. Even if this is the best choice for him, she doesn't want to see him in more pain," Heather said.

Asthera sighed heavily, feeling a heavy burden being settled on her shoulders. Even if her daughter forgives her later, she would forever be the one that amputated Hiccup. With reluctance Asthera moved around some cloths, tying a tourniquet right above the knee.

Before she could proceed Heather stopped her. "I know it is riskier if you cut below the knee, and I know you know too. But I think it's the best if you cut below. Toothless"-Asthera raised an eyebrow at hearing the odd name-"needs Hiccup to fly, and this is the leg he uses to operate the tail…" Heather trailed off, not knowing anymore what to say.

"Listen… I could easily dismiss your idea, since you're still on training. But… since the boy saved us all, and you know him best than any of us, I'll do what you told me." Heather's face brightened, but immediately after Asthera pointed her finger at the young healer. "However, you're responsible for this decision. If he dies because of it, you'll answer alone to Stoick. Do you understand?"

Heather hesitated. She was well aware of what Asthera was implicating. Not only any illness Hiccup might have until he awakes would be her responsibility, but if he were to die, even though Heather firmly believed he wouldn't, she would be charged of murder, and sentenced to the Blood Eagle.

She knew she was gambling with, literally, both of their lives. But she also knew that she would never be able to endure seeing Hiccup unhappy because he no longer can fly the Night Fury. Hiccup endured ten years of pain. Heather knew neither her nor him would be able to stomach a lifetime of pain and unhappiness.

Reluctantly, with no small amount of dread, yet also with determination, Heather nodded.

Asthera removed the clothes, after making sure the tourniquet was firmly placed, only to be met with a ghastly sight. His leg was… mangled, for lack of a better word. It was twisted to nearly impossible angles.

Bone was absolutely no doubt broken, though, by some sort of miracle, not shattered, otherwise it would resulted in far more trouble to heal. Bite marks on the few patches of clean skin, eerily resembling the Night Fury's teeth. She had a hunch that one of the reasons he was going to lose his leg was behind her at this moment.

Asthera realized, as she drew in a deep breath, that Hiccup was making an exchange only the most battle hardened Vikings of Berk have done: His life cost him a limb, in this case, his leg.

There wasn't much preparation necessary. There was a stone under his leg, for the axe to have a platform to land on. His other limbs were tied to the bed frame so he wouldn't thrash, so much. There was no point in moving him off the bed. It was already too bloody to be saved, and the blade was getting cold. This had to be done… now.

She took a breath.

She raised the axe.

This was always the worst part: the sizzling sound of flesh that continued after the hard, penetrating and ear-splitting 'swish'.

The boy thrashed and screamed in agony, as much as his lungs allowed him, in his unconscious mind. Heather was by his side, grabbing his head and trying to whisper affectionate and comforting things. Asthera could see that the young maiden was hoping, desperately, that something would leak into his subconscious.

Asthera, worked now. What she just did, she called butchery. Now was work. Quickly working, to tie up the muscle, flesh and bone, to stop the circulation with a tight string around his calf, and bandaging the wound.

'Poor lad,' was what she thought as she threw the remains of what was once his leg on the fire.
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It was many hours later, that Asthera returned into her house. Tired… hungry… And with blood literally everywhere.

She never thought she'd have Hiccup Haddock's blood on her hands. Or any Haddock blood on her hands…

Nightmares of his agonized screams would find their way into her mind for the next week, as has of every other Viking she has amputated. This always happened after an amputation. Thank Thor that, from what she'd seen of the Vikings on Dragon Island, there wouldn't be much more of those for some time.

She went to the kitchen to take something to eat. She didn't even have enough time to reach for a dish, when the door upstairs was slammed open and the silhouette of her teenage daughter stood there livid. Oh Thor…

"Yes, Astrid?" Asthera started plopping last night's fish stew onto her dish, not even bothering to turn around to face her; an angry Astrid was an everyday spectacle in the Hofferson residence. But that was not the only reason she didn't turn… Asthera didn't want to see the hurt and hate flaming in Astrid's eyes.

"Mom, how could you? How could you butcher his leg?"

She put on the family icy voice and put her dish down. "Because he couldn't keep it on. Better do it now, while he's unconscious." She knew it was a lie. Hiccup could probably keep his leg, although how his life would be had she chosen this path would have probably been painful; he would have liked had to use a cane. And being unconscious had not eased the pain, not even a bit.

"You know that's a lie!" her daughter accused, and rightfully so. "Hiccup sacrificed enough for us. He went through enough pain caused by us, because we were too fucking stubborn to see his potential. He should have kept his leg, not have it butchered from his body," Astrid shouted, her face flushed and her breathing panted while tears of fury and sorrow travelled down her cheek.

"Astrid!" Asthera raised her voice, "You know as well as I do that keeping his leg was a risk. Do you honestly think he'd have liked to live the rest of his life using a cane?" she said with a loud voice, expecting Astrid to back down.

But she didn't.

"I don't know, and neither do you. That was his choice to do not yours, or mine. At the best Stoick was the only one who could make this decision." She slammed her fist on the table, making Asthera's plate jump, spilling the fish in the process.

"That's enough Astrid!" Asthera said as she slammed her fist on the table, making her plate fly to the ground. "He indeed allowed me to proceed with the amputation. If you have a problem with it, then go complain to him. Do you honestly think it was easy for me to turn that boy into Berk's youngest amputee after he simply saved every single one of us from being crisped like chicken?"

She sat down, placing her head on her hand, and sighed. "I know you feel guilty for not being by his side all of these years, and I sympathize with you. But if you want to do something about this guilt then go stand by him now. He'll need it, since he has lost his leg."-she ignored Astrid muttering 'and because of who'-"I know you're mad at me, but lashing out at me won't make him heal, or won't change the fact that he'll need a prosthesis." She finished softly, suddenly feeling tired.

Her tiredness was understandable. Her day was nothing short of stress and rush. She had been reporting to Spitelout the wounds on those that stayed on Dragon Island, then was kidnapped by a lunatic of a dragon, which is also a mad flier, then had to amputate a boy no older than Astrid and now was arguing with her beloved daughter, forcefully having to see the hurt and hate in those ocean blue eyes.

Asthera didn't have the courage to watch as Astrid left their house. She sat on the chair, slouching as her shoulders weighed because of her guilt. She rested her armpits on the table while covering her face with her hands. "Oh Gods, why it had to be me?"

"Why Astrid had to fall for him…?"
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The days passed by with an agonizing slow pace. Stoick, along some of those that had stayed on Berk, sailed toward Dragon Island to bring home their fellow warriors. He was lucky that there had been enough spare people to sail two ships, otherwise it would take him days to bring them home.

And he couldn't afford taking days to do so since the ice was nearly setting in.

Asthera's relationship with Astrid didn't improve even though both visited Hiccup on an almost daily basis, though for slightly different reasons. Asthera was worried that Hiccup would have an infection whereas Astrid thought she owed him to be by his side, even if he was unconscious.

And one day that she was visiting him Asthera's fear was concreted. Hiccup had developed a fever during the night and Heather was cautiously yet quickly mixing herbs while letting a cold compress rest on his forehead to help lower the fever.

Cami was helping the healer-in-training make the compresses and fetch the herbs. As a beforetime Bog Burglar, and not long ago heir Cami was trained on the basic of the healing arts. While she did not know most of the mixtures Heather could do she could spot and differentiate the herbal plants.

Heather knew that Asthera looked at her with a knowing yet also worried gaze every time she visited the boy during his feverish moment. She didn't admit to anyone, but since Hiccup's fever broke out she was increasingly nervous.

And even though her training had trained her to stay calm under pressuring circumstances the idea that her friend might die was too much for Heather to handle. And it wasn't only to her…

After Hiccup's second feverish day passed Heather began visiting the Mead Hall, and found in there a way to both drown her sorrow and fears, and a partner to withstand the pain.

Cami had begun visiting the Hall to drink mead the day they had returned to Berk. The sorrow, guilt and sadness had been too much for her to handle, and the young beforetime Bog found solace and comfort in exaggerated amounts of mead.

"May I sit with you?" Heather asked with a desolated voice, after fetching herself a mug of mead and finding the former Bog drinking her third mug. Cami looked at her and blinked twice, a sign that she was past soberly, but had yet to be fully drunk.

The ex-Bog shrugged, and motioned for Heather to sit on the vacant space in front of her.

"Hiccup still has a fever, doesn't he?" Cami asked, surprisingly without stuttering or slurring. Heather briefly guessed that the Bog could hold her alcohol a lot more than what she let others knows before grimly nodding.

Hiccup had developed a fever not after a day had passed since his amputation. Heather knew it was expected. It was a normal occurrence to whoever had a limb amputated. But she couldn't diminish the guilt seeded inside her, growing every moment her eyes looked at Hiccup's sweat, knitted brows and pained face.

She took a large gulp of the mead from her mug, ignoring the grimace her face instinctively did, as the liquid violently and harshly passed through her throat down to her belly. Cami looked at her mildly surprised and amused before raising her mug and taking a large gulp as well.

Many Vikings became alcoholic because of grief. And yet everyone failed to see the beginning of the downfall of both the young healer and the beforetime Bog.
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Asthera twisted the cloth, getting it rid of the excessive water in it before placing it on Hiccup's forehead. The boy unconsciously breathed a relieved sigh out, the only action that showed he was still alive, despite the slow and almost unnoticeable rise and fall of his chest.

She was mildly annoyed for having to take care of Hiccup. Especially because she had been specifically clear with Heather that the young healer was supposed to be taking care of him. However, she wouldn't withhold from taking care of the boy if she had to.

Said healer was currently tucked in one of the beds, near the former Bog. Asthera had found both in the Great Hall, passed out, smelling of alcohol and with lots of empty mugs near them. She saw herself carrying both to the hut where they could sleep.

Hiccup had been temporarily transferred to the healer's hut so they could easily have access to him in case he needed assistance. Entering the chief's house was an awkward thing to do for them, and Asthera sometimes didn't even step in without looking for Stoick, even though she knew she was welcome there.

Asthera sighed, feeling very tired. She sat on the stool near Hiccup's bed and rubbed her forehead in tiredness. Astrid had yet to talk to her, and she had to talk to Heather to know why the healer thought it would be a good idea having nine mugs of mead…

Alone…

Heather stirred in her sleep and let out a groan, but otherwise kept asleep. Cami, meanwhile was completely out, and Asthera only knew she was alive because she was still breathing.

And Astrid was nowhere to be seen…
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Meanwhile, in a heavily scarred part of the forest, full of wood debris and slashes on the trees…

"ARGH," Astrid screamed.

Her agonized and furious scream echoed through the forest, resonating on the trees with an eerie strength, frightening all animals, even boars, which had dared to be near Astrid's training area.

But the panting, flushed blonde did not care. For all that she cared, she could have enraged a bear and would gladly fight the animal if it meant a distraction…

A distraction from the agonizing, hungry, excruciating pain inside her chest.

Her axe was buried in the tree, awaiting for its owner to harshly claim it back and continue hacking the trees. Astrid stared at the axe, remembering Gobber's words that had been spoken weeks before.

"He's a clever one indeed. That's his metal, I'd recognize it anywhere."

It was Hiccup's axe, not Gobber's.

…And she never got to thank him for it.

With a growl leaking from her mouth like acid leaks from a Changewing's mouth Astrid grabbed the handle, the polished, fine carved handle and yanked the metal from the wood.

She barely paid heed to the creaking the wood gave out, sounding almost like a pleading and a begging for her to stop with this mindless violence. The sound, however, was quickly muffed by the clashing of metal and wood as Astrid once again hit the tree with bullseye accuracy.

The tree creaked and moaned even louder than before, almost on its breaking point. One more hit, or even removing the blade from the tree, would result in it falling down, creaking as life is torn apart from it mercilessly.

A small, barely noticeable smile crept on her lips as she tore apart the blade from the tree and watched with a blank stare the tree slowly falling down. The trunk hit hard the ground, lightly shaking it as its trunk collided with the earth while the branches broke as they could not sustain the weight of the now dead tree.

None of this vicious and brutal display of violence, however, managed to stop the pang Astrid felt within her heart. The dread that filled her stomach since he lost his leg. The fear that slithered through her mind, whispering in her ear, and filling her sleep with nightmares.

She was panting heavily, her skin reddened and sweaty, her heart beating a thousand times per minutes, pumping blood and adrenaline to her bloodstream. Her senses would have been sharpened, had her mind not been on the weird boy. The awkward, abnormal Viking that once had been her friend and was now again.

The one that made her axe.

She tilted her head, her eyes catching the glint the metal was giving as the sunlight reflected in it. Even with all the hacking and slashing she had done for the past few hours the blade hadn't lost even an inch of its glasslike shining.

She dropped the axe, the blade still sharp enough to bury itself on the earth, standing tall and proud. Astrid let gravity pull her body as she sat down, not even minding the dull pain she felt as the spines of her skirt pressed against her thin leggings.

She stared at the blade… at her own reflection. Her hair was a mess; part of her braid had come out during her 'training', leaving astray locks of her hair flowing on her back.

Her heart was pumping, thundering fast, but she could feel the slow, smouldering pain lingering inside it. Her mind had yet to unbid itself from the boy that saved them all, that gave up his leg for a chance of dragons and Vikings to coexist…

The boy that saved her from herself.

She sighed in defeat, feeling tiredness soak her bones and sleep haunt her mind, whispering in her ear, telling her to retire to her bedroom even though the sun was still up in the sky, although that was not for long.

She refused to try to drown those feelings with mead. Astrid was too stubborn and proud to resort to this easy escape. Yet all she wanted was to stop feeling this smouldering pain, this agonizing longing.

All she wanted was for Hiccup to wake up.

With no small amount of reluctance and tiredness she rose to her feet and grabbed her axe, pulling it up to rest on her shoulder. Even though the blade was strong and resistant, she would never dare to drag it through the ground.

Slowly she let the slaughter, the scenery of a battle waged, between her feelings, with the scars in the trees proof of how ferocious and bloody that battle had been.

No one would remember the fallen tree, no one would pay heed to the hacks and scars in the trees. No one would know the story behind such violence. And, especially, no one would know the masterminds of that battle.

No one would know that it was Hiccup's blade, forged with deiform attention and care, which was the weapon that waged this battle. No one would know because no one knew that it was his blade, that his small yet agile hands were the one that masterfully forged her axe.

She never minded these facts as she walked back to Berk. She never paid heed to the fallen tree, and never thought of telling someone to take the tree to chop it into wood for their hearths.

Her mind was set on only one thing…

She had yet to thank Hiccup for the blade.
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Heather woke up feeling a nasty headache, and her stomach growl unsettled, threatening to make her heave if anyone even mention the idea of food near her. She blinked her eyes slowly, and was thankful that the hearth was lit, indicating that she woke up during the night.

As a healer she was well aware of how Vikings felt after drinking too much. Hangover was what they would have, and that was what she was feeling at the moment. But, however unpleasant it may be, she was feeling slightly content…

The void, the burden and the pain she had been feeling these past days since Hiccup's amputation was numbed. It was almost as if those feelings were no longer there.

"I see that you're finally awake," a voice whispered, almost as if it was aware of Heather's current sensitive hearing and pounding headache.

"Here, this ought to help you ease your headache," Asthera said while giving a mug of honeyed herbal mixture to Heather. The young healer felt her stomach groan in displeasure at seeing the vicious liquid, but felt relief flow through her muscles, and especially her head when she, sip by sip, drank the liquid.

She had forgotten how hungry she was.

Asthera glanced at Cami, who was still asleep. She figured the girl would take even longer to wake up, and a double dose of honeyed herbal mixture to calm down her hangover's headache, since the young blonde had had way more mead than Heather.

She refrained herself from speaking with Heather about the young girl's attitude. Drinking that much was not an attitude to be taken lightly, and she was well aware of the dangerous path Heather was treading into.

She just hoped the young healer would be smart enough to drop before falling from the cliff, especially because the girl, is a healer.


	40. There Has Been An Awakening

_**AN: Hello. I wanted to point out that I'm super duper happy that this story passed the 200000 words mark (even though that's fairly thanks to the review responses I post here, as the actual story clocks around that mark). In any case thank you for sticking with me, even though I'm far from being the best author, both in terms of writing and updating.**_

_**Soo, review response:**_

_**LunarCatNinja: Oh well, seems like I need to up my game if I still want to get in your nerves :P**_

_**thearizona: Well, they don't consider much, since, as you can see, they both only care that Hiccup lives. And you can choose whatever you want. Open arms, open mind, it doesn't make a difference to me. I'm still will be happy that you're eager to read these sequels, even though I have yet to start writing them. And no, I don't think I will imediately start posting How To Become a Dragon Master once this one is complete. As I said, I haven't started writing it yet**_

_**Iris Patton: Oh my, a new update! Hope you enjoy it :)**_

_**Cottonmouth25: It would be simpler indeed, but you would not be reading this story, and many others that I read and find you reading as well :P**_

_**Guest: Thank you. There won't be much of a rest to read, since it's nearing its end, but I hope you enjoy every last bit of it.**_

_**ivanganev1992: Sounds good on paper, but you need to remember that this take a more realistic setting. Just because the war is over doesn't mean that the dragons and the Vikings will become best buddies like it happened at the end of the first movie. So while they could do that to help Hiccup, they don't.**_

_**AZalmega: Thank you ^^ and to you too. He won't be awake by this chapter, but there won't be much happening while he is in a coma. Obviously there is enough to write (considering a month of sleep) that it could turn out a short story (I think I've seen someone do this), but it won't be what I'll be doing. I'm only giving an overrall idea of how things were..**_

_**Noctus Fury: It's alright. I already messaged you over there actually hehe. And I wouldn't go as far as to say Astrid is depressed. Maybe saddened and guilty yes, but not fully depressed. Heather on the other hand is totally depressed because she feels guilty by everything Hiccup is going through ever since they kissed. I believe that, like Stoick, if Hiccup actually died, they wouldn't kill themselves, but wouldn't be who they are anymore.**_

_**Without further ado:**_

**xxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxx**

It has been twenty days since Hiccup's amputation. She was counting every day by making a dent on a wooden table she has on her bedroom, a reminder of the day she bestowed the title of Berk's youngest amputee on Hiccup…

A reminder of the day she started to fear for the boy's life…

A reminder of the last time she peacefully slept…

A reminder of Heather's first drinking day…

Asthera sighed, feeling the familiar burden weighting her shoulder. As much as she wanted to blame Heather for Hiccup's fever, she knew that, no matter where she may have cut, he would still develop a fever.

She quietly left the hut, before Heather could even thank her for preparing the mixture or tendering Hiccup during the morning. She couldn't face Heather… she couldn't stand to see the dull hope behind the girl's eyes… she wasn't strong enough to be able to withstand seeing the lingering sadness in Heather…

She didn't have any strength because Astrid had yet to talk with her…
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It has been 30 days since Hiccup's return. Asthera counted everyday with painful awareness. Astrid, while she had returned talking with her mother, was still distant. Asthera could feel the distance and the bitterness every time her daughter gave her short answers.

The burdened woman sighed in sadness, as she has been doing since Heather's first hangover. The blond woman found herself tendering Hiccup's needs more than she would have liked, and also tendering Heather's. The raven-haired teen's drinking issues grew, and more than once Asthera found the healer blacked out inside the Great Hall during the night.

Cami was gone.

After almost entering an alcoholic coma the former Bog started living in the woods, inside a makeshift tent she built. When the ice melted and Trader Johann came she readily asked him if she could travel with him. No longer having a tribe, and desperately wishing to escape the guilt and the grief, she almost begged to the Trader.

The man, as kind as he has ever been, accepted her, musing that he could have an apprentice, and that, as a former Bog, it would be nice to have Cami looking out for anyone that may…take some of his stuff without trading it.

His departure was quick, since he had to visit all the other tribes in a short span of time. She didn't have many to say goodbye, but to the few people she said to-Astrid, Gobber, Stoick, and Heather-she said with no small amount of tears, or promises that she would pray every day for Hiccup to awake soon.

Or for his forgiveness, since she had no doubts that he would hate her after acknowledging her departure while he was in a coma.

A tear rolled down Asthera's cheek. She just wanted the pain to be gone. She just wanted to hear her daughter speak normally to her again, to see Hiccup awake and admiring how Berk changed, to see Heather cured of her grief and her drinking issues.

But she knew that would not happen.

Not until the moment Hiccup would awake…
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Pain

From the dark void to the muffed voices to the white vastness to the memories of his life only one thing was constant. And this thing was pain.

He didn't know whether he should be thankful for that or learn a few more curse words just to curse the pain.

He didn't know for how long he has been like this. He had no way of mapping time. He couldn't even feel time pass. He could be only a day like this, or a lifetime.

He knew he was unconscious. But sometimes it has hard to know. Sometimes the memories felt too alive, the scenarios he had seen felt too real.

Until SilverStar appeared.

'None of this is real,' he had said when Hiccup found him in one of those scenarios. 'You are in a coma Hiccup. Not dead, or alive. Just in a deep slumber,' he added while taking Hiccup to a familiar white vastness.

"But, I should be dead. How is that possible? I fell from Toothless, I got hit by its tail and the last thing I remember is fire," he shot back to the dragon, though his voice lacked bitterness.

He was tired of the pain. Tired of not know what is real-which is nothing apparently-and tired of feeling lost.

'Indeed, but your dragon saved you. Hiccup, the Queen may be dead, but your life isn't over. Go back home, to your friends, your family and see the difference you have done for them. Because there still is much more you can do.'

"There is?" Hiccup asked stunned.

'There is… now go back to your home. And you can be sure this won't be the last time we'll see each other.'

A familiar blinding light came, while the pain numbed away…
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Meanwhile…

It was a rainy day. Dragons, the few in the island, hurled themselves near each other in an attempt to preserve their natural heat against the howling, freezing winds. The Vikings were hidden inside their houses, snuggled in comfortable blankets, or in the Great Hall, enjoying a warm stew to battle the cold.

Everyone was bothered that day. Everyone except for one dragon.

Windwalker had been kept afar from Hiccup whenever Stoick had the chance to do so, whilst Toothless slept inside the boy's room almost in a daily basis. He knew the Viking Chief disliked him, but the man had no rights of keeping him apart from his hatchling.

The white dragon had come to terms that yes, indeed, he grew fond of the boy. That he wanted to protect Hiccup no matter the cost. And now he was being kept apart from his boy, his human hatchling by the same vile people that ruined his life many years ago.

A sudden idea crossed his mind, and had he been a human he would have smirked evilly. 'You are not worthy of the human Night Fury. I challenge you in combat for the position as his companion. Show your face if you have honor!'

Toothless was his family, but he had never been close to his dark cousin.
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When I heard Windwalker's challenge I knew I couldn't back off, even if I wanted it, and even if it was the smarter course of action. If there is one thing in Dragon Society that binds us to one another is honor.

And there is no greater shame than backing away from a fight.

I silently got up as to not disturb the young healer who was tendering Hiccup, feeding him and checking on his wound as sometimes she had done. She smelled lightly of alcohol, but she didn't seem to be under its influence for the moment.

I could only pray that this would be when I arrive back from the fight.

I wanted to stay, to not risk having Hiccup awaken without me being by his side. But I couldn't. Honor and pride demanded me to face my cousin.

One question burned inside my hand as I walked out of the house: if Hiccup is really important to Windwalker, why is that?
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"You know this fight won't solve anything don't you? In the end it's up to the boy whom he will ride," I said, trying to convince Windwalker of cancelling the fight. It was rainy, and he had the upper hand: he could fly.

'While you are correct, our fates aren't woven by his hands only. We, too, get to choose where the needle goes. And you know this well Night Fury. After all, you chose to not kill him after you were freed.'

I hated that he was right. I hated that he made me remember that day, the day I hurt Hiccup, the day Hiccup hurt me, the day that there were no 'us', the day that I felt weak, vulnerable, pathetic.

'No flights.'

His voice snapped me out of my thoughts, although I was surprised actually by what he said. Before I could say anything, though, he continued talking. 'It's only fair. You have no way of flying. Everything else is permitted. May the best win'

"May the best win."

I immediately lunged toward him, but it proved to be a mistake. The ground was sloppy because of the rain so I didn't get as much speed as I wanted. And because of that, he easily dogged my attack, leaving me to hit the muddy ground while sniggering.

'I've seen you fight bigger dragons Night Fury. Even a Whispering Death. Do better than this!' he said before lunging at me. I noticed how his wings were half open so I snapped mine, creating a small wind toward him that threw him off balanced.

With his form still coming at me, but unbalanced, I crouched before pouncing on him. As expected I threw him on the ground and shot a plasma blast at his chest that I was certain that hurt him.

We are fireproof on the outside. No one said that we are explosion-proof too.

Before I could shoot another plasma blast, however, his paw lunged at me, scratching my neck with enough force to make me bleed. Shocked because of how close he had been of killing me I stumbled backwards, enabling him to kick me off him.

We backed apart from one another. Rain poured heavily on us, but we paid little heed to our surroundings. We were focuses only in staring at each other's eyes. Green and blue. White and black.

I shot the first plasma blast.
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Heather paid little heed to the thundering happening outside. It was raining heavily, so she considered the noises' source the thunders. However, even if they weren't thunders she wouldn't have cared.

Her attention was exclusively on the boy lying peacefully in front of her.

She knew she had to thank Asthera for saving Hiccup, because when the boy developed a fever her deinking only increased, making her stay passed out for longer periods of time. It was Asthera who mostly took care of the Heir until he broke the fever.

She knew she had to do this, but she didn't have the strength to do so.

She leaned the boy against the wall with utmost care and delicacy so she could give him some water to drink. Since swallowing was an unconscious action feeding him and giving him something to drink wasn't that hard. Still, he had to be upright to do so, otherwise she would risk filling his lungs with water, or food.

After deeming that the boy drank enough water the moment she put the cup on the bed table, before touching his cheek. She stroked it with her thumb while looking at him.

His breathing was soft and peaceful, contrasting with Heather's heavy and depressed one.

Her eyes once again watered, and for a moment she wished she had some mead to drink, to drown this sorrow inside her. But she pulled down this wish, because she promised herself she'd stop drinking it after letting Asthera tend his fever basically all by herself.

"Oh Hiccup… my dear Hiccup…" she whispered while leaning him down again. After the boy was once again peacefully lying on his bed she took his hand and started stroking it with her thumb. "We miss you… I miss you… dearly."

"The village changed. There's so much for you to see. The teens aren't themselves, and I think even the dragons miss you"-another thunder reached her ears, and she could hear yelling, but she ignored it. A house probably was hit by it, and it wasn't the one Hiccup was in. "We need you back…"

"I need you back."

Tears started rolling down her cheek, and her breathing became slightly panted. "Please… wake up. I need to know you're okay, to see you smile and hear your crazy ideas again. I can't bear the pain and the hurt alone. I need you by my side, just like you always have been."

Her crying intensified as she leaned down to cry on him. She was mindful to stay away from his leg, even though she was crying on him. The warmth his body irradiated did little to comfort her, and she could only hope that her tears would make a difference.
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Pain.

It wasn't a physical pain. No, it was an emotional pain, an unbearable sorrow, an overwhelming grief, a crushing hurt.

And he could clearly feel it.

Hiccup opened his eyes and blinked slowly, adjusting them to the blinding light. Even if this light was dim, coming from the dying fire of the house's hearth. He wanted to groan, especially because of the weight on his belly, but he didn't have the strength yet.

The first thing he noticed was crying, and rain. He could clearly hear both of them.

He lowered his head in an attempt to see the source of the crying, and found, much to his surprise, a familiar young woman black of hair crying on him. Despite the pain he felt at the sight he couldn't stop himself from making a sarcastic remark. "Who died?" he rasped.

**xxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxx**

_**Ha, short chapter with cliffhanger cause I'm mean XD**_


	41. Not Over Yet

_**AN: Hello there, welcome again. Give a shoutout to LunarCatNinja for proofreading this chapter (shame I wont cliffhang you. maybe next chapter hehehehe)**_

_**Review response:**_

**_Guest: I'm glad you liked it despite being short :)_**

**_Iris Patton: Here it is _**

**_Cottonmouth25: Well, maybe that table scene that appearead loads of chapters ago wasn't the only thing I picked from you hehehehe._**

**_LunarCatNinja: YES! That's what I want people to think everytime they read his deeds hehe_**

**_Cloaked Glydr: She's out of the picture...for now. I ahve something special planned for her in the sequel. ANd yes, I wanted it to be short, and then only give the final image so my readers could wonder how fiercely they fought_**

**_Guest: Not really the coward way. She needs to cope, and needs to be useful. Being on Berk is not helping her in either way. With Johann, it does. Also, she'll come back in the sequel, and she won't have forgotten her promise to him_**

**_thearizona: We can all agree that he doesn't really need a reason to do pretty much anything. And yup, lots of humor. I believe that's how he would have reacted if, let's say, Astrid was with him, instead of Toothless._**

**_Nick Tanico: I think I couldn't have summed up my chapter better than you did :P And well, maybe there will be a pairing. Maybt it'll be a love triangle. Maybe he's gay and will go for Fishlegs instead. Who Knows?_**

**_Spiced Gold: Of course you are on his side. He's your little love XD. ANd well, maybe he will keep them from murdering each other Maybe he'll be too late. And don't be sad, Cami will be back in How To Become a Dragon Master_**

**_Noctus Fury: Oh, okay, two reviews. That's new. Okay, so... I know the information procceeds. Maybe I'll do that. Maybe not. And Hiccup is already of Heather's on Echoes of the Past hehe._**

**_CrazyCartoonistOtaku: Of course I do. I'd have done the same muahahah. And yup, I love making you crazy by writing sad and ansty scenes hehe. And nope, they'll stay trying to murder each other throughout the sequels. And well, it's kind of easy to characterize when a part of them is like a part of you. Hence my issue with writing Anna on my crossover._**

**_AZalmega: I don't often spoil the next chapter, but nope noope nope, you couldn't be more wrong hehehe._**

**_Without further ado:_**

**xxxxxxxxxxxxxxx**

Heather's breathing hitched when she heard the voice she has been yearning to hear for the past thirty days. Slowly she raised her head, only to find the forest-green eyes she loved so much staring at her with worry and tenderness.

"Hiccup?" Heather rasped out, her voice dripping with shock and disbelief. She sat unmoving, unblinking, staring at the boy she so desperately wanted to see awake, the boy she so desperately wanted to hug, to look in his eyes, to hear his voice.

And now she finally can.

"Hiccup!" She cried out while enveloping him in a hug, not too tight so it wouldn't hurt him, but enough to let him know how much she missed him. She cried on his shoulder, mumbling his name over and over again as tears of happiness wet Hiccup's tunic.

Hiccup, was shocked, although not as much as he would have expected, to see Heather so broken and sad. He returned the hug whole-heartedly, smiling as he buried his nose in her hair and smelled the scent of herbs and wood…

…and mead.

"You're awake, you're finally awake…" she mumbled breathlessly while distancing herself enough so she could look him in the eyes. She cupped his cheeks, her eyes still watery as she spoke. "You have no idea how much I was afraid, how much I wanted to hear you again."

"Well, I'm think we're both pretty glad that I'm talking again," he sardonically remarked, though his voice lacked resentment or bitterness. "It's good to see you again Heather. I didn't want our last moment to be how it was…"

Heather's cheek burned while her eyes were suddenly downcast. "Me neither…" she whispered while letting go of his face to hug herself."…you didn't kiss me because you loved me, and I didn't want to let you go. I was afraid of losing the only person that I ever cared for. The one person that I ever loved…"

Her breathing hitched as she realized what she just confessed. She risked looking at him in the eyes, expecting to see distaste and anger, but found instead empathy and comfort.

"I know how you feel…" he whispered, not fully meeting her eyes while grabbing her hand to entwine with his, "and you probably know I know. I wish I could say I love you too, but I'm not sure if I do. It's all confusing, and I just woke up. I don't know if I'm ready to deal with this."

She smiled sadly, finding comfort in his words and small gesture while also understanding the chances of her love being reciprocated being thin. She knew he was mostly Astrid's, even if he was unsure.

She didn't regret the kiss. She just regretted the circumstances that led up to it happening.

"It's okay dear. We can talk about this later. Now, since you're awake, we should take care of you. Your father and the village will probably want to know you're back," she spoke; ready to get up so she could go warn Stoick of his son's awakening.

"Well, what are we waiting for? Let's go to them," he said while letting go of her hand to lift the blanket. She tried to stop him but she was too late. He had already moved the blanket…

…enough to see his metal leg.

Hiccup's breathing seemed too loud in the silent house. His gaze was un-shifting, and kept focused on his metal leg. Heather's fear and despair grew until the point she blurted out an apology. "I'm sorry Hiccup. We did the best we could, but we couldn't save it without risking infection or you walking with a cane for the rest of your life. I'm so, so sorry. I wish I could go back, I wish it had been different, I-"

She was cut off when his hands gently grasped hers. She lifted her eyes to meet his, and surprisingly found no anger or sorrow in them. "It's okay. I… I just need time to get used to it. That's all." He let go of her hands and adjusting himself before asking her a question. "Can you… can you help me get up?"

"Oh, of course dear," she said while getting up and moving the stool with haste so Hiccup could get up from the bed. The boy slowly put his foot and new prosthetic on the ground, and she didn't miss the grimace his face showed when his stump was pressed against the wood.

He slowly and unevenly rose, although without losing his balance. She walked back and motioned for him to go to her. He did a 'are you serious?' face before taking the first step. He did well, but when he took another step, this time relying on his metal leg to stand, he stumbled and almost fell on the ground.

Had she not anticipated it and grabbed him before he could fall.

"I got you," she whispered on his ear while tightly holding him. She felt him smile against her shoulder, and allowed a small smile to cross her lips as he embraced her.

"Thanks," he mumbled, allowing himself to enjoy this heartfelt moment with Heather. He missed those moments, especially since the last one he had with her was before they found out about the Queen…

…which just reminded him of an important question. One he'd rather hear the answer sooner than later.

"Heather," he said while she was helping him stand up, earning a hum from said person, "how long have I been asleep?" he asked with small amount of curiosity, and unbeknownst of how hard the question would hit his dear friend.

He felt Heather tense, and immediately felt sorry for bringing up the subject, and angry at himself for doing so. But, before he could utter an apology, she spoke up. "A month," she whispered, intentionally not looking at him, "you were in a coma for thirty days… and a lot has changed ever since…"

Hiccup didn't know how to digest the answer. He didn't know how to react. Because of this, his response was not the best one he could give. "So we should see the others, I guess?"

Another thunder echoed through the house, alerting them that the outside world still existed. "Funny, I thought it had stopped raining," Heather mumbled, mostly to herself. "Want to see if it is still raining?"

"Okay," he said as he gripped her shoulder as a support to walk. Slowly, they went together toward the door, expecting to see rain, or in a worst case scenario for Hiccup, a dragon raid.

The sight that met his eyes when she opened the door made his worst case scenario look like a picnic.

It was raining heavily, but there was fire and smoke. A lot of fire and smoke. Numerous houses spotted holes in them, making their residents and neighbors rush to tap the holes before the rain could soak the houses' interiors.

Not only that, but numerous Vikings were running and yelling back and forth, not paying any heed that the Queen Slayer was awake. A small circle of Vikings was formed around the origin of what caused the holes.

It was a sight that not only would he never forget, but that also made his blood run colder than when he saw himself falling into the flames.

Toothless and Windwalker were covered with mud, andwet and soaked with blood. Both spotted burns and gashed all around their bodies, the red color eerily contrasting both with the vibrating white of Windwalker and the dark black of his Night Fury.

They were battling for death, which was Hiccup's biggest fear ever since he learned that they are cousins. He knew that the battle would stop either if one died, or if he interfered.

He could only hope, as he let go of Heather to run toward them, that interfering in it wouldn't make him see SilverStar sooner than he expected to.

He didn't hear her panicked yell. He didn't hear her hasty footprints against the muddy soil. He didn't hear the surprised yelps the Vikings gave when they noticed he had awoken.

He could only hear the snarls, the fire building in their throats, the claws rasping the ground, the wind angrily howling.

"Stop!" he yelled while approaching the dragons. Neither of them showed any sign that he was heard. "Please, stop fighting," he yelled desperately.

"Stop," he said breathlessly, with his vision blurring as his stump was heavily aching, while putting himself between the dragons and raising his hands at each one of them.

Both were almost ready to shoot. Windwalker swallowed his shot, coughing and the almost ignited gas was swallowed back instead of spitted.

Toothless, though, was not so lucky to have managed the same.

The shoot cut the air slowly for Hiccup as his forest green eyes watched the blinding orb rush toward him. Unconsciously, he dropped to the ground, while hoping that his death wouldn't come by the claws of his dragon.

A blinding light flashed as a thundering explosion reached everyone's ears. No one could see or hear for a moment, and it was in that moment that they feared the worst, that they feared the same fear they felt back at Dragon Island.

Fear of Hiccup's death.

"Hiccup! Hiccup, answer me! Gobber, get my axe," Stoick yelled while pushing his way to where his son and the Furies were. "If he has as much as a single hair tip burned I'm bringing home Furies' pelt." He barked with a murderous voice.

Toothless was lying down and panting heavily. Hiccup was on the ground, unmoving and quiet. Stoick the Vast rushed to his son, desperately wanting his fears to be wrong.

"Hiccup," he said while kneeling in front of his son and cradling him. "Please son, wake up. I can't lose you again. Please, wake up…" he mumbled, looking as broken as every other Viking that saw the boy bravely and stupidly putting himself in the middle of the fight.

A cough brought him out of his daze, and he laughed whole-heartedly while blinking away tears of happiness when he noticed that it was Hiccup who was coughing. "You're live. Odin's beard, you're alive! I'm starting to think you want to scare my beard out of me."

"Sometimes I think the same," he joked, his voice muffled as he was being tightly hugged by his father. "Dad…" he said while tapping his father's shoulders, "can't…breathe…"

"Oh," Stoick said as he noticed Hiccup was getting red, "sorry son. I…got carried away," he mumbled while letting Hiccup go so he could look at his son.

"I'm okay dad," he said while adjusting himself, his stump's ache momentously forgotten, "I haven't lost the other one," he said while waving his flesh leg around in a jokingly way. He missed Astrid paling.

His joking smile vanished when his eyes met Toothless' figure. "Oh boy… Toothless," he said while slowly heading toward his dragon. He kneeled in front of the Night Fury, cupping his head. "Please say something…"

He was hugely relieved when his dragon crooned and licked his face once. "You're good… Thanks Gods you're okay. We'll see if Gothi can patch you up."

He noticed only after finishing speaking that Toothless' focus was elsewhere. He cracked his head around and noticed that the Night Fury's gaze was on his cousin.

His quiet, unmoving, bloodied and bleeding cousin.

"Windwalker," Hiccup breathlessly whispered as he moved toward the white dragon with blue eyes. A deep feeling of uneasiness and dread set itself on the bottom of his stomach, making his despair grow and grow as he approached the unmoving dragon. "Windwalker," he whispered while kneeling in front of the White Fury. He couldn't see the dragon's chest moving, and this only served to grow even more his fears. "Windwalker, please… say something."

He embraced the dragon's neck, refusing to blink his tears and to let go of the white reptile. "Say something please. Please… I can't lose you. Please…" he whispered with a broken voice.

No one dared to make a noise. The only thing that could be heard was the heavy rain coating each and every one of them with water. They all disliked and held distaste for the white dragon. But no one dared to voice out this while seeing Hiccup as broken as Stoick was moments ago.

'You're not easily getting rid of me. You still have a promise to fulfill,' the voice he so desperately wanted to hear said, making him laugh in disbelief and happiness.

Hiccup tightly hugged the dragon, not noticing whatsoever the stares of disbelief the Vikings surrounding him were giving. None of them could believe that the boy truly cared for the Deceptive Fury, enough to cry in happiness for its survival.

Most of them still hated this dragon. Because they knew that the havoc it wrecked wasn't because of the Queen. It was personal. And so personal would be their resentment with the white dragon.

'You should stop crying and instead look around. See what your efforts bared and brought forth.' His voice, albeit cold, lacked disdain, which Hiccup took as a good sign.

He knew that whatever emotions Windwalker had-because he refused to believe that the dragon had none-would never be shown in front of the other Vikings.

He did as the dragon suggested and blinked away his tears to look around. A gasp escaped his mouth as he noticed the dragons hanging on the ceiling, completely friendly and not being attacked by the Vikings below. "But… how?" he asked in happy disbelief. His father, the closest Viking to him, walked forth, careful to not stir the wounded dragon.

"They came shortly after we returned. You made us see how they are different, and…in honor of you we decided to try a friendly approach. We still have much to learn, things you can teach us, but…we're willing to try," Stoick spoke with a resolution and seriousness that only matched his voice right before a Nest hunt.

"But why?" was the first and most important thing Hiccup could ask.

"Because…" Stoick mumbled as he removed his helmet to place in front of his chest. All the Vikings surrounding them did the same, making Hiccup's eyes widen in surprise. "We were wrong, and you paid the price for it. We want to ask your forgiveness, and back then it sounded like the best way that we could go."

"But now that you're awake, I, speaking by myself and everyone surrounding us, humbly ask you: will you forgive us?"

"…Of course Dad," Hiccup said while embracing his father, tears falling from his face. A smile crossed Stoick's face, and he let go of his helmet to hug back his son. Everyone around cheered, happy that they were forgiven. Happy that Hiccup was back.

"We will celebrate! A feast in the Great Hall, in honor of his awakening! Everyone can go ahead." Stoick yelled happily, and no sooner did the people comply with his word. "I'll see that Gothi take a look at you while we prepare the feast. Until them I think you should rest your leg," he mumbled to Hiccup while carefully letting him go.

"Okay Dad," he said, suddenly remembering the excruciating ache on his stump while trying to not let his father know about it. Stoick looked at him for longer than Hiccup would have liked before giving an approving nod and heading to the Great Hall to prepare the feast.

Not long after his father let him go a punch connected with his arm, making him feel pain, yelp and almost fall to the ground, had he not, somehow, managed to not trip on his metal foot.

His eyes immediately turned to the blonde by his side that had just gifted him a punch. "Why would you do that?" he asked, somewhat angry, somewhat exhausted, while rubbing where Astrid had punched him.

It was aching more than it should, and more than the punches he remembered receiving from the Valkyrie.

"This…" she pointed to his sore arm, "was for scaring us all twice. You deserved to be punched twice actually." He flinched when her hand reached for him, but was surprised to find that what met his skin were her lips.

"And this…" Astrid said after letting go of him, "was for coming back. And…" she looked away from him for only a moment, but he was too exhausted to notice. "For everything else…"

"I could live like this…" he joked, half-smiling. He could not. His stump was aching, and so was his arm. He slept for a month, and now that he was finally awake all he wanted to do was go back to sleep.

His feelings were in turmoil. He didn't know how his friendship with Heather would be now. He didn't know how his relationship with Astrid would be. How to feel about the kiss. About his father's apology. About everything.

"We should go to the hut," Heather said while putting his arm around her shoulder so he could take some pressure off his stump. He didn't notice her slightly red eyes. No one did.

Everyone was happy that Hiccup was awake. Everyone was in bliss. And everyone forgot that wounds don't heal instantly. Wounds that won't heal with just his return, because everyone forgot that there are scars that won't heal.
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She was feeling jealous. She always felt somewhat jealous. But now her jealousy followed a deep heartbreak, a crack inside her that grew at every moment Astrid gave attention to Hiccup, whether it be a simple glance, or her hand subtly raising when his muscles tensed or he stumble slightly. "Everyone should go," Heather muttered. They had arrived at the hut where Gothi was quietly waiting for Hiccup. Now Heather was trying to pull everyone out, supposedly so Gothi could work.

The way the old woman looked at the young black haired one showed Heather that Gothi knew she wasn't kicking out the teens because of some medical procedure.

"Well, why should we go? Shouldn't Gothi say whether we stay or leave?" Astrid questioned. She always did. She questioned Hiccup's success. She questioned his secrecy. His odd inventions. She always questioned things.

And she seemed to have a knack for questioning what the person didn't want to answer.

Thankfully, before Heather had to think of a reply, Gothi made a shooing gesture, thus making some of the teens mumble and leave the place without further protests.

She gently laid him on the bed, before carefully removing his leg. The pained gasp he let out still pained her to the core, and for a moment she wanted to punch the Furies until both would fall unconscious.

She rolled up his pants, carefully exposing his stump. He looked away, either ashamed of it or not ready to look at it. Either way she wouldn't force him to gaze at it. Gently she applied the salve Gothi gave her, and she could see how it eased his ache.

"You scared me back there Reckless," she said, but it felt off to Hiccup. She didn't sound amused or exasperated. She sounded exhausted, broken. Sad. "I'm starting to think one of those days you'll scare me for the last time."

She sounded hurt, and it tore his heart, because he knew it was his fault. Heather hiccupped. And he knew she was holding back a sob. "I don't know how much longer I can withstand it. It's eating me inside."

He heard her sniff, even though she tried to be quiet, and dared to look at her, even if it meant looking at his stump. He could see that the skin was slightly reddened, but couldn't see much more because the salve was applied, and Heather was about to put a cloth on it.

"I'm sorry…" he mumbled, guiltily, and thinking of how he deserved to have a lost a leg, of how he deserved it for scaring Heather all those years. Of how he deserved it because he shattered her foundations with his recklessness.

She saw him come back to her, only to almost go away again. She had no foundations anymore. She had him, but now she also had the constant fear of losing him. "Can I… can I hug you?"

She didn't answer. She just threw herself at him and started sobbing on his shoulder. He tightly hugged her while rubbing her back. She was crying because of him. The least he could do was ignore the pain and comfort her.


	42. Demon Alcohol

_**AN: Hello my friends, and welcome back to HTBADC. I was busy this weekend, on another city, so I couldn't update the story. As for this week, I bridge fell on the road I take to uni, which meant I had to go out look for an alternative path to escape traffic, and I hung out with a friend, which is why I'm only updating today. But enough of that, I'm sure you all are just eager to read the chapter.**_

_**IMPORTANT: **__**As a change I am publishing, from now onwards the review responses before the chapter, and the AN after it, starting next chapter.**_

_**Review response: **_

_**LunarCatNinja: You did very well, you should be proud! And yes I know, which is why I left you a little gift on this chapter :P**_

_**Nick Tanico: Hiccup has torn feelings. On one hand, he has Astrid, who kissed him and is finally giving him attention he so dearly wanted. On the other he has Heather, his long time friend who also happens to have a crush on him.I understand some just want some Hiccstrid/Heathercup instead of this drama, but I am really not rushing this, as I've seen people do. It just ruins the chemistry. And I thank you for the advice. So far no flamer/hater has come to me, and I hope it'll stay like that.**_

_**thearizona: No he won't have. If you ever wish to see how I pictured Windwalker's ability to talk, watch Assassination Classroom and look at the yellow dude. This is as close as I can show you to watch I imagined. And just wait, I have big plans for this love triangle after Noctus Fury mentioned Viking habits. not that I'll do his suggestion, but that opened to me a few doors.**_

_**Guest: Always happy to see that my work on their emotion was well appreciated.**_

_**the core of justice: Now that I recall, if I'm not mistaken, I'm reading a story you're cowriting. I think it's with NightShade or something like that. I never remember names :/ and yes that was my intention. I had thought of leaving last chapter like that, but it would have been too short. As for the sequel I have no preliminary date. I have yet to start it, and, for the moment, am working on four stories, so that may take awhile. That, combined with the fact that I'm about to come out of vacation, limits my ability to write How To Become a Dragon Master.**_

_**CottonMouth25: Would it be weird if I said I laughed at that because you noticed a pun and laughed at that? Anyway, keep your tissues near because there are more THEM FEELINGS in this chapter**_

_**Noctus Fury: Maybe she is not to drink, but lets remember that in the series she goes extreme because of grief. She was only about lying and tricking on ROB. Now on RTTE she was ready to kill, and even use her dragon to kill to achieve revenge. Since this is a completely different situation, I had to think of a different extreme way she would react. And it seemed unlikely to me that she, a healer, would start killing, even if it is animals. And thanks for the suggestions you left in the previous two chapters' reviews. Now I have even meanier ways of dealing with this love triangle hehehehehehehhehehehe.**_

_**AZalmega: Oh he will have some dragon moments, but, right now, it's time for the human moments. I know they're not as cool as Windwalker and Hiccup proving their wits, but it's necessary :P And she will have one. You'll all see in the sequel, and most will be surprised. A few won't.**_

_**sycocritic21: Thanks ^^**_

_**Rayne Arianna Maranochi: This was an unexpected turn. My initial idea had been of following the cannon pairing. But after seeing so many people speak of Heathercup, and the positive reception of her feelings toward him, it showed me that I had stuff I could work on instead of throwing away. And I'm very happy that you people are liking it.**_

_**WIthout further ado:**_

**xxxxxxxxxx**

The feast was nice so far. Stoick wasted no small matter in preparing it. The teens were giving him attention that he actually liked to have. The grownups too, his father included. And the couple of mugs of mead he had numbed the pain.

But with all of this happening, with all of the teens and grownups and even the dragons that fit in the Hall giving him attention, he forgot two little things.

Two little some ones actually.

It was her fifth mug, and the pain wasn't going away. She would have to go for the sixth, but she knew her stomach would not be pleased. In the end she drowned a sixth mug anyway.

'You shouldn't drink so much.' She didn't dislike this voice, but she didn't like it neither. She slowly turned her head to look at the White Fury, forgotten in the corner of the Hall just like her.

"Why not?" Her voice sounded blurry and low. She did not care. "It's not like anyone cares," she added. "I lost him. He's Astrid's now. And now that he's not bullied, I'm not needed anymore."

'You know that isn't entirely true." She didn't want to discuss, but she was listening to him. Maybe because she had no one else to listen to. 'He's your friend. A very close one. He cares.'

"Caring alone won't make him stay around. Won't keep him alive. How many do you think would truly miss him if he doesn't be lucky the next time? How many would forever mourn losing him because it's a scar that'll never heal?"

'Few. Toothless would.' He sounded so thoughtful and patient. Was this dragon the same one that torn the last second-in-command to pieces in front of everyone? 'You would. Stoick would. Enough people to show you that you're not alone.'

"Aren't we all? Alone with our thoughts? Our fears? Our pains? Others can't bear what you bear inside. I wouldn't be alone in missing him, but would he miss me if I was gone? Would he notice if I vanished, now that he finally has what he craved for years?"

'I would notice. I know your fears, your pains, and your thoughts.' That's right, he can get inside people's head. 'Leaving would be a mistake, even if it appears to be the right path. You're not a burden to him. You never were. You lost his trust, but not his friendship, and he's willing to trust you again, which means you can win his trust back. The kiss Astrid gave him won't stop you. It only means he may not love you back.'

'He doesn't know of your drinking'-Heather paled, even though she felt warm-'and won't know through me. But he feels guilty for your sadness. He is aching inside too. Leaving won't fix this. The kiss she gave him won't fix. Apologies won't fix. Caring will. And you care. And he knows.'

She was feeling drowsy, sleepy. Her body was reacting to the excess of alcohol inside. 'Climb on me. No one will notice us leaving.' And no one did.

Windwalker, in an act of unusual kindness, brought Heather to her home. After entering, with small difficult, he helped her get ready to go sleep. 'You have him, and me. Ask Asthera to help you with your drinking issue.'

"I don't have hope…" she mumbled, and he could see she wanted to cry, but couldn't. "I don't have a flame. I don't have a why to get better."

'Do it for me, if not for Hiccup, or for yourself. I'm giving you a reason. Give it a chance.' She was almost asleep, and Windwalker was glad for it.

'You're not alone in your fears, your pains, your heartbreak. In your depression. Not like I was all those years. I can help you, but you need to want it.'

On the following day Heather struggled to wake up, sighing as she felt the common hangover headache throbbing inside her head. She weakly opened her eyes, but was instantly surprised. Instead of finding Asthera brewing her some herbal tea for the hangover she found the White Fury-'his name is Windwalker. Windwalker.' She reminded herself-hunched over the corner of her room, peacefully asleep.

It made her wonder, because the dragon is nearly always with Hiccup or near the boy, as she had noticed. She tried to remember what he had told her on the prior night, but could only remember snips of their conversation.

He had asked her to have faith, to not give up and to not try to run away, because even though Hiccup still mistrusted her slightly he cared for her and worried for her.

She tried to smile when the dragon woke up and looked at her, but found it harder to do than she expected. Harder than it should be…
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On the same day Hiccup's rehabilitation started, with both her and Gobber helping him. It was mostly Gobber's work, since he was the one who knew how it felt to have to relearn how to walk.

Astrid often dropped in, telling him of any issues regarding dragons that happened, or simply to invite him to do something with the teens, like camping or simply hanging out.

Most of the times she barely remembered Heather's presence, let alone remembered to invite her too. But the healer could see it was not on purpose. Astrid was acting as if she wanted to make up for all of those years she didn't hang out with him. To make up for all of those days she spent in the woods making firewood while Hiccup was in his deep slumber. Heather couldn't think of any other reason she would act like, nor she wanted to.

It didn't make the stinging any less painful. Sometimes Hiccup would look at her apologetically before going, sometimes he didn't even remember to say bye. She didn't expect him to object to Astrid, of all people, or even to invite her, as he was never the one that suggested the hangout. Not only that, but he knew she was not comfortable with them yet, and so wanted her to get so in her own time.

She did expect, however, to spend some time with him, like they used to do. But it didn't happen during the first few days. Actually, in the span of a week she only spent time with him when she was examining his stump or helping him walk.

It didn't help her situation when Gothi said he could fly Toothless. The tailfin and saddle had been rebuilt, during his coma, by Gobber with Astrid's help. She should remember when they did it. She should have helped them build it. But she had been too busy drinking mead until she blacked out.
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Ten days has passed since he awoke from his coma. She can't stop but notice that there are more dragons around Berk than before. Not many more, but enough that anyone with a fairly good eye could notice.

She sighed, knowing that it meant that, soon, his presence would be required to deal with the creatures. Lately the dragons has kept to themselves, often preferring to stay around, in the woods, while the Vikings kept to their daily lives, without sparing many glances at their own sworn enemies.

There have been a few incidents, but they were spaced and scarce, and had been dealt by Astrid and Snotlout, as they were the best to handle a dragon and a Viking, respectively. Still, she knew that Hiccup would soon have to be the one dealing with any issues that may arise between the two species.
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He did manage to find some spare time to spend with her, eventually. During those times they would do nothing extraordinary. He would sketch, while she would keep gazing at him and his drawings; other times she would read a book for him because, even though he knew how to read he liked to hear her voice. They sometimes would joke about something the Twins or Snotlout said to Hiccup after he was dragged by Astrid.

These 'us' times, as Heather dubbed them, didn't happen as often as Heather would like, but she rejoiced every moment they have one of those moments.

Just like the one they're currently having.

"So, Astrid took me to a camp she and the others built on a cliff nearby," Hiccup was telling her, enthusiastically waving his arms around, his half-complete sketch all but forgotten while Heather was attentively paying attention to him while brewing some herbal tea for his stump ache. His voice had snapped her out of her thoughts, bringing her back to reality.

"I didn't know what to say"-a rare thing for him. He has always known what to say-"so I settled with just listening to them. Fishlegs kept ranting about remaking the Book of Dragons while the Twins we're twisting his words into how pranking would be taken to a whole new level."

"All of a sudden a chicken appears there, and not long after Ruff and Tuff starts arguing whether the chicken was amused or not with either of their pranking ideas." His laugh was soothing and warming, and Heather was happy that she could hear them this instant.

She didn't have trouble laughing with him. Or smiling. Family is foremost to her and it was what gave a purpose to her life. She didn't know what she would do without him, or how thankful that she was for having him.

She didn't know what she would do if he found out about her drinking problem. It has diminished since Windwalker dropped her on the hut that night, but wasn't completely gone. She knew it would take time and effort to get rid of the alcohol addiction, and while Windwalker was supporting her, and Hiccup was motivating her, unbeknownst to him, she knew she had a long road to travel.

She wouldn't be able to stand seeing him blame himself. Or feeling betrayed.

"I swear Heather, I had no idea they could keep arguing seriously for more than half minute. By the time they stopped arguing, which was when the chicken left, we had all eaten the chicken legs Astrid and Fishlegs had brought."

"Let me guess," she quipped, while giving him the tea. His face contorted in small disgust, but quickly changed into relief when he drank the liquid. "The Twins suggested cooking that chicken."

"You're half right," he said, mildly surprised. "Ruffnut did, but, weirdly, Tuffnut immediately went against her idea. I've never seen someone so determined to protect a chicken because, as he said, she would not have been amused of being roasted."

Heather giggled, and Hiccup wholeheartedly joined her. He had missed these carefree times with Heather. "That's weird, even for Tuff," he commented, earning a nod from Heather while she finished looking at his stump.

A brief silence fell between them. He was still greatly self conscious of it, and talking while Heather was tendering it was still hard to do so.

"All set up," she said, gently tugging the cloth wrapped around it. The relief on Hiccup's face told her that, albeit silently, he was very grateful for the herbal tea and the salvage applied on it.

"Just try to go on Toothless instead of walking the next time they have the brilliant idea of camping so far from Berk. Your recovery is extraordinary, but it doesn't mean that it won't get sore if you walk too much. You've only been walking for ten days dear, your skin isn't hardened enough to withstand long strides."

Hiccup flushed, feeling like a child caught misbehaving when he heard her calling him dear. He could detect her motherly tone, and couldn't deny that he had missed it. "You should sleep here tonight, so you don't stress your leg going home and so I can tender it if needed tomorrow."

They relationship was mostly back to how it used to be, with the exception being that Hiccup blushed more than before with all of Heather's remarks or nicknames since he knew her feelings toward her. He knew that, most of the times, she used comforting nicknames as a habit, not because he was her crush.

He was starting to trust her again, but slowly. He hadn't forgotten that she told Astrid about the axe. And had not forgotten that the blonde has yet to say something about it.

He opened his mouth, ready to argue, but was surprised that a yawn decided to leave it, instead of words. Reluctantly, he nodded, earning a smile from his friend before she left to pick a fur blanket.

She carefully tucked him in once she returned, and while he scowled at her, she could see in his eyes that he liked the action. "Sweet dreams Hiccup," she said before kissing his forehead, a gesture she often did whenever he slept at her hut. He bid her goodnight, before quickly drifting to sleep.

Little did she know that getting him to sleep there would be a huge mistake.
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_Fire. Blood. She could see lots of it. Charred, giant bones, with decaying flesh over if, and Hiccup, lying still and pale near the head. She could see the same Hiccup, flushed from fever, missing his leg, and looking at her with blood-red eyes. She could see his despair, his fear, and realization that he was slowly dying. His eyes slowly closed, and she watched helpless as he drew his last breath…_

"HICCUP," she yelled, panting as she abruptly woke up and sat on her bed. Nightmares like these were recurring, which was one of the reasons she had started drinking, and one of the reasons she was having trouble stopping it.

Led by instincts, she quickly got out of the bed and went to the kitchen. But, as she went through the medical part of her hut, she spotted the boy peacefully asleep. She silently approached him to closely watch him as he peacefully slept.

As he peacefully breathed.

It was a sharp contrast to her dream. The hut was cleanl, cold, and only the dim light of her candle allowed her to see. He was warm, and wasn't pale, and was calm and peaceful.

Her instincts were urging her to go to the kitchen, to open that barrel of mead and drown her fears away, just like she has done before, even though there was nothing more to fear. The risk of infection didn't exist anymore. The fever was gone. It was why a part of her urged her to not do it, to go back to sleep because he was alive and peaceful right in front of her.

She wasn't strong enough that night.
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Hiccup had awoken with her scream, but moments after he felt her presence near him. Too tired to open his eyes he guessed that she must have had a bad dream involving him, and decided to not question it, or show her that he was awake. He had no doubt she would blame herself from awaking him, which would only hinder her attempt to sleep again.

He found odd that he didn't hear the staircase creak, though, and, when he turned around, he spotted a faint light lit in the kitchen, but didn't think much of it. He guessed that she went for a cup of water, or even mead, before heading back to her bed.
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He didn't know how much time has past since Heather visited him, but it had been more than enough for that faint light to be doused out. Still tired, he slowly got up from his bed and took the cane near his bed to head to the kitchen. His prosthesis was somewhere near him, but it was too dark and he was too tired to strap it onto his leg.

When he opened the door he almost fell on the floor. Heather was blacked out on the table, a mug, near her hand, dropped while the half-burned candle illuminated the room. It smelt heavily of mead, and, as he approached her, the scent got stronger.

"Heather," he whispered in disbelief. "Heather," he said while gently pushing her. She gave no response, and his despair grew stronger. She was truly blacked out because of the mead, not asleep.

His first thought was to being her to her room, which was on top of the kitchen, just like in his house. Normally other houses wouldn't be two-stories tall, but hers was an exception, since it also was a healing hut. It didn't have a dining room as its head, having instead beds for patients, and had a small table inside the kitchen for her to eat, while a small fireplace occupied the center of the room.

He almost picked her up, had he not tripped because he wasn't with his prosthesis. Determined, he picked the candle and returned to the main room so he could both fit the false leg, and start the fireplace so he wouldn't trip while climbing the stairs.

A few minutes later he picked her up, only to notice that he wouldn't have the strength to climb the stairs with her. His stump was aching heavily due to the weight on his arms, and his leg constantly threatened to give away at every step.

In the end he decided to lay her down on the bed next to his and pick her fur blanket so she wouldn't feel cold during the night. He knew she would take hours to wake up, as it was what a normal Viking usually took after blacking out from drinking, and decided to go to sleep.

Despite feeling uncomfortable, he didn't leave the prosthesis unstrapped from his leg. He was sure that he would wake up almost at the same time as her because she would probably complain of a headache too loudly.


	43. A New World

_**AN: Hello my friends. A little later than I hoped but here it is. For those questioning me, and any that may question me in the near future: No I am not writing HTBADC's sequel 'How To Become a Dragon Master' I will put a note on this story once I start writing enough to publish its first chapter.**_

_**Review response:**_

_**LunarCatNinja: So am I hehe. Still I'm happy that you liked this little bonding moment between them.**_

_**Cottonmouth25: Needless to say this chapter was written after I watched the first season of RTTE. And, as a good fan, I could have not let the chicken out of this story :P**_

_**AZalmega: Took me a little bit to undertand what you meant, but yes I do (I know it by the translation. I cannot for the sake of my life pronounce this name) A friend told me it was about a class of students trying to murder a giant octopus so, being the weirdo I am, I got curious :P Have to watch the last episode though**_

_**Rayne Arianna Maranochi: It's not that she gets interested in him after killing the Red Death. We can see she already starts acting differently on the flight. What, to me, made her change, was that she saw a different side of him. She saw him confident, rather than clumsy. She saw someone worthy of being Chief, rather than Useless. Hehehe, I think you'll have a harder time deciding as you keep reading :P**_

**_Nick Tanico: I know, and I appreciate it. However, I have to sit and ponder about it. Don't expect a conclusion on this story._**

**_thearizona: That other one you mean our story? I agree, it is due for a chapter. Still, let's not put a schedule on it, since our writing is not regular. And yup, the chicken was very amused by this chapter :P_**

**_Noctus Fury: Good to see you're still around. I like you mess with your feels, therefore I shall do it. And you can't do anything to stop it hehe. Yup, feels' manipulation FTW :P_**

**_Without further ado:_**

**xxxxxxxxxx**

He had been right. The moment she awoke, a pained groan left her mouth, loud enough to wake him up. Immediately he was up and right by her side, soothing her down. "Shh, you need to rest. Let me fetch you some water and bread," he whispered before heading to the kitchen.

Heather's fear grew exponentially once she realized he was aware that she got drunk last night. Dread filled over her as she tried to imagine what would he do. Would he feel disgust? Feel guilt? Would he shut her out?

She didn't have the answer to these questions, and dreaded having them.

He came back with bread and two mugs of water, and settled them on the bed table. He knew there was some sort of tea for hangover, but neither knew the recipe nor had the courage to ask her what was it.

He slowly helped her sit, and sat behind her so she could lean on him. He blushed when she heavily leaned on him, remembering him that, although they weren't in an intimate position, Heather still had feelings for him, and could therefore think otherwise; but he managed to focus on the task ahead.

Sip by sip, bite by bite, Heather drank the water and ate the bread. When she seemed okay enough he decided to ask the question that both dreaded to her.

"Why were you blacked out from drinking yesterday?"

"I…" she stuttered before swallowing. She couldn't look at his eyes, but knew that they were carefully watching her. Inhaling deeply, she prepared herself to tell him the truth, because it is what he deserves.

"It's a habit… or most possibly an addiction I've earned after your returned." She paused as she noticed his muscles tensed. She grabbed his left hand, which was resting on her lap, and started stroking the back of it with her thumb.

"It's not your fault dear… it never was. I started having nightmares after…butchering off your leg and I should have found another way to fight them. I knew alcohol wasn't an exit, a solution, but I still went with it."

"Asthera took care of you when I was too drunk or passed out to do so. Astrid proposed and helped Gobber build a new tailfin. I wasn't a good friend, a good healer, and it's entirely my fault. If I had steered away from the mead I'd have been more present, I'd have helped more…"

Her voice sounded so self-depreciative that it ripped Hiccup's heart inch by inch, until all that was left was mangled flesh and blood. He entwined their hands, making her inhale sharply.

"I don't blame you. Yes you were weak in drinking to drown your sorrow, your pain, your fears. But you've been with me all of my life. You are here with me now." He raised their entwined hands to prove a point.

"And I want you to be here forever. Not just today, or tomorrow. I want you by my side, as you always have been. Because I care for you, and even if I don't yet know whether or not I love you or Astrid, hell even both, I do know I greatly like you, and I want to help you."

"I know you won't stop drinking today, or tomorrow. But I'm willing to help you, and be patient. I only need to know if you're willing to accept my help."

She untangled herself from him to turn around and look at his eyes. There was no bitterness, no resentment behind them. There was only concerned, tenderness, and passion. His words essentially burned away every thought she had that leaving would be better for him.

With a muffled sob, she hugged him tightly, and Hiccup whole-heartedly returned it. "I forgive you Heather. For the drinking. For the axe. For any mistake you think you did with me. All I ask is that you forgive yourself," he said, his voice muffled by her shoulder.

She slowly broke the hug before speaking up. "I don't think I can forgive myself now, or anytime soon," she answered, making Hiccup's smile fall. "But maybe one day I will, and I know you'll be there to see it."

He smiled in relief. Both looked at each for a moment, the silence between them comforting rather than unsettling. But, before anyone could say something, Astrid opened the door, her face flushed and panting.

"Hiccup… we need your help. More dragons have arrived and the Vikings are starting to get weary of them. We need you to stop any fights from happening."

Said boy looked at Heather before nodding at Astrid. The blonde left the door open and hopped on Stormfly, as she had named the Nadder, to keep scouting the newly-arrived dragons.

"Well, I guess our routine has changed," he mused sarcastically. He slowly stood up, and Heather's hands were half-raised, as if she expected him to fall.

"Let's go. I have the feeling that our days will have lots of dragons in them from now on. And that you'll be tendering my injuries just like you did before," he said while lightly nudging her.

She shook her head in disbelief, but the smile on her lips betrayed her thoughts. Their relationship may never go back to how it was, but, to her, maybe it was not a bad thing.
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Hello. My name is Hiccup Horrendous Haddock the Third. I lost a leg fighting a dragon, the biggest one we have ever seen. And, in turn, we made peace with the dragons. I have won new friends, and finally won the approval of my father.

But now we have to maintain this peace. Berk is stubborn and some Berkians won't want it, but I'm also stubborn. And with the help of my friends, and family, we'll do everything to keep it.

Nothing will stop us.
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I glanced at the dragon beneath me, noticing how her smooth scales shifted as she beat her wings to keep flying. I glanced at the boy near me, flying on his dragon, the infamous Night Fury, with his longtime friend behind him, holding on his waist. He didn't notice my glance, and neither did she, and for that I was thankful.

Things with mom were better-ish. After I cooled down my head, and saw Hiccup slowly recovering during his rehabilitation, I realized that she had been right in cutting his leg. It also helped that I learned that she had followed Heather's suggestion, so, even though he had lost a leg, he wouldn't have to lose more.

I glanced again at the happy boy flying on his dragon, and that moment I was thankful that mom had heard the young healer, and that she had wanted to see Hiccup happy. I've never seen him this happy, and now I can't imagine him and Toothless grounded for the rest of their lives.

I hope we are slowly mending our broken friendship. I hope that I am redeeming myself in his eyes. I don't know why I kissed him, since I've never seen him more than a simple lost friend or, more recently, as a friend whom I need to earn his forgiveness. I don't know, yet at least, if I like him more than as a friend, or even if he still likes me. Heather did admit that she loves him, and even if she had not, I could tell that she didn't like him simply as her lifelong friend.

I quietly sighed, looking back at the sky-blue scales beneath me, belonging to the Nadder I humbly named Stormfly. I can see the scar left on the left side of her neck, a consequence of the days all I wanted was to kill dragons like her. And now all I want is to soar the skies freely, riding her and not sparing a single thought to anything.

The irony wasn't lost to me. But, it seems that everything involving Hiccup had some irony in it.

I don't know where I stand anymore. Berk doesn't need dragon slayers anymore, doesn't need fierce, fearless warriors to fight off mindless beasts. It's a new world, and Hiccup is leading its creation. What I do know is that he will keep building it, brick by brick, and that I will stand by him, no matter what happens. Nothing will stop him, us, and I will make sure of that.

By compassion or by axe.
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I closed my eyes as I leaned on the shoulders of the boy I spent much of my life with. He had not rejected me, had not pushed me away, had not hated me or felt disgust. He had not done all that I had feared. Instead, he had welcomed me with open arms, forgiving me for each and every mistake I made with him.

He had promised to help me with my drinking problems, and, even if he didn't say, the way he warmly embraced me spoke of a promise, a promise that he would never leave, would never close himself like he did during Dragon Training.

I don't know how we stand in our relationship, how he will act now that he knows I love him more than as a simple friend. I don't know where he and Astrid stand, since she is too fierce to speak about it and he is too patient to rush the subject. I don't know how our daily lives will be, now that each one of the teens has dragons, now that he and his father sort of amended their wrongdoings, now that Berk has dragons and peace.

I do know that he is building a new world, and that I'll stay by his side until the very end. I do know that even though he has new friends, I still matter to him. I do know that, in this new world, I have a new purpose, and it's thanks to him.

Nothing will stop him, because, as he has my back, I have his.
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Later that day, all the teens were lazing around in the Great Hall, while he was quietly resting on his bed, with Toothless by his side. Heather was currently talking with Asthera, Astrid's mom, about the best course of action to win against her addiction for alcohol.

He didn't know how things were going to be, but he liked how they were now. He was ready to fall asleep, even though the sun had not set yet-a consequence of his coma, as Heather told him. Because he had been lying down for a month, he was going to get tired easier than before-when a certain White Dragon nudged him.

"What is it?" he mumbled, his voice drowsy and muffed by his arm, "Let me sleep for five minutes. I'm sure whatever it is can wait," he added, before turning around to the opposite side of where Windwalker was, making the white dragon sigh in annoyance.

'Well then,' Windwalker casually said, making Hiccup's awareness enhance slightly. The White Fury never sounded casual. 'I guess I'll have to find another way of waking you up. I've heard Toothless was eager to give you another tongue bath as it has been so-' he stretched the word so-'long since the last time he did it,' he added, grinning, because he knew how Hiccup dislike being licked awake.

As he had predicted Hiccup immediately jolted awake, his hands rubbing his eyes to rub away the sleep from them. "Okay, okay, I'm awake. No need to make that black salamander give me a bath with his saliva," he commented, making the Night Fury grumble in annoyance and Windwalker smugly chuckle. "Now can you tell me what is so important that you can't wait, giant snowflake?"

He would have swatted the boy with his tail by being called snowflake, but was mindful of the still weak state of Hiccup. 'Hop on Toothless. We're going to a meeting,' he explained, irking the boy's curiosity, 'and before you ask, no, it's only us. Neither your father or any of the teens have, or even should, go,' he added, further increasing Hiccup's curiosity.

Slowly he latched the prosthesis on his leg before climbing Toothless. It look some time for him to do that, since, with two Furies, one bigger than the other, inside his room, there wasn't much room for him to move around.

Carefully, following Windwalker, both dragons left the Haddock household. Hiccup, once outside, looked around, noticing how the village was mostly deserted, mostly because everyone was at the Hall drinking or eating. He also looked at the sky, taking him the different shades of red and orange in it, ending near the horizon, where the sun was still standing strong.

"Where are we going?" Hiccup asked after noticing that they were going away from the village. He didn't imagine any worst case scenarios, since he knew none of the dragons bared any ill thoughts against him. He also dismissed the idea that the Furies wished to continue their combat, with him as their witness.

'You'll know when we get there. Until then do enjoy the sight. Had you died while in coma, I doubt that you'd have had enjoyed a sunset, especially one as beautiful as this one.' His voice had an unusual warmth in it, and it took Hiccup a moment to realize that it was because the dragon wasn't still used to seeing the sunset, or other simples things like it.

Before he could say anything, or utter an apology, Windwalker beat him. 'You don't have to apologize, or make up for your ancestors' mistakes. I was imprisoned for years, but you were the one to give me the gift of freedom. It is not thanks to you that I was concealed from the world. It is thanks to you that I enjoy the sunset, the sunrise, the birds chipping, and how to appreciate each and every one of these things most Vikings and Lua's children take for granted.'

His small speech silenced the boy, ending any thoughts Hiccup had about arguing with the White Fury. Despite being a cold-blooded, both literally and figuratively, murderer, he was also very wise, more than most dragons and Viking alike. Hiccup may strongly dislike how Windwalker wouldn't spare a thought about killing one of his kind, or a Viking, but he couldn't deny how philosophical the dragon sounded when they were alone.

As they crossed the wooden bridge, leading to where the former Dragon Training Arena was located, Hiccup thought about asking why they didn't simply fly to there. But, as Windwalker's words came back to him, he dismissed the question and decided to enjoy the beginning of the sunset, as well as the last few moments of warmth the sun would be giving.

The stride to the Arena took longer than Hiccup expected, given that he was on Toothless, and being led by another dragon, but he had no wish to complain about it. He had enjoyed the view he had of the horizon, the quietude around them, and the sound of Toothless' and Windwalker's claws moving against the grass and the stone.

He had to admit that Windwalker was right. Had he died, he would have left without appreciating many of the things he always took for granted.

His trails of thoughts were broken when, as they entered the Arena, he noticed that all of the dragons he had freed were standing there. The Nightmare, the Zippleback, Leafnecks, Stokehead, the Nadder and the Gronckle were there, all of them looking directly at him and Toothless.

'Good, now that we are finally were, we may proceed,' the white dragon said once they stopped in front of the Arena. 'As the only one capable of being understood by every occupant of this place, the boy included, I will direct the speech. Should any of you wish to object, do it now or stay silent.'

Hiccup had been unsettled many times by the growling of a dragon, but he had never thought he would be unsettle by the suffocating silence of eight dragons staying as quiet as the dead.

Windwalker nodded, a hint of smugness on the action given the way he raised his head slightly, before speaking up. 'As I was saying, we are gathered here representing the newly-formed Berk's nest, and its flock. With the death of the Queen, and the rapture of the old nest in two, it has arisen the need of a new flock leader to guide, protect and over watch this new nest.'

Hiccup silently heard the dragon speak while hopping off from Toothless. He was awed at how organized and structured the Dragon Society was, and longed to learn more about it. There were so many questions he wanted Windwalker to answer, but he kept them stored, as to not disturb the moment.

As if reading his mind the White Fury spoke up. 'Usually a new flock leader arises from the defeat of the old one in combat, or by proving himself worthy of the title should the last one have died. Given that, albeit peculiar, the defeat of the Tyrant was held by combat, I find befitting that he, and he alone, deserves the title.'

Hiccup couldn't tell whether Windwalker was looking at him or Toothless. But, considering that the dragon was speaking of being a flock leader, he decided that the Night Fury's cousin was speaking of the black dragon. It sounded too farfetched the idea that him, a skinny Viking, would be the leader of a flock of dragons.

All of the dragons roared, with the exception of Toothless, as if agreeing with what the four-winged dragon said. 'So, by unanimity, I hereby crown you the new leader of our flock.' He still didn't know if Windwalker was speaking of him, because, somehow, it appeared that the dragon was purposely avoiding using any names.

He didn't have much time to think about it, however, as all dragons brought their heads up, roared and shot flames, Windwalker included. He could only look in awe at the sight before them, and both wished that he had brought his sketch book to draw this scene before him, and the Book of Dragons to write down what he just learned about the dragons.

And was glad that his father had raised the chain-dome, otherwise their flames would have melted it.

'Now that this issue has been dealt with, and none other issues are brought up, this meeting is adjourned,' he concluded, and every dragon started to leave the Arena. Hiccup, always the curious one, decided to follow them and study them up close, since he hadn't had the chance of do it before.

All of them, especially Leafnecks and Stokehead, warmly welcomed him, not complaining whatsoever about his excessive touching or muttering. They were all fond of the boy, since every one of them knew it was thanks to him that they were free. They all knew that he gifted them the gift of freedom from not only their cages, but from the Tyrant as well.

While Hiccup would have been unsettled before at having so many dragons giving him attention at the same time, he was now laughing and having fun by goofing around with them. Windwalker and Toothless, however, kept quietly watching the scene unfold, lying down just in front of the Arena.

They were not in a hurry to bring the boy back home, since the sun was still up, and neither wished to steal Hiccup's attention from the other dragons, since they already usually had it more than them.

"Should we tell him?" Toothless asked, his growl quiet so Hiccup wouldn't hear him, even though he knew the boy would not understand a single word. His eyes kept looking after his hatchling, his rider and other-half, but he could see, by the corner of his eye, his cousin subtly shaking his head.

'No. Let him found out on his own. I'm sure that, given how smart and observing the boy is, he'll quickly learn the true meaning of this meeting. Besides, he has a lot in his head. His relationship with the blond girl, with the brunet, with his sire, and with the village, his new leg, and many other things. Every Viking is looking expectantly at him, waiting to see how he'll lead them on this new world that he created.'

'Not just a dragon leader. As the Vikings like to say: a chief. A dragon chief, for he looks and protects his own. For the dragon chief forgives his flock's sins and praise their abilities. For a dragon chief lead those under his wing through the road less travelled and keeps them united, even at the darkest battle. Let him learn that a chief is not burn, but made.'

'Let him figure out who the real Dragon Chief is.'

The end

**xxxxxxxxxx**

_**ANII: Thank you for every one of you that stuck with me throughout this entire story, and my depression. It still lingers, but, as you may have noticed, it has diminished. All of this wouldn't have been possible without your kind words and support, and some bits only became what you know as HTBADC because of your thoughts and suggestions. Keep an eye for the sequel. It may take a while to come out, but it will. for those reading Echoes of the Past and/or HTLIG, I see you there. For the rest, see you in the sequel :)**_

_**Until next time!**_


	44. Every Legend Has its Beginning

_**AN: Surprise surprise, I'm not over with this one yet. This is a little surprise I've been wanting to write since before the chapter of the Red Death was published. I sincerily hope you all like it. As for information on HTBADM, I'm afraid I won't be able to start it before July (which is when I go on vacation) I have little free time, and that is mostly at this time, which is rather unfit for me to write as I wake up early. **_

_**Also, any reviews from this chapter I will answer through PM. However, if too many people review it as guests, I'll publish a note answering it. **_

_**Review reponses:**_

_**LunarCatNinja: Oooooh you have no idea. I plan to make his life a living hell :P**_

_**Guest: It is I who should thank you for reading this story all the way, and keeping up with me and my irregular updates and depression crisis I faced. I hope you enjoy this chapter, and, if you wish, I have HTLIG and will soon restart Searching for Echoes of the Past, for you to read.**_

_**V01dSw0rd: I assume it would be a Fury? It seems like an interesting idea, and, if you work it up nicely, it can become a very unique dragon.**_

_**Cottonmouth25: Hehe, I had you wrapped up this badly? Well, guess what, ITS NOT OVER. Well, it is after this chapter. BUUUUT, more Windwalker so yeah :D**_

_**Prince of darkness 44: Thank you. I hope you enjoy this epilogue as much as you enjoyed the story.**_

_**LeoPK: Hope this epilogue satisfy you for now. Sequel will have to wait a bit until I have free time to plan it and write it**_

_**ArmyGamer25: Maybe he won't. Maybe he will. This romantic tension between the three of them is far from over. It'll actually be one of the main points of HTBADM (though I do not intend to sugarcoat it, or transform it into some Twilight buttcrap)**_

_**thearizona: they're totally different characters. I only used the name because it was a very cool and fitting name for my White Fury. And yes, he's the dragon chief. But not just because he killed the Red Death. He also is because he protected the dragons from harm, risking suffering severe consequences for it. Until our next PM then. I hope you enjoy this epilogue :)**_

_**Noctus Fury: Bet you didn't see this epilogue, or its content coming. And, as I stated above, yes they killed it together. But Hiccup also protected the dragons during Dragon Training, and risked his life both on trying to protect Toothless, and on giving Windwalker a chance to be free. By that perspective, it makes more sense that, at least the main dragons, think of him as a dragon chief. ANd I'm glad I can manipulate y'all so easily. It'll make my work on the sequel sooo easier. Expect a lot of tension between them, and be sure to have some sugared water and cloth to dry your eyes when the sequel comes out MUAHAHAHHAHA**_

_**SpicedGold: I know you like him a lot darling, which is why I hope you'll adore this chapter, because WINDWALKER. And thank you. One of the main challenges I found was how to finish it, as I had not planned it at all. I'm glad I wrapped it up nicely enough. And thank you, though I'll need this wish of luck only in July :P I hope you enjoy this chapter :)**_

_**Without further ado:**_

**xxxxxxxxxx**

Chief Strongborn the Brave stood tall against the Council's table. "We set up a perimeter of catapults around Berk. That way we can shoot these beasts down if they try to take our sheep!"

"How do you know it'll work?" Asther Hofferson asked, standing up. He wasn't against the chief's idea, nor he was his enemy, but, between the two of them, he always had been the most thoughtful. "Won't the beasts simply evade the boulders?"

"You have a good point my friend!" The Chief boomed, showing that he was both proud of having the man as his friend, and that his idea could be contested at will. "But my answer is no. They don't evade our bolas, or our spears. Why would they evade a boulder, especially if they're busy with the sheep?"

Asther thought for a second before nodding and sitting down. Before the chief could speak up again, however, an explosion happened outside, making everyone stand up.

The Hall's doors were opened by a Viking covered in ashes, sword in hand, and out of breath. "Raid sir! A big one," he said while trying to recover his breath.

"Battle positions gentleman! Let's kill some dragons!"
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He always awaited for the first wave. That's when they were caught off, but also in good shape to fight back. And it was also when the dumbest and most foolish dragons would attack. He would simply circle around, careful to be far away since his white scales could easily reflect light, and would enjoy the sight.

The blood, from both dragon and human, tainted the land, and he was quite sad that the sun wasn't up so he could admire such beautiful and gruesome sight. Its smell assaulted his nostrils, and made him feel hunger.

Feel bloodthirst.

The second wave was more interesting. Veteran dragons, some of not so known breeds would come. They would either fight off the Vikings or steal the sheep. The humans, although prepared, were already tired out, or feeling too arrogant, from killing some dragon of the first wave.

It meant human blood was shed more often than dragon blood, tainting their houses, the dragons' scales. It made him smile, and feel pleasure. His bloodthirst would increase tenfold, and he would rejoice on the sight of any Viking being dismembered.

It was on the end of the second wave that he would come. The raid was far from over, but both parties were worn out. He didn't care about fair combat, or advantages. All he cared about was slaughter.

Every Viking was responsible for slaughtering his family. And he would be responsible for slaughtering them back.

He dive-bombed, emitting a ghastly shriek that frightened even the eldest dragons. His scales would eerily reflect the moonlight, when sky was clear, making it seem as if a giant flaming torch was coming toward the village.

And this night the sky was as clear as a polished sword.

He released his first reddish plasma blast, blowing a house to pieces, thus sending pieces and scraps of woods everywhere. Many Vikings cried out in pain as chunks of wood pierced their arms, shoulders, legs and chest, and there were some that would simply die by being pierced in the heart or on the head.

Their agonized yell was music to his ears, and the delicious smell of blood flooded his senses again. He went for a second run, aiming, this time, for the biggest group of Vikings he could spot.

Luckily there was one around a wounded Nightmare. He knew the Child of Fire was prized within the tribe, and so killing one was a big feat. They spotted him and tried to cover themselves, but it was to no avail.

His plasma blast hit the ground, the explosion sending the Vikings several feet far, if not toward some loose wood chunk that would impale them. The Child of Fire, unfortunately, was sent back, and impaled by the debris of a broken house.

He felt no guilt, no shame, no sorrow on killing his kin, for that dragon was no kin of his. None of them were. They were despicable, and shallow, just like the Vikings.

He was an outcast, and an outcast has no mercy. No sides.

The smell of burning flesh came to him, leaving him blissful. The agony of the burned Vikings was music to his ears.

His third blast was aimed at the Hall.
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"INCOMING!"

The blast blew the Hall's torch, leaving its entrance illuminated by the spilled coal in fire. Everyone had managed to avoid being directly hit, but Asther was badly burned by the coal.

"Easy, my friend," Strongborn said while restraining his blond friend. Asther was trashing, his face and upper chest burned by the coals, while his throat was being ripped by the agony of his screams. When he passed out because of the pain, Strongborn lifted him, and carried him down, toward his house.

He kicked the door open, sweat and fear covering his face. "Stoick!" he boomed, and no after than a second, his son showed up. Stoick the Brave was his heir, and very good at battlefield medical aid. "Help Asther. He has several burns. I've got to go back. The White Fury is here."

Stoick shivered in fear, his face mirroring the pale features of his father's face. Unlike all dragons. the White Fury was brutal, merciless, demonic even. Rumour was that it could make an Outcast beg for mercy, and a Berserk cry out for his mother.

Many of his tribe perished by its claws, or by its flame. Many of other tribes perished too, according to the whispers he heard during the Thing. Its unholy shriek would make the Gods cower in fear, and send Vikings running.

No one have ever survived a face-off. The few that had managed to see it spoke of a cursed creature, capable of standing like men, of crushing their skulls with ease, of turning to ashes the bones of their bodies. No one knew how its eyes looked like. Because everyone that had seen it were brutally murdered.

Hide and pray it doesn't find you. And if it does, end your own life before he gets you. It was the common saying around the Archipelago.

The Blood Eagle was a joke compared to how mauled its victims were. Sometimes there wasn't even enough to bury.
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Strongborn dove to the ground, once he spotted the White Fury landing. His heart beat heavily against his ribcage, threatening to escape it and run away, lest it be devoured by the unholy offspring of the sun and death itself.

'Come, face me so I can drink your blood!' Its voice invaded Strongborn's mind, making him tightly hold a scrap of wood so he would not scream in pain. His hand blistered and was cut by the wood but he paid no heed to it.

He wouldn't have much to think about if he revealed his position to the beast.

A yell came from his left, and he saw a Viking trying to sneak up on the dragon. Before it could even bring down its sword, the White Fury turned around with frightening speed, reaching out, with his claws, to the Viking's neck.

The dragon stood up on his rear legs, and brought the Viking close to his face. 'I'll gladly have pleasure in burning you to ashes,' it whispered, eerily sounding gentle, before opening its jaw and emitting a redfish stream of fire.

Strongborn gasped while partially covering his eyes from the blinding light. His heart felt heavy, and he felt scared for the first time of his light. When the light ceased, the Viking's head was no more. Blood, mixed with ashes, covered partially the dragon, before it started covering the ground when the beast threw its body like a sack of potato.

He felt his hope leave his heart, and his blood freeze, when the dragon spotted him. Its blue eyes, dark as a sapphire, burned with hatred so deep that it frightened the fearless chief. It got on his fours, and started coming toward the Chief.

Panicking, he quickly got up, and threw a fallen axe at the general direction of the dragon. He could tell he easily missed it, because he could hear the creature's claws scrapping the land, its tail lashing the ground, its snarl hunting him, its jaws ready to snap his neck, despite all of the fighting around them.

He heard a hiss coming from behind him, and didn't think twice before ducking right. Not even a second after this, a blinding ball of reddish plasma passed by him, so close that he felt his skin burn, as if he had touched a sword recently heated. He yelled in pain, while making sure his wounded arm didn't drop his shield.

The plasma blast hit a house, blowing it to pieces. Strongborn brought his shield to cover his upper chest and face, so no debris would impale his vital organs. Luckily he wasn't hit, but he could hear yells of his fellow tribesmen, and even dragons roaring in pain.

His eyes widened. The dragon didn't even have compassion for its own kind. His heart began racing faster, his skin grew colder, and he ran even faster from this nightmare.

He ducked left, this time, when he heard the hiss again. This time he wasn't so close to be burned by the plasma blast, before it hit another house.

Unfortunately he didn't count on being impaled on the leg. He fell on the ground, yelling in pain while clutching his leg. The stab of wood wasn't big, so he pulled it out and quickly torn apart a part of his tunic to wrap around the wound.

He rose to his feet, heavily supporting his weight on his uninjured leg, to face the creature. He could no longer run away from it, so, whatever few chances he still had of surviving, was on facing it. He could see in its eyes the scorn it had for Vikings.

'Another fool ready to fight,' it said, despising the Viking. 'I hope your family will miss you,' it hissed, making him shiver. 'Because there won't be enough of you to be buried when I'm done with you.'

It lunged at Strongborn, who dove to the ground, narrowly missing being gutted by its claws. He only had time to roll over so he could bring his shield to protect himself from the White Fury's claws.

It attacked him, denting heavily the shield, which made him worry how much it would withstand before breaking apart. On the second attack he found a gap to counterattack, and managed to hit one of its legs with his sword.

The dragon hissed in pain, making his ears ring in pain. He heard the hiss again, and lowered his shield enough to see its jaw brightening. He inhaled deeply, readying himself to meet the halls of Valhalla, when a spear passed dangerously close to the dragon's head, making it miss.

He covered himself from the blast, before turning around to see Asther standing to his right. The man had bandages around his neck and chest, probably because of his son, Stoick, and a shield on his other hand. "If you want to kill my friend, you'll have to kill me too!" the man dared before grabbing his sword.

Strongborn wasted no time in getting up and building distance from the white dragon. "Thought you would be out for awhile friend," he said, happy that Asther was up so soon.

The Hofferson smiled. "Can't believe you thought a few burns would put me out of combat," he scoffed. "Glad to see you needed me, or else you would be roasted chicken by now."

Their chat was abruptly cut short when the white dragon howled out. The Ingerman had sneaked up on it and stabbed its back. Unfortunately, due to the hard, glass like scales, the man only left a shallow gash.

The dragon instinctively attacked back, lashing its tail at the young Ingerman. The Viking was thrown off the ground, and hit the tree nor far from him, before dropping down on the ground, dead. Both the Haddock and the Hofferson fumed in sorrow and anger at seeing their brother in arms die such worthless death. "We need to disable it if we want to kill it. Use spears if possible," the Hofferson said before charging toward the dragon.

The creature evaded being hit by the Hofferson, while using its tail to make Strongborn trip. The man fell on the ground, and cursed, before spotting a spear near him. He got up and raced to grab the spear, while Asther was fighting off the creature.

He turned around, spear ready to be thrown, only to meet the scene of his friend pinned down. He immediately threw it, and hit it in the leg. The dragon tripped, and ended biting Asther's arm instead of its neck. The Viking yelled in pain before using his free arm to attack it with his sword.

He made several slashes against the dragon, and, despite having strong scales, the White Fury was still cut several times. It let go of his arm, which was badly torn apart before building distance on them to get the spear of his leg. Strongborn ran toward his friend, and didn't think twice before applying a tourniquet on his friend's arm.

They both knew it was already lost.

It was bleeding severely, and noticeably limping. "We need to end this," Asther spoke through clenched teeth, resisting the pain. Strongborn nodded, before spotting a hammer near them. He pointed at the hammer with his nose, before running toward it. Meanwhile Asther charges on the white dragon.

But it was no fool. It lunged toward the Chief, completely missing the one and half armed blond. It pinned the man down, and was about to roast Strongborn alive, when he was hit by the hammer on its jaw.

Temporarily dazed, it staggered back, before being hit multiple times by the chief. It managed to shoot a plasma blast, and hit the Chief's shield on blank point. Fortunately it was a weak shot, so he was only thrown a few feet back.

He hit his head on the ground, making his world start spinning and his mind feel dizzy. He could vaguely hear Asther call for his name, but couldn't answer. He felt the hammer leave his hand as his friend picked it to continue smacking the dragon.

He later came back to his senses feeling a nasty headache, only to find Asther sitting right beside him, full of blood, while the dragon was on the ground, in front of them, limp. "It's not dead. Just unconscious. What do we do with it? Do you want to kill it?" Asther asked, since it was no honour of his to kill this creature, this devil without the Chief.

"No…" the man whispered, tightly holding his head as he felt a heavy headache. "Send it to the underground Arena. It must suffer for all the pain it brought down to us. Death is too good for such vile creature."

Asther seemed to think otherwise, but didn't speak up. "Let's go to Gothi. You're a mess," he said while helping Strongborn stand up on his feet.

"Not as messed up as you are. I wonder how your metal arm will be," he joked, in an attempt to lighten their mood. Blood and bodies surrounded them. The dragons were flying away, only a few carrying livestock. It had been a hard raid, and he knew there would be many funerals and repairs on the upcoming days.

"Oh you'll see. It'll be the most fancy arm everyone has ever seen!" He only smiled, and breathed in the light mood that would surely be short-lived.
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"Are you crazy? Keeping that…that…monster captive?! Haven't it caused enough pain and misery to all of us?!" Bricklout Jogersson said earning murmurs of agreement that filled the Hall. They were short-lived, though, as Strongborn quieted them down.

His leg had been nursed, but he would have to walk with a cane for the rest of his life. Asther had his whole left arm cut off, which meant that the man sadly would not have a fancy metal arm as he had initially wished. "Yes, and it is exactly why I want it captive. Death is not enough to make him pay for all the worthless deaths it gave to our men, men who deserved to go to Valhalla whole. Men like the Ingermann, who faced him and died without even knowing how its eyes looked!"

"Not to mention that we don't know anything about it. We don't know if all of them are like this, if there are more. We need to be prepared in case we face another White Fury." The frowns on the Council's faces showed they didn't like the idea, but that they could understand Strongborn's reasoning. "If anyone here has a say on this matter, it's Asther."

Every face turned to look at the tree limbs man. "I lost Littlelegs to that creature. My friend here lost his ability to properly walk. I lost my arm. I can never hug my wife entirely again, or do most things on my own anymore." He drew in a deep breath while they bowed their heads in respect. "If having this demon caged means my children, means that Finn, Spitelout, Stoick, won't go through the same, then I say we do it."

Nobody objected to what he said, and despite the victory, Strongborn felt no pleasure in it. "Then it's settled. We'll starve it to study it, and at some point, try to incorporate it on Dragon Training. For now, let us focus on burying our dead, and rebuilding our village. The fight is over, and now another day rises. Go spend it with your families. Enjoy it."

Asther and Strongborn looked at each other while the Council left the Hall. They thought that the pain the White Fury caused was over. But they were wrong. Due to his leg Strongborn grew weaker as the days passed by. Five years later, when Stoick was nineteen years old, he died of an infection, although he had a peaceful departure.

Stoick would then become the youngest Chief Berk had ever seen.
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A year has past since the day the Island of Berk became known across the Archipelago as the one that defeated the White Fury. The other tribes, of course, weren't aware that it was alive, hidden, caged inside an underground arena.

Had they known, Strongborn was sure that someone would have called them out on war for the right of killing it. Not ever Viking had vision like him.

"Today you begin Dragon Training Stoick," he said proudly while checking his son's clothes. He knew his son Stoick was going to be a great chief, but still liked to check on him every once in a while.

"Remember the Book of Dragons, remember your training, and make us proud." The serious face Stoick had made Strongborn chuckle. "Now, I know it's a serious step toward adulthood, but don't weight yourself too soon. You're still just a child until this is over."

"Yes father," he replied, his voice deep and serious, though Strongborn could seem an amusing glint inside his son's eyes. "Now, I know you favour the axe, just like pal Asther, but I want you to train with a hammer."

"Why a hammer?" he questioned, confusion etched on the youngling's face. "They're too short, which requires severe proximity to the enemy, and doesn't cut like an axe or a spear."

Strongborn quietly listened. A hammer wasn't a very usual choice of weapon among the Vikings, but he had seen, firsthand, its potential. "You're absolutely right. But it stuns. And when a dragon pins you down, or closes up on you, it'll be the greatest ally, apart from a shield, against it."

He clasped both of his son's shoulders. "Never think less of a weapon until you see it in action. It was by hammer that Asther and I defeated the white monster. It'll be by hammer that you'll kill your first Nightmare, I believe, and, if it comes to it, it'll be by hammer that you'll defeat the White Fury."

Stoick gulped in fear. He and the other teens were aware of the controversial decision his father made. His generation was the first one to have the White Fury to fight against. He knew they would explain the rules better, because he couldn't see how putting a bunch if inexperienced teens against the most fearsome dragon know would not result in a massacre.

"Don't think too much about it," he said as he noticed the fear subtly visible behind his son's eyes. "When it comes down to it, you'll know what to do."

Stoick could only hope he would be as brave as his father.
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Ironically, Brave is the nickname Stoick earned through Dragon Training. He, among Finn and Aktor, who was Finn's younger brother, and in the future, Astrid's father, stood out as the best students, both individually, and as a group.

Stoick earned the title of Stoick the Brave when he accidentally killed a Nadder that had cornered Spitelout. The teen, despite brave, had been afraid of dying impaled, until Stoick started hitting the Nadder's head with his hammer, until he heard the skull crush.

After that he never doubted his father's words about hammers again. He still used the axe, but started to favour the hammer. He realized that, most of the times, if he was one on one with a dragon, his hammer would be in striking distance, just like an axe.

However, he doubted his title, when the day of facing the White Fury, arrived…

"The rules for today's training are different!" their mentor yelled. "Yeh lot won't be going after it, but after a small patch of leather place on the other side of the tunnel network. Yeh can work individually, or as a group. It doesn't really matter who bring the leather, but it does who comes out alive! Nothing you have faced so far could have readied you for this. It is starved but it doesn't mean its out of the game!"

"May the Gods be with you." Not a moment after he said that, the underground Arena opened before them. The tunnels were illuminated by the dim light of torches hanging on the hall.
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It was eerily quiet, something they wouldn't have expected, considering the creature that lurked within these tunnels. They were separated in two groups. Stoick, Finn and Aktor was one, while the Throston twins, the Ingermann and Spitelout composed the other.

They walked slowly, making sure they were making as little noise as possible. There were little information about it on the Book of Dragons, but a lot of rumours and speculation. On a private moment, Strongborn confined to Stoick that all the stories, all of it, was true. They couldn't make it official because it would create suspicious around Berk among the other tribes.

Somehow, they managed to find the leather flag without facing the dragon. But, as they picked it, Finn felt an odd feeling inside his mind. "I think we are being watched. We'd better hurry."

After Aktor grabbed the leather, they started heading to the exit, on the same pacing. Unfortunately, the Gods were not smiling upon them. 'I can feel your fear hatchling. Hear your weak steps. I can sense your blood run cold, blood that I will drink soon.'

Aktor froze, a tormented look plastered on his face. Finn looked at his brother with worry, and called him out several times, to no avail. Stoick readied himself, feeling that the White Fury was nearby.

And, much to his unfortunate expectation, the beast slowly appeared in front of them, seemingly bigger than Strongborn, and looking more menacing than ever. 'I recognize your scents. Your sires were the one that brought me down, the ones that caged me.'

"Stay behind me Aktor, I will protect you," Finn said will putting himself in front of his brother. He grasped his axe tightly. and change his stance to a battle ready one. Stoick adjusted his stance, to be ready if the dragon decided to attack.

'Noble of you, to protect your family. Nevertheless, you will fail, just as your father did. You are foolish, and arrogant. However, you won't lose an arm like your old man. You'll lose your life!' Before any of them could blink, he shot a plasma blast right at Finn's feet, blowing them backwards while temporarily blinding them.

Since none of them could really see due to the brightness of the blast, they couldn't really help Finn when he was pinned down by the Fury. 'I would end your life now, but I feel fate will be a better judge than me. However, you will have a reminder etched on you, a reminder that you are destined to fail everyone you love.'

The dragon ran his claw on Finn's chest, making him start bleeding. The gash was deep enough to scar, but not deep enough to kill him. Stoick, desperate to save his friend, ran toward Finn's voice, and ended up bumping against the dragon's head.

It was enough to get it off Finn. "Aktor, get your brother out of here. I'll cover you!" When he heard no answer, he turned his head around, and saw Aktor conflicted between avenging his brother by helping him attack the Fury, and helping his brother reach safety Gothi. "Do it!" he yelled, snapping the blond out of his dilemma. He grabbed Finn bridal style, and started heading toward the exit, while Stoick kept himself between them and the Fury.

'You are the child of Strongborn,' it said with ghastly realization. Before he could know what was happening, a deep headache ran through his skull, making him drop on his knees, gasping, while he dropped his hammer to clutch his head. 'He would have died, had not their sire intervened. It must be odd for a Chief to be blood-bound to a lesser, doesn't it?'

'But don't worry,' he said while leaning his face closer to Stoick's. The young redhead glared at the dragon through half open eyes. 'Your sire won't be bound much longer.' Before he could utter a comeback, the creature turned around, lashing its tail against him. He was sent flying, and hit the wall. Before he could pass out, though, he heard it say, 'knowing this will be a greater pain than any I can physically do on you.'
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When he woke up, there was no one nearby, except for Spitelout. "Glad I found you! The other were worried," he said, helping him get up.

"Are they safe? How is Finn? Is he bring treated? Is the class finished?" So many question flowed inside his mind that made him feel dizzy.

Spitelout, though, didn't seem surprised by his questions. He firmly held the redhead by its arms to guide him to the exit. "They're okay. Finn's nursed, though he'll be bedridden for a few days. He'll get a scar, which would have been cooler if he had earned in fair combat, instead of against this…demon. The others and I didn't run into it so we're alright."

"Good, good," he said, absentmindedly. When he left the place he glanced over his shoulder, and could not tell if it was a trick of the light, or if he had really seen the dragon's eyes gazing on him before the gate was closed.

Later that day he visited his nursed friend, and was happy to hear the folk calling him as Fearless Finn as he went to the hut. He wasn't so happy, though, when he noticed his friend seemed a bit obsessed in living up to his new title. "I'm telling you Stoick. After facing it, I fear nothing. No dragon will stand in my way. I will kill the Flightmare if I have to prove it to them."

He nervously chuckled, since the Flightmare was an elusive creature no one had ever managed to face. Then again, neither had anyone faced the White Monster and lived to tell the tale. He could only secretly hope that his friend would not be the first, and if he were, that he would be the last. "Get some sleep my friend. You need it," he said, patting Finn's shoulder, before he left the hut.

At night, when he heard his father coughing slightly, and saw him limping, he felt his heart ache in despair, and the fear that the demon had been telling the truth kept him awake all night.

Unfortunately, he found out that the white dragon had been truthful a few years later. And when he sent his father on a boat to be welcomed on Valhalla, and watched it burn, he sworn to himself that he would make the beast pay. Not by indirectly harming him old man, but for making him live this heartache.
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Stoick could still remember his father's limping, Asther's wounds as he treated them, when he closed his eyes. They had faced the creature on Dragon Training, and survived it, though Finn became obsessed with proving himself after it that led him to earn his title of Fearless.

He could still remember his promise to himself on the day of his father's passing.

Therefore, it hurt him deeply to see Hiccup near that monstrosity that slaughtered so many of his ancestor's people, so many Vikings. He wouldn't deny that he held a grudge against the dragon, or that it haunted him that the creature slept in the woods right behind his house.

But, he promised Hiccup he would change. That Berk would change, would accept peace. So he cast aside his grudge, and focused on his son's happiness, on loving his son, which were things he didn't do all these years since Valka disappeared.

He sighed, closed his eyes and drew in a deep breath. It was a new day to be chief, to adapt his home to the new dragon companions, and to cast aside grudges in the name of peace…


End file.
